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C h a p te r  1 /C h iId h o o d

(V©r 2 , r e v is e d  6 / 9 / 9 8 ,  6 / 1 8 / 9 8 ) )

I went t o  l i v e  w ith  my g ra n d fa th e r  when エ was f i v e  y e a rs  

o ld . G ran d fath er owied a  farm  in  Morrow, L o u is ia n a .

G ran d fath er was w ell known and lo v ed  and re s p e c te d  by 

everyone who liv e d  m  Morrow. H is name was Lee Brown.

Everyone c a l l e d  him Unci© Lg© Brown. When I  was b o rn  in  th e  

C h a rity  H o sp ita l in  New O rlean s on S3ay 2 8 , 1 9 2 1 , I was named 

a f t e r  him, Le© Brown,

G ra n d ta th e r was a  t a l l ,  d ark -sk in n ed  man w ith  kinda  

heavy s h o u ld e rs . H© was a la r g e  i e 丄10w, s o l i d  and s tr o n g . He 

was a ls o  a  k in d -H e a rte d , e a sy  g o in g  man. I n e v e r  d id  se e  him 

a n g ry . H© n e v e r g o t in  no f i g h t s . Everyboay in  th a t  l i t t l e  

co u n try  town lik e d  him. H© was alw ays h e lp in g  p e o p le , p eo p le  

t h a t  had t r o u b le . H© c a r r i e d  h is  money in  a s a ck , a  wnit©  

sack  * I th in k  my grandm other mad© i t .  H© would lend p eo p le  

money, p oor p eo p le  who needed n e lp . H© was alw ays t r y in g  t o  

do th in g s  f o r  p e o p le .

W© l iv e d  in  th e  countzysid©  among hardw orking farm ers who 

was v e ry  p o or b u t a l s o  v e ry  f r ie n d l y  and co n cern ed  about each  

o th e r*  N eignbors would com© t o  my g r a n d f a th e r 's  hom© ©very 

n ig h t and th e y  would d is c u s s  is s u e s  such a s  farm in g , church  

a f f a i r s ,  money problem s and h e a l th . L is te n in g  t o  th e s e  o ld  

p eo p le  ta u g h t m© a l o t  about 丄i f e  and how t o  make a  l i v in g  f o r  

m y se lf, and © s p e c ia l ly  r e s p e c t  f o r  o t h e r s .

To me th e r e  was no w is e r  o r  b eloved  a man th an  my 

g r a n d fa th e r . He loved  m© a  l o t ,  t o o . ェ r©memb©r he used  to
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ta k e  me t o  Bunkie, a n o th e r  l i t t l e  town, and h© would buy m© 

to y s , a l i t t l e  wagon, m arb les , sp in n in g  t o p s . ェ would b rin g  

them back home and th e n  ェ would g iv e  th e  k id s  around th e re  

some m arb les ; I would alw ays s h a re  w ith  th© o th e r  k id © . He 

ta u g h t m© t o  do t h a t . Even th© k id s  I used  t o  p la y  w ith , th e  

n e x t door n e ig h b o rs , w© n e v e r d id  have no f i g h t s .  He ta u g h t  

m© how t o  g e t  a lo n g  w ith  p e o p le .

G ran d fath er had a buggy t h a t  h© used  t o  tak© m© around  

i n .  I t  was a  b la ck  buggy w ith  red  spokes on th© w heels and 

and i t  was p u lle d  by a  b la ck  h o rs e . Some o f  th© h a p p ie s t  

tim e s  t h a t  I can  remember was when I would s i t  up f r o n t  

a lo n g s id e  my g ra n d fa th e r  in  h is  buggy and r id e  f a s t  a c ro s s  

th o s e  o ld  d i r t  r o a d s . I went everyw here w ith  my g r a n d fa th e r .

I went to  ch u rch  ©very Sunday w ith  him. Some Sundays w© 

would go to  th© ch u rch  and tak© food and s t a y  a l l  day ta lK in g  

w ith  th© n eigh b ors and exch an gin g fo od .

My g ra n d fa th e r  would haul f r e i g n t  f o r  d i f f e r e n t  s t o r e s . 

Th© f r e i g h t  t r a i n  would s to p  and le a v e  f r e i g h t ,  th e n  he would 

d e l i v e r  th© f r e i g h t  t o  th© p eo p le  a t  fo u r  o r  f i v e  s t o r e s .  He 

p ick ed  i t  up in  h is  wagon. Two mules p u lle d  t h a t  wagon. That 

was h is  b u s in e s s , h au lin g  f r e i g h t .

On th© farm  h© r a is e d  ch ick en s and d u ck s . H© had a few 

h o rse s  and a few m ules. H© u sed  t o  g a th e r  hay from some o th e r  

p la c e  t o  feed  h is  h o rs e s , H© d i d n 't  grow no cro p s e x ce p t f o r  

a l i t t l e  tru c k  p a tch  o f v e g e ta b le s  to  ©at - -  ca b b ag es , 

to m a to e s , p o t a t o e s f th in g s  lik ©  t h a t ,  and some c o rn . Th© 

farm  wasn^t no g r e a t  la r g e  on©, but i t  was la r g e  enough f o r
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him, f o r  what h© was d o in g . Som ething t h a t  h© co u ld  h an d le . 

Sometimes h© h ire d  tw o, th r e e  p eo p le  TOund th e r e  to  h elp  him, 

H© would s ta n d  w ith  m© by h is  s id e  lo ok in g  o v e r  h is  lan d , and 

sa y  to  me, "On© day t h i s  land w i l l  b© y o u r s ."  I looked up t o  

him f o r  g u id an ce , wisdom and knowledge.

In  th© house g ra n d fa th e r  had t h i s  long t a b l e .  I a i n * t  

seen  no ta b l e  l ik e  t h a t  in  a  long tim e . E v ery  morning w© had 

o u r b r e a k f a s t  a t  t h i s  t a b l e .  He s a t  m© a t  on© end of th e  

t a b l e  and h© s a t  a t  th© o t h e r .  H© would sa y  a  p r a y e r  b e fo re  

e a t i n g . Now I d o n 't  under日ta n d  t h i s  but in  thos©  days th e y  

had s te a k  f o r  b r e a k f a s t . I d o n 't  know how th e y  d id  t h a t ;  

mayb© th e y  kep t i t  smoked o r  som eth in g . エ know we a t e  meat 

and e g g s . I  remember w© at©  good. I th in k  I  had more th a n  any 

k id  around t h e r e ,  good food , t o y s . I was th© o n ly  k id  l i v in g  

on th© farm . I t  was j u s t  mo and my g ra n d fa th e r  and Aunt 

Hannah b e fo re  sh© d ie d , and 丄a t e r  Aunt B e ts y .

My g ran d m o th er's  name was Hannah. I  c a l l e d  h e r  Aunt 

Hannah. エ don1t  remember h e r  to o  good . They t o l d  m© sn© was a  

Sem inole In d ian  who cam© from F l o r i d a .  She was t a l l  w ith  long  

b la ck  h a i r  t h a t  hung to  h e r  w a i s t . ftunt Hannah d id n 't  t a l k  

v e ry  much t o  anyone but everyone 丄oved n© r. She was a  kind  

la d y .

That y e a r  I  l iv e d  on my g r a n d f a th e r 1s farm  was th© 

h a p p ie s t tim e o f  my ch ild h o o d .

My g ra n d fa th e r  had th r e e  so n s : Bab, Bud and B ru ce Brown.
凡“ ‘  v J \ 7 rK«_

Brue© Brown was my f a th e r .,M y  f a t h e r  was a 1 l g h t - comp1exioned  

man and v e ry  t a l l ,  a t  6 f e e t ,  7 in c h e s . H© wore s i z e  14 shoes
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My g ra n d fa th e r  had th r e e  so n s : Bab, Bud and B ruce  

Brown. Bruc© Brown was my f a t h e r .  (L a te r  h© went by th©  

name o f  Jo s e p h .)  My f a t h e r  was a lig h t-co m p le x io n e d  man and 

v e ry  t a l l ,  a t  6 f e e t ,  7 in c h e s . He wore s iz e  14 s h o e s .

B e fo re  I was born my f a t h e r  changed h is  name t o  

Jo sep h  Brown b ecau se  th© law was a f t e r  him. Y ears  l a t e r  エ 

g o t th© s to r y  from my s i s t e r - i n - l a w ,  H e n r ie tta  who was 

m arried  t o  my h a l f - b r o th e r ,  Pet© Robinson. She to l d  m© t h a t  

my f a t h e r  and h is  b ro th e rs  wa© robb ing them l i t t l e  mixed 

t r a i n s ,  t r a i n s  t h a t  had on© coach  c a r  and th© r e s t  o f them 

was f r e i g h t . 11i ©s g  mixed t r a i n s  used t o  run betw een th© 

l i t t l e  towns in  L o u is ia n n a . Sh©^showed m© a p i c t u r e  o f  on© 

o f  my u n cle s  w ith  a  red  h a n d e rch ie f  t i e d  around h is  n eck . 

A ll th r e e  o f  them was r id in g  to g e th e r  on th e  t r a i n  l ik e  

th e y  was W ild West o u tla w s. When my f a t h e r  came t o  New 

O rlean s h© d ecid ed  t o  change h is  name t o  Jo se p h , and t h a t 1s 

what i t  sa y s  on my b i r t h  c e r t i f i c a t e .



My f a t h e r  was k i l l e d  vdien I was v e ry  young. On h is  way to  

work on© morning in  1922 he step p ed  on a l i v e  e l e c t r i c  w ire  

t h a t  had f a l l e n  down on th e  ground d u rin g  th© n ig h t a f t e r  a 

t e r r i b l e  th u n d ersto rm . H© was k i l l e d  i n s t a n t l y .  I d i d n 't  

r e a l l y  g e t  to  know my f a t h e r .  L i t t l e  do I know about him, 

e x ce p t what I was t o l d .

My m other was b o m  in  B aton , M is s i日s i p p i . Her name was 

J a n ie  D a v is . L ik e  I  s a id , I was born  a t  th© o ld  C h a r ity  

H o sp ita l in  New O rle a n s . When I  was sm all my m other r e c e iv e d  

some money from my f a t h e r 's  d e a th . She used th© money t o  open 

a i i t t l ©  s t o r e .  Then she g o t h o ld  to  a n o th e r  man f o r  a w h ile , 

b u t h© s l ic k e d  h e r  o u t o f h e r  money and sh© l o s t  th e  s t o r e  and 

became m©nta丄l y  distuidDed. So my g ra n d fa th e r  cam© and g o t me 

and to o k  m© t o  l i v e  w ith  him a t  th© farm .

On© morning l a t e r  on my m other came t o  th e  farm  t o  ta k e  

me away from my g ra n d fa th e r . When we a r r iv e d  a t  th© h o te l  

where eh© was s ta y in g , I c r i e d  and made such a  fu ss  a l l  n ig h t  

t h a t  sh© was asked by a lad y  i f  I was r e a l l y  h e r  so n . I l i is  

lad y  th ou g h t my m other had s to l e n  me, Th© v e ry  n e x t m orning my 

m other to o k  m© back to  th e  farm .

G ran d fath er to o k  good c a r e  o f  me. H© used  to  t e l l  p eo p le  

t h a t  he wanted t o  g iv e  m© th© b e s t  e d u ca tio n  t h a t  money could  

buy. G ran d fath er n ev er h i t  me, h© n ev er l a i d  a  hand on me.

H© p a id  a l o t  o f a t t e n t i o n  t o  me. When h is  buggy would r o l l  

1 1 d be in  th © re  • He took m© everyw here w ith  him, t o  th© 

s t o r e s ,  t o  meet w h ite  f o lk s , t o  church  on Sunday. People look  

up and sa y , "T h ere com© U n cle  L©©, b ig  Lee and l i t t l e  L e e .11
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I t  eeemed l i k e  p eo p le  knowed m© th rough him. W© was so  

c l o s e ,  when th e y  se e  him th e y  se© m©.

Somebody e ls e  I  remember was Aunt 3Pau丄in© who us©d to  

l i v e  around th e r e  w ith  h e r  husband, U n cle B i l l . Sh© was a 

kind o f  C re o le  and sh© d i d n 't  speak E n g lis h . Sh© wore a  red  

h an d k erch ief on h e r  head and had red  l i p s  and wore a long  

d r e s s .  My g r a n d ta th e r  and I used to  p a ss  h e r  on th e  d i r t  road  

and s h e 'd  sa y  "Bo* j o u r " ,  and I d i d n 't  know what th© h e l l  sh© 

was s a y in g . エ 1d b reak  and r u n • I  d id n *t know sh© was j u s t  

sa y in g  good m orning t o  me. Her husband, B i l l  R ie to , fought 

in  th© C iv i l  War, and h© had a o ld  long gun t h a t  I som etim es 

saw s t i c k i n g  o u t t h e i r  window when I p assed  t h e r e .  He m usta 

fought in  th© Union Army. I  know h© d i a n 't  r i g n t  f o r  th e  

C o n fe d e ra te日， s ta y in g  around my g ra n d fa th e r , 1caus© my 

g ra n d fa th e r  was p r e t t y  m i l i t a n t .

On© day some n e ig h b o r 's  c h ild re n  and I was p la y in g  in  my 

y ard  when suddenly I  heard  someone scream . G ran d fath er cam© 

o u t o f th© b arn  bent o v e r , b lood  running down h is  l e g . エ don*t 

know how i t  happened but h© c u t h is  le g  w h ile  w orking in  th©  

b a m . Aunt Hannah cam© o u t o f  th© house, and help ed  him g e t  

in to  bed . Aunt Hannah d o cto re d  h is  le g  day and n ig h t . A 

h o s p ita l  t h a t  would t r e a t  b la c k  peop丄e was many m iles  away. 

G ran d fath er d i d n 't  r e a l i z e  how s e r i o u s ly  h© was h u r t .  Months 

p a sse d ; h ie  l©g g o t w orse, and h© 日t i l l  w asn’ t  seen  by a  

d o c t o r . Things w a s n 't  th© same on th© farm  anym ore. The 

n eigh b ors would le a v e  th© house w ith  w o rried  lo o k s on th e ilr  

f a c e s . I soon r e a l i z e d  mv g r a n d f a th e r 's  le g  w o u ld n 't h e a l , and
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i t  kept g e t t i n g  w o rse . In  th© meantime, Aunt Hannah had tak en  

i l l  and soon sh© d ie d .

My g ra n d fa th e r  h ire d  a  housekeeper to  ta k e  car©  o f  u s .

Th© h o u sek eep er1s name was B e ts y . I c a l l e d  h e r  "Aunt B e t s y " • 

L a t e r  h© m arried  h e r . L i t t l e  d id  I know a t  t h a t  tim e what 

h e a rtb re a k  T^unt B e tsy  would b rin g  t o  me. I t  w a s n 't  long a f t e r  

t h a t  on© n ig h t Aunt B e tsy  wok© m© up and t o l d  me my 

g ra n d fa th e r  had d ie d . I remeiriber hanging on to  h is  neck and 

scream in g . Th© p eo p le  t h a t  was in  th© room had t o  p u ll  me 

away from him.

My g ra n d fa th e r  was g iv e n  an Odd Fellow s b u r i a l .  T his was 

th© name o f a  s e c r e t  o rd e r  o r g a n iz a t io n . Th© men who a tte n d e d  

th© fu n e ra l wore whit© g lo v e s , and th e y  c a r r i e d  swords which  

was a symbol o f  th© o r g a n iz a tio n , A ll th© women wore w hit© . I 

was d re sse d  in  w h ite , t o o . I  was so h u r t , and f e e l in g s  o f  

1 0 n elin © ss  and ©rrq?>t:in©ss f i l l e d  my h © a rt, s in c e  my g ra n d fa th e r  

had been th© most im p ortan t p erso n  in  my l i f e .

Th© d e a th  o f  my g ra n d fa th e r  was th© tu rn in g  p o in t o f  my 

l i f e . エ rem ained w ith  Aunt B e tsy  on th© farm , B e ts y  was a  mean 

woman w ith  l i t t l e  e d u ca tio n  o r  know ledge. B e tsy  b rou ght h e r  

s i s t e r ,  Aunt A l i c e ,  t o  liv©  w ith  us on th© farm . Her s i s t e r  

was a mean o ld  woman j u s t  lik ©  h e r . N e ith e r  o f them had any 

c o n s id e ra t io n  f o r  m© o r  any on© ©Is©. B e ts y  was n ev er pleased , 

w ith  me o r  an y th in g  I t r i e d  t o  d o . She used  t o  fu ss  a t  me, and 

s c o ld  m© and o n ly  h a lf  fee d  me.
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On© even ing some men cam© t o  th e  farm . Aunt B e tsy  had a  

long c o n v e rs a tio n  w ith  them. l a t e r  I found ou t Aunt B e tsy  was 

g iv in g  a l l  my g r a n d f a th e r 's  t o o l s  away.

Weeks l a t e r  a man named B u s te r  W e lls , who used to  work on 

th e  farm  f o r  G ra n d ta th e r, cam© t o  l i v e  w ith  us on th e  farm ; h© 

a ls o  b rou gh t h is  w ife . Aunt B e tsy  gave B u s te r  f i f t y  head o f  

c a t t l ©  to  s e l l  f o r  h e r . Weeks p a sse d . Sh© was w a itin g  f o r  him 

t o  b r in g  th© money b ack , but B u s te r  n e v e r cam© back t o  th© 

farm . Th© o n ly  news she h eard  about him was t h a t  he had d ie d . 

L a t e r  B u s t e r 's  wif© l e f t  th© farm . S in ce  Aunt B e t日y had no 

e d u ca tio n , men would count h e r  money and sh o rtch a n g e  h e r  a l l  

th© tim e . F i n a l l y  a 丄1 h e r  money was s to l e n  by th©s© peopl© she  

had t r u s t e d .

Th© rem ainder o f th e  in h e r ita n c e  g ra n d fa th e r  l e f t  h e r  was 

g ra d u a lly  g iv e n  to  h e r  s i s t e r s  and b r o th e r s . E v e ry th in g  t h a t  

my g ra n d fa th e r  had o f  v a lu e  was s o ld  o r  g iv en  away. But my 

g ra n d fa th e r  l e f t  h i日 land t o  m© and Aunt B e ts y . When Aunt 

B e ts y  d id n ^  have an y th in g  ©Is© t o  s e l l  o r  g iv e  away, she  

t r i e d  t o  s e l l  my la n d . But l i t t l e  d id  eh© know my g ra n d fa th e r  

had f ix e d  i t  so  no on© co u ld  s e l l  i t .  F i n a l l y ,  J^unt B e ts y  went 

t o  a c o u r t  in  O pelousas t o  t r y  t o  s e l l  my la n d . But th© judge  

t o l d  Aunt B e ts y  th a t  th© lan d  c o u ld n 't  b© so ld  u n t i l  I reach ed  

th e  age o f  tw en ty -on © . By t h a t  tim e I would b© o ld  enough t o  

d ecia©  l e g a l l y  what I  wanted t o  do w ith  th© lan d .

When Aunt B e ts y  cam© from c o u r t  sh© was f r u s t r a t e d  w ith  

me. Sh© went around th© farm  w ith  frowns a l 丄 o v e r  h e r  f a c e .  

Then sh© r e a l l y  s t a r t e d  m is tr e a t in g  me. Tli© l i t t l ©  food sh©
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gave m© t o  ©at w a s n 't  se rv e d  on th© long d in in g  room t a b le  I 

was used  to  e a t in g  a t . A ll my to y s  and c lo th e s  d isa p p e a re d . エ 

n e v e r knew wdiether sh© gave them away o r  burned them up. I 

w a sn 't s u rp r is e d  anymore o v e r  any s tu p id  th in g  she d id . There  

was tim es when I would walk around c ry in g  and lo n g in g  f o r  my 

g r a n d fa th e r . Her s i s t e r  A l ic e  would o f te n  h i t  m© f o r  no 

re a s o n . My g r a n d f a th e r 's  f r ie n d s  stopped coming t o  th© farm . 

They w o u ld n 't have an y th in g  t o  do w ith  such mean women.

L a t e r  Aunt B e tsy  se n t m© to  l i v e  w ith  h e r  b r o th e r . He was 

v e ry  f r ie n d l y  tow ards rn©, more so  th an  h is  s i s t e r .  But my 

v i s i t  was c u t s h o r t ,  aunt B e ts y  cam© and to o k  m© back t o  th©  

farm . W ith l i t t l e  food to  ©at and th© m istre a tm e n t of th e s e  

o ld  l a d ie s ,  word began t o  sp read  th rou gh ou t Morrow about th©  

way th e y  was t r e a t i n g  me.

On© n ig h t in  1 9 2 7 , w© had a bad ra in s to rm . Hign w a te r was 

everyw h ere . A ll  th e  homes was flo o d ed  o u t w ith  w a te r . P eo p le , 

b la ck  and w hit© , re c e iv e d  l o t s  o f  a s s i s t a n c e  from th© Red 

C ro s s . When th© w a te r kept g e t t i n g  h ig h e r , some s o ld ie r s  cam© 

and to ok  everyone to  Cairqp B eau reg ard . W© s ta y e d  th e r e  th re e  

d a y s . When th© w a te r went down, w© went back t o  o u r homes； we 

was tra n sp o irted  back by th© s o l d i e r s .  On ou r way back home 

from Camp B eau reg ard , we saw dead c a t t l ©  a l l  a 丄0ng th e  roadLs, 

and in  people* s y a r d s , and s c a t t e r e d  around t h e i r  farm houses. 

I t  to ok  weeks b e fo re  a l l  th e  dead c a t t l e  was bu rn ed .

Things began t o  g e t  b e t t e r  f o r  me. News re a ch e d  my 

co u sin s  who l iv e d  in  th© c o u n try s id e  between LeMoyen and 

Morrow. My co u sin  was named T ot Howard and h is  wif© R o s e tta
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Howard. Tot Howard cam© t o  th e  farm  and to ok  m© away from Aunt 

B e ts y  and h e r  s i s t e r  and h© took  m© t o  l i v e  w ith  him and h is  

w ife . (At t h i s  tim e , I found o u t Aunt B e ts y  d id n ’ t  want me to  

le a v e  th e  farm . She in ten d ed  t o  hav© m© s ta y  u n t i l  I reach ed  

th© ag© o f  tw enty-on© , so she cou ld  t r y  to  in f lu e n c e  m© to  

s ig n  my lan d  o v e r  to  h e r . ) Tot Howard and h is  w ife  was v e ry  

p o o r p e o p le , but th e y  t r i e d  t o  do a l l  th e y  co u ld  f o r  me.

T ot wanted m© in  s c h o o l . エ had n e v e r a tte n d e d  sch o o l  

b e f o r e . I  was v e ry  e x c i t e d  about th© id e a  o f g o in g  t o  sch o o l  

w ith  k id s my own a g e . This was th e  b eg in n in g  o f a new 

e x p e rie n ce  f o r  me.

A ll  th© b la ck  c h ild re n  in  t h i s  sm all community went t o  

th© sam© sch o o l in  Morrow. Most o f  th© c h i丄d ren  was from th e  

f a m il ie s  o f th© Hcward p eo p le  around th© same p l a n t a t i o n . I  

went t o  sch o o l th r e e  months ou t o f  a y e a r . W© d i d n 't  le a rn  to o  

much in  t h a t  sm all le n g th  o f  t im e . Y e t, t h i s  was quit©  some 

e x p e rie n ce  t o  look forw ard  t o .  A il  o f th e s e  b la ck  f a m il ie s  was 

s h a r e c r o p p e r s . M iss Ida Bow ers, o u r te a c h e r ,  was v e ry  

r e s p e c ta b le  and ta u g h t on© hundred ch ild re rij w hich in clu d ed  

a l l  p rim ary  g ra d e s  up t o  th e  f i f t h  g ra d e . When I  became o ld e r  

エ was t r a n s f e r r e d  t o  a n o th e r  sch o o l in  LeMoyen. T his sch o o l  

was about 日i x  m il郎  away.

I walked th e  日i x  m ile s  e v e ry  day, in  c o ld  w eath er and in  

r a i n .  I w alked on th© r a i l r o a d  t r a c k s  w ith  th© o th e r  b la ck  

c h ild r e n . W© was a f r a i d  t o  walk on th© highway b ecau se  a  man 

had g o t run o v e r . B lack  c h ild re n  c o u ld n 't  rid©  on th© sch o o l  

b u se s . I  r e a l i z e d  f o r  th e  r i r s t  tim© I was l i v i n g  in  an e v i l
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Jim  Crow, d is c r im in a to ry , and r a c i s t  s o c i e t y .  School bu ses was 

a v a i la b l e  o n ly  f o r  th© whit© c h ild r e n . T his mad© m© want t o  

le a r n  what was behind th e s e  problem s t h a t  e x is te d  f o r  b la ck  

p e o p le .

I  lik e d  t o  re a d . W© used t o  re a d  books l i k e  Bob and  

N ancy^  and th© s to r y  o f  th© T ar Baby, and " L i t t l e  Boy Blue  

Com© Blow Your Horn. Th© sh e e p 1s in  th© meadow, th© cows in  

th© c o r n ." H©1 1 , w ith  s t u f f  l i k e  t h a t  no wonder I d i d n 't  

le a r n  n o th in g  in  t h a t  s c h o o l !

But I d id  le a r n  how t o  re a d . Reading books became v e ry  

i n t e r e s t i n g  and e n jo y a b le . A f te r  th© th r e e  months o f  sch o o l  

was o v e r , I went back t o  h elp  my c o u s in s . When w© w a sn 't  

farm in g , w© chopped wood f o r  some w h ite  p e o p le 's  homes. Th© 

money from chopping wood h elped  ou t in  th© w in te r  m onths. On© 

th in g  I c o u ld n 't  u n d erstan d  was why my co u sin  d i d n 't  chop wood 

f o r  us and p re p a re  f o r  w in te r . In s te a d  w© would w a it u n t i l  i t  

g o t r e a l  c o ld , th e n  w© would g a th e r  wood ©very day f o r  th© 

f i r e p l a c e . But I  d i d n 't  com plain about an y th in g  t h a t  was don© 

around th© p l a c e .

Th© sh a re cro p p e rs  was v e ry  p o o r but I a p p re c ia te d  what my 

r e l a t i v e s  was doing f o r  me. My a p p e t i te  was so b ig  I wanted  

d i f f e r e n t  k inds o f  food t o  © a t. My co u sin  Aunt T-Bab© (we 

c a l l e d  ou r co u sin s  "a u n t" and •'unci©11; and T-Bab© was th© 

nickname f o r  R o s e tta , Unci© T o t 's  w ife) mad© lunch f o r  us 

everyd ay  to  tak© t o  s c h o o l . Sometimes we had p o ta to © 日 and a  

cinnamon r o l l ,  and som etim es w© was e a t in g  t h a t  damned p o rk .

W© d i d n 't  know no b e t t e r .  But w© a t e  good. Sometimes Aunt T-
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Babe mad© cha ch a , mad© ou t o f cabbage, cucumber, p ep p er, 

m ustard , and g reen  to m a to e s . Ifh&y had a good g ard en . They 

had p o ta to  banks where th e y  would s t o r e  th© p o ta to e s  b u rie d  in  

th© ground wrapped in  hay and co rn  s i l k .  They k i l l e d  t h e i r  

110gs and s a l t e d  th e  meat and smoked th e  m©at and made sausage*  

They would c a tc h  f i s h  and smoke th© f i s h .  And Aunt T-Bab© 

would bak© l i g h t  r o l l s . She  would l e t  th e  dough e©t and r i s e  

up and th en  bak© i t .  And th e n  wrap i t  up in  a  p ie c e  o f  c l o t h  

t o  keep i t  f r e s h  I remember w© d i d n 't  have no i c e ,  so  w© put 

o u r d rin k s in  sawdust in  a  t u b • At l e a s t  t h a t 1s how I remember 

i t • I t ' s  funny how a t  77 y e a rs  o ld  you can  remember a  l o t  o f  

t h i n g s . S e v e n ty -se v e n  a i n ^  to o  o ld  to  remember i

I  l iv e d  w ith  Unci© T ot and Aunt T-Bab© f o r  s e v e r a l  y e a r s ,  

lo n g e r th an  I s ta y e d  w ith  anybody ©Is©. They r a is e d  m© l i k e  I 

was t h e i r  own c h i l d ,

One n ig h t U n cle Tot and h i日 s i s t e r  Aunt B e rn ic e  went t o  a  

em ail b a r  in  th© community. Whil© th e y  was s i t t i n g  a t  th© 

t a b l e  a  drunk whit© man named A le c  Havord cam© in  from th© 

whit© b a r  n e x t d o or and t r i e d  t o  k is s  o r  dance w ith  Aunt 

B e rn ic e , She re fu se d  him, and th e n  h© h au led  o f f  and slapp ed  

h e r . As soon a s  t h i s  happened, th© l i g h t  m  th© b a r  went o u t .  

Then a sh o t ran g  ou t in  th© b a r .  Tli© whit© man was s h o t .

B e fo re  h© d ie d , h© c a l l e d  o u t t h a t  Unci© Tot had sh o t him.

T his man d i d n ^  know who sh o t him. Unci© Tot d i d n 't  hav© h is  

gun t h a t  n i g h t . B ut, o f c o u rs e , everyone b e lie v e d  Unci© Tot 

k i l l e d  t h i s  man. W hite men on h o rse s  rod© a l l  n ig h t in  th© 

r u r a l  com m unities lo ok in g  f o r  Unci© T o t . Th© n eig h b o rs
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g a th e re d  a l l  th © ir  c h ild re n  and put them in  on© house, u n t i l  

m orning. T^his went on f o r  th r e e  w eeks. Unci© T ot ©scaped, th©  

r i d e r s 1 h an d s. H© had hidden o u t in  a ch u rch  f o r  two w eeks. 

L a t e r ,  w ith  th© help  o f f r ie n d s , h© ©scaped t o  th© t r a i n  

s t a t i o n  and mad© h is  getaw ay t o  T e x a s . Soon a f te rw a rd , Aunt T- 

Bab© moved t o  EJvergreen, L o u is ia n a , and took m© a lo n g . W© went 

t o  l i v e  w ith  h e r  b r o th e r . L a t e r ,  w© h eard  t h a t  a  whit© man a id  

th© k i l l i n g  in  th© b a r  th a t  n ig h t .

エ s t a r t e d  sch o o l a g a in  in  E v e rg re e n . I  g o t a lo n g  fin©  

w ith  th© o th e r  k id s . On© tim e I  was p la y in g  on some th in  ic©  

and f e l l  in to  a h o le . Th© k id s  had to  p u ll  m© o u t .  A nother 

tim e when my l i t t l e  co u sin  and I went t o  a  g r o c e r y  s t o r e ,  I 

s t o l e  a g rap e and put i t  in  h is  mouth. When w© g o t home, my 

co u sin  to l d  Aunt T-Bab© and sh© gave m© a good spank ing.

Aunt T-Bab© d ecid ed  i t  was tim e f o r  m© t o  g e t  b a p tiz e d , 

so  I was b a p tiz e d  in  th e  l o c a l  B a p t i s t  ch u rch  one Sunday 

morning w ith  th r e e  more c h i ld r e n . I remember how th© p re a c h e r  

gave a long sermon o v e r  u s , and p eo p le  b© h o l le r in g  j u s t  l i k e  

i t  was a f u n e r a l • 1 1 1©n th© o ld  p re a c h e r  took me in  th© w a te r  

and I th ought h© was g o in g  t o  p re a ch  my f u n e r a l . And t h a t  

W ater was c o ld ! People j u s t  h o l l e r i n g . When th© p re a c h e r  

dipped m© t h a t  l a s t  tim e p eo p le  was s ta n d in g  a l l  around m  th© 

w a te r  and th e y  s t a r t e d  t o  s in g in g  "don© g o t o v e r .11 I remember 

t h a t  good. They to ok  us back to  a  house and d re s se d  and fe d  

u s . I f e l t  lik©  I was some kind o f chosen p e rs o n . F o r  a  w h ile  

I went to  ch u rch  ©very Sunday and a ls o  had Communion.
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At about th© ag© o f  15 , I  d ecid ed  i t  was tim© f o r  m© t o  

go out and f in d  work t o  h elp  su p p ort m y se lf. I was s t i l l  a 

young boy, b u t p r e t t y  la r g e  f o r  my a g e . I v?as lu ck y  t o  f in d  

work a s  a  houselboy, w orking f o r  a German fa m ily , a lth o u g h  t h i s  

jo b  d ic in g  tu r n  ou t to o  w e l l . The s a l a r y  was to o  low f o r  a l l  

th© work t h a t  was re q u ire d . So, I l e f t  and went t o  丄iv e  w ith  

Aunt T -B a b e 's  b r o th e r , Dad Jo n e s , and h ie  fa m ily , wher© I 

worked e v e ry  day in  th© f i e l d s  p ic k in g  and chopping c o t t o n .  

W ith th© 丄i t t l ©  mon©y I  re c e iv e d  エ bought some c l o t h e s .  Dad 

Jo n e s  had a la r g e  fa m ily , b u t everyone g o t t o  ©at a cooked  

meal and d rin k  m ilk ©very m orning. H© t r e a t e d  me l i k e  on© o f  

th© fa m ily .

The f i e l d  hands' day o f f  was on S a tu rd a y . On© morning a  

boy in  th© neighborhood wanted someone t o  work in  h is  p l a c e ,  

s e l l i n g  meat d o o r -to -d o o r  on S atu rd ay s* 'Ih© jo b  was pay in g  

on© d o l l a r  and f i f t y  c e n ts  a  d ay . I to o k  t h i s  jo b  and saved  

enough money t o  hobo to  M e lv illo , L o u is ia n a . I  went th e r e  

lo o k in g  f o r  o th e r  r e l a t i v e s  and a co u sin  named Jo© R eece .

When I  caught th© f r e i g h t  t r a i n  t o  M elvi丄1©, o th e r  hobos was 

in  th e  b o x ca r  w ith  me. Iliey t o ld  m© when th© tim e cam© t o  

jump o f f .  W ith a  s u i t c a s e  un der my arm and a l i t t l e  money in  

my p o c k e t ,ェ f i n a l l y  made i t  t o  M©lvi 11©.

M e lv il le  w a s n 't  no la r g e  town but i t  had s t r e e t s  and a 

t h e a t e r . I s t a r t e d  w alking down th e  s t r e e t  a sk in g  everyone I 

met w hether th e y  knew anyone by th© name o f  Jo e  R eece . I 

happened to  s e e  a  lad y  w alking on th© s t r e e t  and I sa ici,

"Lady, can  you t e l l  me where Jo© Reec© l i v e s ? "  She s a id , 11H©
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l i v e s  o u t o f  to w n .11 Sh© t o l d  me how to  g e t  t o  where h© l iv e d ,  

th e n  sh© asked m©, "What i s  your name? You k in  t o  Jo© ?" I 

s a id , "Y es , my name i s  Lee Brow n."

Then sh© s t a r t e d  m entioning some o f th e  Brow n's names to  

s e e  i f  I knew any. I re co g n iz e d  som© o f th e  names sh© 

m entioned. I t  tu rn ed  ou t t h i s  lad y  v?as my second co u s in . She 

to ok  me home w ith  h e r . I t  so  happened she liv e d  o n ly  a  s h o r t

::::::::: i::t::r::z r I；™ ::.
H er name was E s th e r ; my o th e r  co u sin s  was J e s s i e  Brown, and 

Henry Brown. I  g o t so  e x c i t e d  m eeting so  many r e l a t i v e s .  A f te r  

d in n er w© ta lk e d  about o th e r  r e l a t i v e s  who l iv e d  in  d i f f e r e n t  

to w n s. I  d i d n 't  know any o f th© r e l a t i v e s  m entioned, but was 

g la d  t o  h e a r  I had a  la r g e  fa m ily . When tim e cam© t o  go to  

bed, co u sin  E s th e r  p rep a re d  a  bed in  th© back o f  th© house.

Sh© t o l d  m© t o  s t a y  a s  long as  I w anted.

That j u s t  goes t o  show how you can  b© w alkin g on th© 

s t r e e t  and you j u s t  s to p  some p a r t i c u l a r  p e rso n , and i t  tu rn s  

o u t y o u 'r e  r e l a t e d  t o  them . I l ia t  shows how th in g s  can  

happen. I don11 know what you c a l l  i t .  I d on 11 know i f  I 

was a chosen man o r  w hat, b u t t h a t 1s what happened t o  m©.
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C h a p te r  1 /C h iId h o o d

(V©r 2„ r e v is e d  6 / 9 / 9 8 ,  6 / 1 8 / 9 8 ) )

エ went to  l i v e  w ith  my g ra n d fa th e r  when I was f i v e  y e a rs  

o ld . G ran d fath er owned a farm  in  Morrow, L o u is ia n a .

G ran d fath er was w ell known and lo ved  and r e s p e c te d  by 

everyone who liv e d  in  Morrow. H is name was Lee Brown.

Everyone c a l l e d  him Unci© Le© Brown. When エ was b o rn  in  th e  

C h a rity  H o sp ita l in  New O rlean s on May 2Qt 1 9 2 1 , I was named 

a f t e r  him, Lee Brown,

G ran d fath er was a t a l l ,  d ark -sk in n ed  man w ith  kinda  

heavy s h o u ld e rs . H© was a la r g e  fe llo w , s o l i d  and s t r o n g . H© 

was a ls o  a  k in d -h e a rte d , ©asy g o in g  man. I n e v e r  d id  se© him 

a n g ry . H© n e v e r g o t in  no f i g h t s .  Everybody in  th a t  l i t t l e  

co u n try  town lik e d  him. H© was alw ays h e lp in g  p e o p le , p eo p le  

t h a t  had t r o u b le . H© c a r r i e d  h is  money in  a s a ck , a whit©  

s a c k . I th in k  my grandm other mad© i t .  H© would lend p eo p le  

money, p oor p eo p le  who needed h e lp . H© was alw ays t r y in g  t o  

do th in g s  f o r  p e o p le ,

W© l iv e d  in  th e  co u n try s id e  among hardw orking farm ers who 

were v e ry  p o o r but a ls o  v e ry  f r ie n d l y  and con cern ed  about each  

o t h e r .  N eighbors would com© to  my g r a n d f a t h e r ^  home ©very 

n ig h t and th e y  would d is c u s s  is s u e s  such a s  farm in g , church  

a f f a i r s ,  rr^ney problem s and h e a l th . L is te n in g  t o  th e s e  o ld  

p eo p le  ta u g h t m© a l o t  about l i f e  and how t o  make a l i v in g  f o r  

m y se lf, and © s p e c ia l ly  r e s p e c t  f o r  o t h e r s .

To m© th e r e  was no w is e r  o r  b eloved  a man th an  my 

g r a n d f a th e r . H© loved  m© a l o t ,  t o o . I remember he used to
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ta k e  me t o  Bunki©, a n o th e r  l i t t l e  town, and h© would buy m© 

to y s ,  a  l i t t l e  wagon, m arb les , sp in n in g  to p s . I would b rin g  

th©m back home and th©n I  would g iv e  th e  k id s around th e re  

some m arb les ; I would alw ays s h a re  w ith  th© o th e r  k i d s . H© 

ta u g h t m© t o  do t h a t . Even th© k id s I used  t o  p la y  w ith , th e  

n e x t d oor n e ig h b o rs# w© n e v e r d id  have no f i g h t s .  H© ta u g h t  

m© how t o  g e t  a lo n g  w ith  p e o p le .

G ran d fath er had a buggy t h a t  h© used  to  ta k e  m© around  

i n .  I t  was a  b la ck  buggy w ith  re d  spokes on th© w heels and 

and i t  v?as p u lle d  toy a b la ck  hors© . Some o f  th© h a p p ie s t  

tim es t h a t  I can  r©m©iriber w©r© when I would s i t  up f ro n t  

a lo n g s id e  my g ra n d fa th e r  in  h is  buggy and r id e  f a 日t  a c ro s s  

th o s e  o ld  d i r t  r o a d s . エ went everyw here w ith  my g ra n d fa th e r .

エ went to  ch u rch  ev©ry Sunday w ith  him. Some Sundays w© 

would go t o  th e  ch u rch  and ta k e  food and s t a y  a l l  day ta lk in g  

w ith  th© n eig h b o rs and exch an gin g fo o d .

My g ra n d fa th e r  would haul f r e i g h t  f o r  d i f f e r e n t  s t o r e s .  

Th© f r e i g h t  t r a i n  would s to p  and le a v e  f r e i g h t ,  th e n  h© would 

d e l i v e r  th e  f r e i g h t  t o  th e  p eo p le  a t  fo u r  o r  f i v e  s t o r e s .  He 

p ick ed  i t  up in  h is  wagon. Two mules p u lle d  t h a t  wagon. That 

was h is  b u s in e s s , h a u lin g  f r e i g h t .

On th© farm  h© r a is e d  ch ick en s and d u ck s. H© had a few 

h o rse s  and a few m ules. H© used  t o  g a th e r  hay from some o th e r  

p la c e  t o  feed  h is  h o rs e s . H© d i d n 't  grow no cro p s  e x ce p t f o r  

a l i t t l e  tru c k  p a tc h  o f  v e g e ta b le s  to  ©at - -  ca b b ag es , 

to m a to e s , p o t a t o e s , th in g s  Ilk©  t h a t ,  and B〇m© c o rn . Th© 

farm  w a s n 't  no g r e a t  la r g e  on©, b u t i t  was la r g e  enough f o r
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him, f o r  what h© was d o in g . Something t h a t  h© co u ld  h an d le . 

Sometimes h© h ire d  tw o, t h r e e  p eo p le  round th e r e  to  h elp  him. 

H© would s ta n d  w ith  m© by h is  s id e  lo ok in g  o v e r  h is  lan d , and 

sa y  to  me, "On© day t h i s  lan d  w i l l  b© y o u r s .1' I  looked up t o  

him f o r  g u id an ce , wisdom and knowledge.

In  th© 110u se  g ra n d fa th e r  had t h i s  long t a b l e .  I a i n * t  

seen  no t a b l e  l ik e  t h a t  in  a long tim e . E v ery  morning w© had 

o u r b r e a k f a s t  a t  t h i s  t a b l e .  H© s a t  m© a t  on© ©nd o f th© 

t a b l e  and h© s a t  a t  th e  o t h e r .  H© would say  a  p r a y e r  b e fo re  

e a t i n g . Now I d o n 't  u n d erstan d  t h i s  but in  th o s e  days th e y  

had s te a k  f o r  b r e a k f a s t . ェ d o n 't  know how th e y  d id  t h a t ;  

maybe th e y  k ep t i t  smoked o r  som ething. I know w© at©  meat 

and e g g s . I  remember w© at©  good. I  th in k  I had more th an  any 

k id  around t h e r e ,  good fo od , t o y s . I was th© o n ly  k id  l i v in g  

on th© farm . I t  was j u s t  m© and my g ra n d fa th e r  and Aunt 

Hannah b e fo re  she d ie d , and l a t e r  Aunt B e ts y .

My g ran d m o th er's  name was Hannah. I c a l l e d  h e r  Aunt 

Hannah * ェ d o n 't  remember h e r  to o  good. They t o l d  m© she was a 

Sem inole In d ian  who cam© from F l o r i d a .  She was t a l l  w ith  long  

b la ck  h a i r  t h a t  hung to  h e r  w a i s t . ftunt Hannah d i d n 't  t a l k  

v e ry  much t o  anyone but everyone loved  h e r . Sh© was a  kind  

la d y .

That y e a r  I l iv e d  on my g ra n d fa th e r^ s  farm  was th© 

h a p p ie s t tim e o f  my ch ild h o o d .

My g ra n d fa th e r  had th r e e  so n s : Bab, Bud and B ruce Brown. 

Bruc© Brovm was my f a t h e r .  My f a t h e r  was a 1 ig h t-co m p lexio n ed  

man and v e ry  t a l l ,  a t  6 f e e t ,  7 in c h e s . H© wore s i z e  14 s h o e s .
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My f a t h e r  was k i l l e d  when I was v e ry  young. On h is  way to  

work on© morning in  1922 h© step p ed  on a l i v e  e l e c t r i c  w ire  

t h a t  had f a l l e n  down on th e  ground d u rin g  th© n ig h t a f t e r  a 

t e r r i b l e  th und erstorm * He was k i l l e d  i n s t a n t l y .  I d id n ’ t  

r e a l l y  g e t  t o  know my f a t h e r .  L i t t l e  do I know about him, 

e x ce p t what I  was t o l d .

My m other was b o m  in  B oton , M is s is s ip p i . Her name was 

Jan i©  D a v is . Lik© I  s a i d , エ was born  a t  th e  o ld  C h a rity  

H o sp ita l in  New O rle a n s . When I was sm all my m other re c e iv e d  

some money from my f a t h e r 's  d e a th . Sh© used th© money t o  open 

a l i t t l e  s t o r e .  Then sh© g o t h o ld  to  a n o th e r  man f o r  a w h ile , 

b u t h© © lick ed  h e r  o u t o f h e r  money and sh© l o s t  th© s t o r e  and 

became m e n ta lly  d is tu rb e d . So my g ra n d fa th e r  cam© and g o t m© 

and to o k  m© t o  l i v e  w ith  him a t  th© farm .

On© morning l a t e r  on my m other cam© t o  th© farm  t o  tak©  

m© away from my g ra n d fa th e r . When w© a r r iv e d  a t  th© h o te l  

where sh© was s ta y in g , I c r i e d  and made such a fu ss  a l l  n ig h t  

t h a t  sh© was ask ed  by a lad y  i f  I  was r e a l l y  h e r  so n . Tliis 

lad y  th ou g h t my m other had s to l e n  me. Th© v e ry  n e x t morning my 

m other to ok  m© back t o  th e  farm .

G ran d fath er to ok  good car©  o f  m©. H© used  to  t e l l  p eo p le  

t h a t  he wanted t o  g iv e  m© th e  b e s t  e d u ca tio n  t h a t  money could  

buy. G ran d fath er n ev er h i t  me, h© n ev er l a i d  a  hand on me.

H© p a id  a l o t  o f a t t e n t i o n  t o  me. Wh©n h is  buggy would r o l l  

I ' d to© in  t h e r e . H© took m© everyw here w ith  him, t o  th© 

s t o r e s ,  t o  me©t w h ite f o lk 白， t o  ch u rch  on Sunday. People look  

up and sa v , "T h ere com© Unci© L ee , b ig  Le© and l i t t l e  L e e ,11
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I t  seemed liK© p eo p le  knowed m© th rough him. W© was so  

c l o s e ,  when th e y  se e  him th e y  se e  me.

Somebody ©Is© I remember was Aunt Paulin©  who used  to  

l i v e  around th e r e  w ith  h e r  husband, Unci© B i l l . Sh© was a  

kind o f  C re o le  and she d i d n 't  speak E n g lis h . Sh© wore a red  

h an d k erch ief on h e r  head and had red  l i p s  and wore a long  

d r e s s .  My g ra n d fa th e r  and I used t o  p a ss  h e r  on th e  d i r t  road  

and s h e 'd  say  "B o 1 j o u r 111, and I  d i d n 't  know what th© h e l l  she  

was s a y in g . I ' d break  and ru n . I d i d n 't  know sh© was j u s t  

sa y in g  good m orning t o  m©. Her husbandf B i l l  R ie to , fought 

in  th© C iv i l  War, and h© had a  o ld  long gun t h a t  I  som etim es 

saw s t i c k i n g  ou t t h e i r  window when I p assed  t h e r e .  H© musta 

fought in  th e  Union A m y. I  know he d i d n 't  f ig h t  f o r  th© 

C o n fe d e ra te s , s ta y in g  around my g ra n d fa th e r , 1 cau se  my 

g ra n d fa th e r  was p r e t t y  m i l i t a n t .

On© day some n e ig h b o r11 s c h ild re n  and I w ere p la y in g  in  my 

y ard  when suddenly I  h eard  someone scream . G ran d fath er cam© 

o u t o f th© b arn  bent o v e r , b lood  running down h is  le g .  I  don’ t  

know how i t  happened but h© c u t h is  le g  w h ile  w orking in  th e  

b a m . Aunt Hannah cam© ou t o f  th© house, and h elp ed  him g e t  

in to  bed . Aunt Hannah d o cto re d  h is  le g  day and n ig h t .

H o s p ita ls  w ere m iles  away. G ran d fath er d i d n 't  r e a l i z e  how 

s e r i o u s ly  h© was h u r t .  Months p a s s e d ; h is  le g  g o t w orse, and 

he s t i l l  w a s n 't  日©©n by a d o c t o r .  Things w e re n 't  th© same on 

th© farm  anym ore. Th© n eig h b o rs would le a v e  th© house w ich  

w o rried  looks on t h e i r  f a c e s . I soon r e a l iz e d  my g r a n d ta th e r 1s
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le g  w o u ld n 't h e a l , and i t  k ep t g e t t i n g  w o rse . In  th e  meantime, 

Aunt Hannah had tak en  i l l  and soon she d ie d .

My g ra n d fa th e r  h ire d  a  housekeeper to  ta k e  car©  o f  u s . 

Th© h o u se k e e p e r's  name was B e ts y . I c a l l e d  h e r  "Aunt B e ts y 11 . 

L a t e r  h© m arried  h e r . L i t t l ©  d id  I  know a t  t h a t  tim e what 

h e a rtb re a k  Aunt B e tsy  would b rin g  t o  me. I t  w a s n 't  long a f t e r  

t h a t  on© n ig h t Aunt B e tsy  woke me up and t o l d  m© my 

g ra n d fa th e r  had d ie d . I remember hanging o n to  h is  neck and 

scream in g . Th© p eo p le  th a t  were in  th© room had to  p u ll  m© 

away from him.

My g ra n d fa th e r  was g iv e n  an Cdd F ellow s b u r i a l .  T his was 

th© name o f a  s e c r e t  o rd e r  o r g a n iz a t io n . Th© men who a tte n d e d  

th© fu n e ra l wore whit© g lo v e s , and th e y  c a r r i e d  swords which  

w ere a symbol o f th© o r g a n iz a tio n , A ll th© women wore w hit© .

エ was dr©ss©d in  w h ite , t o o .  I  was so h u r t , and f e e l in g s  o f  

lo n e lin e s s  and em ptiness f i l l e d  my h e a r t ,  sine©  my g ra n d fa th e r  

had been th e  most im p ortan t p erso n  in  my l i f e .

Th© d e ath  o f  my g ra n d fa th e r  was th© tu rn in g  p o in t o f  my 

l i f e .  I rem ained w ith  Aunt B e ts y  on th© farm . B e tsy  was a  mean 

woman w ith  l i t t l e  e d u ca tio n  o r  know ledge. B e tsy  brou ght h e r  

s i s t e r ,  Aunt A l i c e ,  t o  l i v e  w ith  us on th© farm . Her s i s t e r  

was a mean o ld  woman j u s t  l i k e  h e r . N e ith e r  o f  them had any 

c o n s id e ra t io n  f o r  m© o r  any on© ©Is©. B e ts y  was n ev er p le a se d  

w ith  m© o r  an y th in g  I t r i e d  to  d o . Sh© used  to  fu ss  a t  me, and 

s c o ld  m© and o n ly  h a lf  feed  me.
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On© even ing some men cam© t o  th e  farm . Aunt B e tsy  had a  

long c o n v e rs a tio n  w ith  them. L a t e r  I  found o u t Aunt B e tsy  was 

g iv in g  a l l  my g r a n d f a th e r 's  t o o l s  away.

Weeks l a t e r  a man named B u s te r  W e lls , who used to  work on 

th e  farm  f o r  G ran d fath er, cam© t o  l i v e  w ith  us on th e  farm ； h© 

a ls o  b rou gh t h is  w ife , aunt B e tsy  gave B u s te r  f i f t y  head o f  

c a t t l e  to  s e l l  f o r  h e r . Weeks p a sse d . She was w a itin g  f o r  him 

t o  b r in g  th e  money b ack , but B u s te r  n e v e r cam© back t o  th e  

farm . Th© o n ly  news eh© h eard  about him was t h a t  h© had d ie d . 

L a t e r  B u ster*©  w ife  l e f t  th© farm . Sine© Aunt B e tsy  had no 

e d u ca tio n , men would count h e r  money and sh o rtch a n g e  h e r  a l l  

th© tim e . F i n a l l y  a l l  h e r  money was s to le n  by th e s e  p eo p le  she  

had t r u s t e d .

Th© rem ainder o f th© in h e r ita n c e  g ra n d fa th e r  l e f t  h e r  was 

g ra d u a lly  g iv e n  t o  h e r  s i s t e r s  and b r o th e r s . E v e ry th in g  t h a t  

my g ra n d fa th e r  had o f  v a lu e  was s o ld  o r  g iv en  away. But my 

g ra n d fa th e r  l e f t  h is  land t o  m© and Aunt B e ts y . When Aunt 

B e ts y  d i d n 't  have an y th in g  ©Is© t o  s e l l  o r  giv© away, she  

t r i e d  t o  s e l l  my la n d . But l i t t l e  d id  she know my g ra n d fa th e r  

had f ix e d  i t  so  no on© co u ld  s e l l  i t . F i n a l l y ,  Aunt B e ts y  went 

t o  a c o u r t  in  O pelousas t o  t r y  t o  s e l l  my la n d . But th© judge  

t o l d  Aunt B e ts y  th a t  th e  lan d  c o u ld n 't  b© so ld  u n t i l  I reach ed  

th© ag© o f  tw e n ty -o n e . By t h a t  tim e I would b© o ld  enough t o  

d e cid e  l e g a l l y  what I  wanted t o  do w ith  th© lan d .

When Aunt B e ts y  cam© from c o u r t  she was f r u s t r a t e d  w ith  

me. She went around th© farm  w ith  frowns a l l  o v e r  h e r  f a c e .  

Then sh© r e a l l y  s t a r t e d  m is tr e a t in g  me. 1*h© l i t t l e  food sh©
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gave me t o  ©at w a s n 't  se rv e d  on th e  long d in in g  room t a b le  エ 

was used  t o  e a t in g  a t . A ll  my to y s  and clo th e©  d isa p p e a re d . I  

n e v e r knew w hether she gave them away o r  burned them up. I 

w a sn 't s u rp r is e d  anymore o v e r  any s tu p id  th in g  she d id . T*here 

w ere tim e s  when I would walk around c ry in g  and lo n g in g  f o r  my 

g r a n d f a th e r . Her s i s t e r  A l ic e  would o f te n  h i t  m© f o r  no 

r e a s o n . My g r a n d f a th e r 1s f r ie n d s  stopped coming t o  th e  farm . 

They w o u ld n 't have an y th in g  t o  do w ith  such mean women.

L a t e r  Aunt B e tsy  s e n t m© t o  l i v e  w ith  h e r  b r o th e r . H© was 

v e ry  f r ie n d l y  tow ards m©# m oreso th an  h is  s i s t e r .  But my v i s i t  

was c u t s h o r t . Aunt B e tsy  cam© and took  m© back t o  th© farm . 

W ith l i t t l e  food t o  ©at and th e  m istrea tm en t o f  th e s e  o ld  

l a d i e s ,  word began t o  sp read  th rou gh ou t IHtorrow about th© way 

th e y  w ere t r e a t i n g  me.

One n ig h t in  192 7 , w© had a bad ra in s to rm . High w a te r was 

everyw h ere . A ll  th© homes w ere flo o d ed  ou t w ith  w a te r . P eo p le , 

b la ck  and w h ite , re c e iv e d  l o t s  o f  a s s i s t a n c e  from  th e  Red 

C ro s s . When th© v?at©r kept g e t t i n g  h ig h e r , some s o ld ie r s  cam© 

and to ok  everyone to  Canp B eau reg ard . W© s ta y e d  th e r e  th re e  

d a y s . When th© w a te r went down, w© went back t o  ou r homes； we 

w ere t r a n s p o r te d  back by th© s o l d i e r s . On o u r way back home 

from Camp B eau reg ard , w© saw dead c a t t l e  a l l  a lo n g  th© ro a d s / 

and in  p e o p le 's  y a r d s , and s c a t t e r e d  around t h e i r  farm houses. 

I t  to ok  weeks to©for© a l l  th© dead c a t t l ©  wer© burned.

Things began t o  g e t  b e t t e r  f o r  me. Hews re a ch e d  my 

co u sin s  who l iv e d  in  th© c o u n try s id e  betw een LeMbyen and 

Morrow. My co u sin  was named Tot Howard and h is  w ife  R o s e tta
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Howard. Tot Howard cam© t o  th© farm  and took  m© away from Aunt 

B e ts y  and h e r  s i s t e r  and h© took  m© t o  l i v e  w ith  him and h is  

w ife . (At t h i s  tim©, I found ou t Aunt B e ts y  d i d n 't  want me to  

le a v e  th© farm . She in ten d ed  t o  have m© s ta y  u n t i l  I reach ed  

th© ag© o f  tw enty-on© , so sh e co u ld  t r y  to  in flu en c©  m© to  

s ig n  my lan d  o v e r  to  h e r .)  Tot Howard and h is  w ife  w ere v e ry  

p o o r p e o p le , but th e y  t r i e d  t o  do a l l  th e y  co u ld  f o r  me.

T ot wanted m© in  s c h o o l . I  had n e v e r a tte n d e d  sch o o l  

b e f o r e . I was v e ry  e x c i t e d  about th e  id ea  o f  g o in g  to  sch o o l  

w ith  k id s  my own a g e . Tliis was th© b eg in n in g  o f a new 

e x p e rie n ce  f o r  me.

A ll  th 6  b la ck  c h ild re n  in  t h i s  sm all community went t o  

th© same sch o o l in  Morrow. Most o f  th© c h ild r e n  w ere from th© 

f a m il ie s  o f th© Howard p eo p le  around th© same p l a n ta t io n . I 

went t o  sch o o l th r e e  months o u t o f  a y e a r . W© d i d n 't  le a rn  to o  

much in  t h a t  sm all le n g th  o f  tim e . Y e t, t h i s  was quit©  some 

e x p e rie n ce  t o  look forw ard  t o .  A ll  o f  th e s e  b la ck  f a m ilie s  

w ere s h a r e c r o p p e r s . M iss Id a Bow ers, ou r te a c h e r ,  was v e ry  

r e s p e c ta b le  and ta u g h t on© hundred c h ild re n , w hich in clu d ed  

a l l  p rim ary  g ra d e s  up t o  th© f i f t h  grad© . When I  became o ld 由r  

I was t r a n s f e r r e d  to  a n o th e r  sch o o l in  LeMoyen. T his sch o o l  

was about s i x  m ile s  away.

I walked th© s i x  m ile s  ©very day, in  c o ld  w eath er and in  

r a i n .  I walked on th© r a i l r o a d  t r a c k s  w ith  th© o th e r  b la ck  

c h ild r e n . W© w ere  a f r a i d  t o  walk on th© highway b ecau se  a man 

had g o t run o v e r . B lack  c h ild re n  c o u ld n 't  rid©  on th© sch o o l  

b u s e s . I r e a l i z e d  f o r  th© f i r s t  tim e I was l i v in g  in  an e v i l
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Jim  Crow, d is c r im in a to ry , and r a c i s t  s o c i e t y .  School buses  

w ere a v a i la b l e  o n ly  f o r  th e  whit© c h ild r e n . T his mad© m© want 

t o  le a r n  wiiat was behind th e s e  problem s t h a t  e x i s t e d  f o r  b la ck  

p e o p le .

I lik e d  t o  re a d . W© used t o  re a d  books l i k e  Bob and  

Nancy^. and th e  s t o r y  o f  th e  T ar Baby, and " L i t t l e  Boy Blue  

Com© Blow Your Horn. Th© sheep* s in  th e  meadow, th© cows in  

th© c o r n ."  H e l l ,  w ith  s t u f f  Ilk©  t h a t  no wonder I d i d n 't  

le a r n  n o th in g  in  t h a t  s ch o o l!

But I d id  le a r n  how t o  re a d . Reading books became v e ry  

i n t e r e s t i n g  and e n jo y a b le . A f te r  th© th r e e  months o f  sch o o l  

was o v e r , I went back t o  h elp  my c o u s in s . When we w a sn 't  

farm in g , we chopped wood f o r  some whit© p e o p le 's  homes. TClhe 

money from chopping wood helped  ou t in  th© w in te r  m onths. On© 

th in g  I c o u ld n 't  u n d erstan d  was why my co u sin  d id n » t chop wood 

f o r  us and p re p a re  f o r  w in te r . In s te a d  w© would w a it u n t i l  i t  

g o t r e a l  c o ld , th en  w© would g a th e r  wood ©very day f o r  th© 

f i r e p l a c e . But エ d id r^ t com plain about an y th in g  t h a t  was done 

around th© p l a c e .

Th© sh a re cro p p e rs  w ere v e ry  p oor b u t I a p p re c ia te d  what 

my r e l a t i v e s  w ere doing f o r  me. My a p p e t i te  was so  b ig  I 

wanted d i f f e r e n t  k inds o f  food t o  © a t. My co u sin  Aunt T-Bab© 

(w© c a l l e d  ou r co u sin s  “au n t" and 11 u n c le " ; and T-Bab© was th© 

nickname f o r  R o s e tta , Unci© T o t 's  w ife) mad© lunch f o r  us 

everyd ay  t o  tak© t o  s c h o o l . Sometimes w© had p o ta to e s  and a 

cinnamon r o l l ,  and som etim es w© was e a tin g  t h a t  damned p o rk .

W© d i d n 't  know no b e t t e r .  But w© at©  good. Sometimes Aunt T-
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Babe made cha ch a , mad© ou t o f  cabbage, cucum ber, p ep p er, 

m ustard , and g reen  to m a to e s . T^hey had a good g ard en . They 

had p o ta to  banks where th e y  would s t o r e  th© p o ta to e s  b u rie d  in  

th© ground wrapped in  hay and co rn  s i l k .  They k i l l e d  t h e i r  

hogs and s a l t e d  th© meat and smoked th© meat and mad© sa u sa g e . 

They would c a tc h  f i s h  and smok© th© f i s h .  And Aunt T-Bai>© 

would bake l i g h t  r o l l s . Sh© would l e t  th© dough s e t  and r i s e  

up and th en  bake i t .  And th en  wrap i t  up in  a p ie c e  o f  c l o t h  

t o  keep i t  f r e s h  I remember w© d i d n 't  have no i c e ,  so  w© put 

o u r d rin k s  in  sawdust in  a  t u b . A t  l e a s t  t h a t  * s how I remember 

i t . エt 1s funny how a t  77 y e a rs  o ld  you can  remember a l o t  o f  

t n m g s . S e v e n ty -se v e n  a in » t  to o  o ld  to  remember!

エ liv© d w ith  Unci© T ot and Aunt T-Bab© f o r  s e v e r a l  y e a r s ,  

10ng©r th an  エ s ta y e d  w ith  anybody ©Is©. They r a is e d  m© l i k e  エ 

was t h e i r  own c h i l d .

On© n ig h t Unci© Tot and h is  s i s t e r  aunt B em ic©  went t o  a  

sm all b a r  in  th© community. W hile th e y  were s i t t i n g  a t  th© 

t a b l e  a  drunk whit© man named A leck  Havord cam© in  from th© 

wnit© b a r  n e x t door and t r i e d  to  kiss o r  dance w ith  Aunt 

B e m ic © . Sh© re fu se d  him, and th en  h© h au led  o f f  and slap p ed  

h e r . As soon as t h i s  happened, th© l i g h t  in  th© b a r  went o u t ,  

Then a sh o t ran g  ou t in  th© b a r .  Th© whit© man was s h o t .  

B e fo re  h© d ie d , h© c a l l e d  o u t t h a t  Unci© Tot had sh o t him.

T his man d i d n 't  know who sh o t him. Unci© Tot d i d n 't  have hi© 

gun t h a t  n i g h t . B u t, o f c o u rs e , ©veiryon© b e lie v e d  Unci© Tot 

k i l l e d  t h i s  man. Whit© men on h o rse s  rode a l l  n ig h t in  th© 

r u r a l  com m utiities lo ok in g  f o r  Unci© T o t . Th© n eig h b o rs

Ch 1/Childhood/ Page 11



g a th e re d  a l l  t h e i r  c h ild r e n  and p u t them in  on© house, u n t i l  

m orning. Tliis went on f o r  th r e e  w eeks. Unci© T ot ©scaped th©  

r i d e r s 1 h an d s. H© had hidden ou t in  a ch u rch  f o r  two w eeks. 

L a t e r ,  w ith  th© h elp  o f f r ie n d s , h© ©scaped t o  th© t r a i n  

s t a t i o n  and mad© h is  getaw ay t o  T e x a s . Soon a f te rw a rd , Aunt T- 

Bab© moved t o  E v e rg re e n , L o u is ia n a , and took  m© a lo n g . W© went 

t o  l i v e  w ith  h e r  b r o th e r . L a t e r ,  w© h eard  t h a t  a  whit© man d id  

th© k i l l i n g  in  th© b a r  t h a t  n ig h t .

I s t a r t e d  sch o o l a g a in  in  E v e rg re e n . エ g o t a lo n g  fin©  

w ith  th© o th e r  k id s . On© tim e I was p la y in g  on some th in  ic©  

and f e l l  in to  a  h o le . Th© k id s  had to  p u ll  m© o u t . A nother 

tim e when my l i t t l e  co u sin  and エ went t o  a g r o c e r y  s t o r e ,  I 

s t o l e  a  grap e and put i t  in  h is  mouth. When w© g o t home, my 

co u sin  t o ld  Aunt T-Bab© and she gave m© a good spanking.

Aunt T-Bab© d ecid ed  i t  was tim e f o r  m© t o  g e t  b a p tiz e d , 

so エ was b a p tiz e d  in  th e  l o c a l  B a p t i s t  ch u rch  one Sunday 

morning w ith  th r e e  more c h i ld r e n . I remeirib©r how th© p re a c h e r  

gave a long sermon o v e r  us^ and p eo p le  be h o l le r in g  j u s t  l i k e  

i t  was a  f u n e r a l . Ilhen th e  o ld  p re a c h e r  took  me in  th© w a te r  

and エ th ought he was going t o  p re a ch  my f u n e r a l • ftnd t h a t  

w a te r  was c o ld ! People j u s t  h o l le r in g . When th© p re a c h e r  

dipped m© t h a t  l a s t  tim e p eo p le  w ere s ta n d in g  a l l  around in  

th© w a te r and th e y  s t a r t e d  t o  s in g in g  "don© g o t o v e r ."  I  

remember t h a t  good. to o k  us back t o  a  hous© and d re sse d

and fed  u s . I f e l t  l i k e  I  was som© kind o f  ch o sen  p e rso n . F o r  

a w h ile  I went t o  ch u rch  ev e ry  Sunday and a ls o  had Communion.
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At about th e  ag© o f  1 5 , I  d ecid ed  i t  was tim e f o r  m© t o

go ou t and f in d  work to  h elp  su p p ort m y s e lf . エ was s t i l l  a 

young boy, b u t p r e t t y  la r g e  f o r  my a g e . I was 丄ucky t o  f in d  

work a s  a houseboy, working f o r  a German fa m ily , a lth o u g h  c h is  

jo b  d i d n 't  tu rn  ou t to o  w e l l . Tli© s a l a r y  was to o  low f o r  a l l  

th© work t h a t  was re q u ire d . So, I l e f t  and went t o  l i v e  w ith  

Aunt T -B a b e 's  b r o th e r , Dad Jo n e s , and h is  fa m ily , where I 

worked ©very day in  th© f i e l d s  p ic k in g  and chopping c o t t o n .

W ith th e  l i t t l e  money I re c e iv e d  I bought some c l o t h e s .  Dad 

Jo n e s  had a Xarg© fa m ily , b u t everyone g o t t o  e a t  a cooked  

meal and d rin k  m ilk ©very m orning. H© t r e a t e d  m© lik©  one o f  

th© fa m ily .

Th© f i e l d  hands' day o f f  was on S a tu rd a y . On© morning a  

boy in  th© neighborhood wanted someone t 〇 work in  h is  p l a c e ,  

s e l l i n g  meat d o o r -to -d o o r  on S a tu rd a y s . ■Kig jo b  wa日 pay in g  

on© d o l l a r  and f i f t y  c e n ts  a  d ay . I to o k  t h i s  jo b  and saved  

enough money t o  hobo to  M e lv il le , L o u is ia n a . I went th e r e  

lo o k in g  f o r  o th e r  r e l a t i v e s  and a co u sin  named Jo© R eece .

When I caught th© f r e i g h t  t r a i n  t o  M © lvill© / o th e r  hobos were 

in  th e  b o x ca r  w ith  m©. They t o l d  m© when th© tim e cam© t o  

jump o f f .  W ith a  s u i t c a s e  under my arm and a  l i t t l e  money in  

my p o ck e t, I f i n a l l y  mad© i t  t o  M e lv il le .

M e lv ille  w a s n 't  no la r g e  town but i t  had s t r e e t s  and a 

t h e a t e r . エ s t a r t e d  w alking down th© s t r e e t  a sk in g  ©v©ryon© エ 

met w hether th e y  knew anyone by th© name o f  Jo© R eece . I  

happened to  s e e  a  lad y  w alking on th© s t r e e t  and I s a id ,

"Lady, can  you t e l l  m© where Jo© Reece l i v e s S h e  s a id , 11H©



l i v e s  ou t o f  to w n .11 Sh© t o l d  m© how to  g e t  to  where h© l iv e d ,  

th en  sh© asked me, "What i s  your name? You k in  t o  Jo© ?111 I  

s a id , "Y es , my name i s  Lee Brow n."

Then sh© s t a r t e d  m entioning some o f th© Brow n's name© to  

se e  i f  I knew any. I  re co g n iz e d  some o f th© names she  

m entioned. I t  tu rn ed  ou t t h i s  lad y  was my second c o u sin . Sh© 

took  m© home w ith  h e r .  I t  so  happened sh© liv e d  o n ly  a s h o r t  

d is ta n c e  from M e lv il le . When w© a r r iv e d  a t  h e r  home, I was 

in tro d u ce d  to  h e r  husband, h e r  d au g h ter and o th e r  r e l a t i v e s . 

Her name was E s th e r ; my o th e r  co u sin s  w ere J e s s i e  Brown, and 

Henry Brown. エ g o t so  e x c i t e d  m eeting so  many r e l a t i v e s .  A f te r  

d in n er w© ta lk e d  about o th e r  r e l a t i v e s  who l i v e a  in  d i f f e r e n t  

tow ns. I d i d n 't  know any o f th© r e l a t i v e s  m entioned, b u t was 

g la d  t o  h e a r  I had a la r g e  fa m ily . When tim e cap© t o  go to  

bed, co u sin  E s th e r  p rep a re d  a  bed in  th e  back o f  th© hous©•

Sh© t o l d  m© t o  s ta y  a s  long as  I w anted.

That j u s t  goes t o  show how you can b© w alkin g on th© 

s t r e e t  and you j u s t  s to p  some p a r t i c u l a r  pearson, and i t  tu rn s  

o u t y o u *re  r e l a t e d  t o  them . That shows how th in g s  can  

happen. I d o n 't  know what you c a l l  i t . I d o n 't  know i f  I 

was a  chosen  man o r  w hat, b u t t h a t ' s what happened t o  m©.
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C h a p te r  1 /C h iId h o o d

(V©r 2 ,  r e v is e d  6 / 9 / 9 8 )

I went to  l iv ^  w ith  my g ra n d fa th e r  when I wae f i v e  y e a rs  

o ld . G ran d fath er owned a farm  in  Morrow, L o u is ia n a .

G ran d fath er was w dll known and lo ved  and re s p e c te d  by 

everyone who l iv e d  in  Morrow. H is name 'was Lee Brown.

Everyon© c a l l e d  him Unci© Le© Brown, When I was b o m  in  th©  

C h a rity  H o sp ita l in  New O rlean s on May 2 8 , 1 9 2 1 , I was named 

a f t e r  him, Le© Brown,

G ran d fath er was a  t a l l ^  d ark -sk in n ed  man w ith  kinda  

heavy s h o u ld e rs . H© was a la r g e  f e l l o w ,日0 1 id  and 日t r o n g .

H© was a ls o  a  k in d -h e a rte d , ©asy go in g man. I  n ev er d id  s g© 
him a n g ry . H© n ev er g o t in  no f i g h t s .  in  t h a t

l i t t l e  co u n try  town lik e d  him. H© was alw ays h e lp in g  p eo p le , 

p eo p le  th a t  had t r o u b le . H© c a r r i e d  h is  money in  a  sa ck , a  

whit© s a c k . エ th in k  my grandm other mad© i t .  H© would lend  

p eo p le  money, p oor p eo p le  who needed h e lp . He was alw ays 

t r y in g  t o  do tilin g s  f o r  p e o p le .

W© l iv e d  in  th© c o u n try s id e  among hardw orking farm ers who 

w©r© v e ry  jpoor but a ls o  v e ry  f r ie n d ly  and con cern ed  about each  

o t h e r .  N eighbors would com© t 6  my g ra n d fa th e r* s  home ©very 

n ig h t and th e y  would d is c u s s  is s u e s  such a s  farm in g , church  

a f f a i r s ,  money problem s and h e a l th . L is te n in g  t o  thee© o ld  

p eo p le  ta u g h t m© a l o t  about l i f e  and how to  make a  l i v in g  f o r  

m y se lf, and e s p e c ia 丄l y  r e s p e c t  f o r  o t h e r s .

To me th e r e  was no w is e r  o r  b eloved  a man th an  my 

g r a n d f a th e r . He loved  m© a l o t ,  t o o . I remember h© used  to
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ta k e  m© t o  Bunkia, a n o th e r  l i t t l e  town, and h© would buy m© 

to y s ,  a l i t t l e  wagon, m arb les , sp in n in g  t o p s . ェ would b rin g  

them back home and th en  I  would g iv e  th© k id s  around th e r e  

some m arb les； I  would alw ays s h a re  w ith  th© o th e r  k i d s . H© 

ta u g h t m© t o  do t h a t .  Even th e  k ids ェ used t o  p la y  w ith , 

th© n e x t door n e ig h b o rs , w© n ev er d id  have no f i g h t s .  H© 

ta u g h t m© how t o  g e t  a lo n g  w ith  p e o p le .

G ran d fath er had a buggy t h a t  h© used  to  ta k e  me around  

i n .  I t  was a  b la ck  buggy w ith  re d  spokes on th© w heels and 

and i t  was p u lle d  by a b la ck  hors© . Some o f  th© h a p p ie s t  

tim es t h a t  エ can  remeiiniber were wh©n I  would s i t  up f ro n t  

a lo n g sid e  my g ra n d fa th e r  in  h is  buggy and rid©  f a s t  a c ro s s  

th o s e  o ld  d i r t  r o a d s . I went everyw here w ith  my g r a n d fa th e r .

I  went to  ch u rch  ©very Sunday w ith  him. Some Sundays w© 

would go to  th© ch u rch  and ta k e  food and s t a y  a l l  day ta lk in g  

w ith  th© n eigh b ors and eocchanging fo od .

My g ra n d fa th e r  would haul f r e i g h t  f o r  d i f f e r e n t  s t o r e s .  

Th© f r e i g h t  t r a i n  would ©top and le a v e  f r e i g h t , th e n  h© would 

d e l i v e r  th© f r e i g h t  t o  th© p eo p le  a t  fo u r  o r  f i v e  © to re s . He 

p ick ed  i t  up in  h ie  wagon. Two mules p u lle d  t h a t  wagon. That 

was h is  b u s in e s s , h a u lin g  f r e i g h t .

On th© farm  h© r a is e d  ch ick en s and d u ck s . H© had a few 

h o rse s  and a  few m ules. H© used  t o  g a th e r  hay from some o th e r  

p la c e  t o  feed  h ie  h o rs e s . H© d i d n 't  grow no cro p s  e x ce p t f o r  

a l i t t l e  tru c k  p a tch  o f v e g e ta b le s  to  ©at - -  ca b b ag es , 

to m a to e s , p o ta to e s , th in g s  l i k e  t h a t ,  and som© c o rn . Th© 

farm  w a sn 't no g r e a t  la r g e  on©, b u t i t  was larcre  enough f o r
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him, f o r  what h© was doing. Something th a t  h© could handle. 

Sometimes h© h ire d  two, th re e  people round th e re  to  help him. 

H© would stan d  w ith me by h is  s id e  looking over h is  land, and 

say  to  me, 111 On© day th is  land w ill  b© y o u rs ."  I looked up to  

him f o r  guidance, wisdom and knowledge.

In  th e  house g ran d fath er had th i s  long t a b le .  I a in ’ t  

Been  no ta b le  lik e  th a t  in  a long tim e. Every morning w© had 

our b re a k fa st a t  t h i s  ta b le .  H© s a t  m© a t  on© ©nd of th e  

ta b le  and he e a t a t  th e  o th e r . H© would say a p ra y e r  b efo re  

e a tin g . Now I d o n 't understand th i s  but in  th o se  days th ey  

had steak  f o r  b re a k fa s t . I d o n 't  know how they did  t h a t ;  

mayb© th ey  kept i t  smoked o r  som ethingf I know w© at© meat 

and egge. I remember w© at© good. I th in k  I had mor© than any 

k id  around th e r e , good food, t o y s . I was th© only k i4  l iv in g  

on th e  farm . I t  was ju s t  m© and my g ran d fath er and Aunt 

Hannah b efo re  she died , and l a t e r  Aunt Betpy.

My grandm other's nam© was Hannah. エ c a l le d  h e r Aunt 

Hannah. I d o n 't  remember h er to o  good. They to ld  m© she was a 

Seminole Indian who cam© from F lo r id a . Sh© was t a l l  w ith long 

b lack  h a ir  th a t  hung to  h er w a is t , ftunt Hannah d id n 't  ta lk  

v ery  much to  anyone but everyone loved h e r . Sh© was a kind

lad y . ,レf ン，丁,〆 d
on my g ra n d fa th e r 's  farm was 嫩  h ap p iest tim © . 1  

My g ra n d fa th e r had th re e  sons: Bab, Bud and Bruc© Brown. 

Bruce Brown was my f a th e r . My f a th e r  was a light-com pleotioned  

man and v e ry  t a l l ,  a t  6 f e e t ,  7 in ch e s . H© wore s iz e  14 shoes

My f a th e r  was k il le d  when ェ was v©ry young. On h is  way to
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work one morning he stepped on a l iv e  e l e c t r i c  w ire th a t  had

know my f a th e r .  L i t t l©  do I know about himf excep t what I wae 

to ld .

My mother was bom  in  Boton, M is s is s ip p i. Her name was 

Jani©  D av is. Like I  s a id , I was born a t  th e  o ld  C h arity  

H o sp ita l in  Hew O rlean s. When I was sm all my mother re ce iv e d  

some money from my f a t h e r 's  d eath . She used th© money to  open 

a l i t t l ©  s t o r e .  Then sh© g o t hold to  an o th er man f o r  a w hile, 

but he s lic k e d  h er out of h er money and eh© l o s t  th© s to r e  and 

became m en tally  d is tu n e d . So my g ran d fath er cam© and got me 

and took m© to  丄rv© w ith nim a t  th© farm .

On© morning l a t e r  on my mother cam© t o  th© farm to  tak e  

m© away from my g ra n d fa th e r. When w© a rriv e d  a t  th© h o te l  

where she was s ta y in g , エ c r ie d  and made such a  fu ss a l l  n ight 

th a t  she was asked by a lady i f  I was r e a l l y  h er son. •Ifeis 

lady thought my mother had s to le n  me. The v e ry  n ext morning my

二 : : : : : 二 ： 一 一 ^̂
th a t  h© wanted to  giv© m© th© b e s t education  th a t  money could

buy. G randfather never h i t  m©7 h© never la id  a hand on me.

H© p aid  a l o t  of a t te n tio n  to  me* When h ie  buggy would r o l l  

I • d b© in  th e re  • He took m© everywhere w ith him, t o  th© 

s t o r e s # to  m©©t w hit会 fo lk s , to  church on Sunday. People look 

up and say, »«Th©r© com© Uncle Lee, b ig  Le© and l i t t l e  L©©,11

Ch  l/Childhood/ Page 4



I t  seemed l ik e  people knowed m© through him. W© was so  

c lo s e , when th ey  ee>© him th ey  see m@.

Somebody els© I r©m©mb©r "was Aunt Pau丄m e  who us©d to  

l iv e  around th e re  w ith h er husbandf U ncle B i l l .  She was a 

kind of Creol© and she d id n 't  speak E n g lish . She wore a red  

handkerchief on h er head and had red l ip s  and wor© a long  

d r e s s . My g ra n d fa th e r and エ used to  pass h er on th e  d i r t  road  

and sh e 'd  say  11 Bo1 j o u r " , and I d id n ^  know what th© h e ll  she 

was say in g , I ' d break and ru n . I d id n 't  know sh© was ju s t  

saying good morning to  me. Her husband, B i l l  R ie to , fought 

in  th© C iv il  War, and h© had a o ld  long gun th a t  I sometimes 

saw © tick in g out t h e i r  window when I passed th e r e , H© must a 

fought in th e  Union Army. I know h© d id n *t f ig h t  f o r  th© 

C on fed erates, s ta y in g  around my g r a n d f a t h e r ,丨cause my 

g ran d fath er was p r e t ty  m il i ta n t .

One day som会 n eig h b o r's  ch ild re n  and エ were p lay in g  in  my 

yard when suddenly I heard someone scream . G randfather cam© 

out of th e  loarn bent o v e r# blood running down h is  le g . I d o n 't  

know how i t  happened but h© cu t h is  le g  w hile working in th© 

b a m . Aunt Hannan came out o f th© house, and h©丄p©d him 

in to  bed. Aunt Hannah d octored  h is  le g  day and n ig h t.

H o sp ita ls  were m iles away. G randfather didn«t r e a l iz e  how 

s e r io u s ly  he was h u rt . Months p assed ； h is  le g  got w orse, and 

he s t i 丄1 w asn 't s©©n Joy a d o c to r . Things w e re n 't th e  earn© on 

th e  farm anymore. 'Sh© neighbors would leav e  th© house w ith  

w orried  looks on t h e i r  f a c e s . I soon re a liz e d  my g ra n d fa th e r1s
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le g  w ouldn't h e a l, and i t  kept g e tt in g  w orse. In  th© meantime, 

Aunt Harmah had taken i l l  and soon sh© d ied .

My g ran d fath er h ired  a housekeeper to  tak e  car© of u s .

Th© hou sekeep er's name was B e ts y . エ c a l le d  h er •• Aunt B etsy" • 

L a te r  h© m arried h e r . L i t t l e  did I know a t  th a t  tim e what 

h eartb reak  ftunt B etsy  would b rin g  to  me. I t  w asn 't long a f t e r  

th a t  on© n igh t Aunt B etsy  wok© m© up and to ld  me my 

g ran d fath er had d ied . I remember hanging onto h is  neck and 

scream ing. Th© people th a t  were in  th© room had to  p u ll m© 

away from him.

My g ra n d fa th e r was given  an Odd Fellow s b u r i a l . This was 

th© name of a s e c r e t  o rd er o rg a n iz a tio n . Th© men who atten ded  

th© fu n eral wore whit© g lo v e s , and they c a r r ie d  «words which 

were a symbol of th© o rg a n iz a tio n , A ll th e  women wore w h ite .

I was d ressed  in  whit©, to o . I was so h u rt, and fe e lin g s  of  

lo n e lin e ss  and em ptiness f i l l e d  my h e a r t , s in ce  my g ran d fath er  

had been th© most im portant person in  my l i f e .

Th© death  o f my g ran d fath er was th© tu rn in g  p oin t of my 

l i f e .  I remained w ith  Aunt B etsy  on th© farm . B etsy  was a mean 

woman w ith l i t t l e  education  o r knowledge. B etsy  brought h er  

s i s t e r ,  Aunt A lic e , to  l iv e  w ith us on th© farm . Her s i s t e r  

was a mean o ld  woman ju s t  l ik e  h e r . N eith er of them had any 

co n sid e ra tio n  f o r  me o r  any on© ©Is©. B etsy  was never p leased  

w ith me o r  anything I t r i e d  to  do. Sh© used to  fu ss a t  me, and 

sco ld  m© and only h a lf  feed me.
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On© evening some m©n cam© to  th© farm* Aunt B etsy  had a 

long co n v e rsa tio n  w ith them. L a te r  I found out Aunt B etsy  v?as 

g ivin g  a l l  my g ra n d fa th e r 's  to o ls  away.

Weeks l a t e r  a man named B u ster W ells, who used to  work on 

th e  farm f o r  G randfather, came to  l iv e  w ith us on th e  farm ; h© 

a ls o  brought h is  w ife , ftunt B etsy  gave B u ster f i f t y  head of  

c a t t l e  to  s e l l  f o r  h e r . Weeks p assed . She was w aitin g  f o r  him 

to  b rin g  th e  money back, but B u ster never cam© back to  th e  

farm . Th© only news sh© heard about him was th a t  h© had d ied . 

L a te r  Bustej:*© w ife l e f t  th© farm . Sine© Aunt B etsy  had no 

ed u cation , men would count h er money and shortchange h er a l l  

th© tim e. F in a l ly  a l l  h er money was s to le n  by thee© people eh© 

had tr u s te d .

Th© rem ainder of th e  in h e rita n ce  g ran d fath er l e f t  h er was 

g rad u ally  given  to  h e r s i s t e r s  and b ro th e rs . E veryth in g  th a t  

my g ran d fath er had o f value was so ld  o r  given away. But my 

g ran d fath er l e f t  h is  land to  m© and Aunt B e tsy . When Aunt 

B etsy  d id n 't  have anything ©Is© to  s e l l  o r  g iv e  away, she 

t r i e d  to  s e l l  my land . But l i t t l e  did she know my g ran d fath er  

had fix e d  i t  so no on© could s e l l  i t .  F in a lly , i%unt B etsy  went 

to  a co u rt in  Opelousas t o  t r y  to  s e l l  my land* But th© judge 

to ld  Aunt B etsy  th a t  th e  land c o u ld n 't  b© so ld  u n t i l  I reached  

t h .  ,g e  of tw enty-one. By th a t  tim e I would be o ld  enough to  

decid e le g a lly  what I wanted to  do w ith th© land.

When Aunt B etsy  cam© from co u rt sh© was f r u s tr a te d  w ith  

me. Sh© went around th© farm w ith frowns a l l  o v er h er f a c e . 

Then sh© r e a l l y  s ta r te d  m is tre a tin g  m ©.Ill© l i t t l e  food sh©
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gave me t o  e a t  wasn^t se rv e d  on th© lo n g  d in in g  room t a b l e  エ

was used to  © ating a t .  A ll my to y s  and c lo th e s  d isap p eared . エ 

never knew whether she gave them away o r  burned them up. I 

w asn 't su rp rise d  anymore o v er any stu p id  th in g  she d id . There 

were time© when I would walk around cry in g  and longing f o r  my 

g ra n d fa th e r . Her s i s t e r  A lic e  would o fte n  h i t  m© f o r  no 

re a so n . My g ra n d fa th e r 's  friend© stopped coming to  th e  farm . 

They w ouldn't liav© anything to  do w ith such mean women.

L a te r  Aunt B etsy  sen t m© to  l iv e  w ith h er b ro th e r . H© v?as 

v ery  f r ie n d ly  tovrairds me, moreso than h is  s i s t e r .  But my v i s i t  

was cu t s h o r t . Aunt B etsy  came and took me back to  th© farm . 

With l i t t l e  food to  ©at and th e  m istreatm ent of th e se  old  

la d ie s , word began to  spread throughout Morrow about th© way 

th ey  were t r e a t in g  me.

On© n ight in  1927, w© had a bad ra in sto rm . High w ater vas  

©verywher©. A ll th© homes w©r© flooded out w ith w ater. People, 

b lack  and whit©, re ce iv e d  l o t s  of a s s is ta n c e  from th© Red 

C ro ss. When th© w ater kept g e t t in g  h ig h er, some s o ld ie rs  came

and to o k  ev ery o n e to  Carrp B e a u re g a rd ， W© s ta y e d  t h e r e  th r e e

d ays. When th© w ater went do-wn, w© went back t o  our homes; w© 

were tra n sp o rte d  back by th© s o l d i e r s . On our way back home 

from Camp Beauregard, w© saw dead c a t t l e  a l l  along th© ro ad s/ 

and in p e o p le 's  y ard s, and s c a t te r e d  around t h e i r  farm houses. 

I t  took weeks b efo re  a l l  th© dead c a t t l e  were burned.

Things began to  g et b e t t e r  f o r  me. News reached  my 

cousin s who liv e d  in  th© ciountrysid© between LeMbyen and 

Morrow. Mv cou sin  was named Tot Howard and h is  w ife R o setta
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Howard. Tot Howard came to  th e  farm and took me away from Aunt 

B etsy  and h er s i s t e r  and h© took m© to  l iv e  w ith him and h is  

w ife . (At t h i s  tim e, I found out Jftunt B etsy  d id n ^  want m© to  

leav e  th e  farm . She intended to  have m© s ta y  u n t i l  I reached  

th e  ag© of twenty-on©, so she could t r y  to  in flu en ce  m© to  

sig n  my land over to  h e r . } Tot Howard and h is  w ife were v ery  

poor p eop le, but th ey  t r i e d  to  do a l l  th ey  could f o r  me.

Tot wanted me in  s c h o o l ♦ エ had n ever atten d ed  school 

b e f o re . エ was v ery  e x c ite d  about th e  idea of going to  school 

w ith kide my own ag e . This was th e  beginning of a new 

exp erien ce  f o r  m©.

A ll th© b lack  ch ild re n  in t h i s  sm all community went to  

th e  same sch ool in Morrow, Most o f tn© ch ild re n  w©r© from th© 

fa m ilie s  of th© Howard people around th© same p la n ta t io n . I 

went to  sch ool th re e  months out of a y©ar» W© d ia n 't  le a rn  too  

much m  th a t  sm all len gth  o f tim e . Y et, th is  was quit© some 

exp erien ce  to  look forw ard t o .  A ll  of th e se  b lack  fa m ilie s  

were sh a re cro p p e rs . Miss エda Bowers, our te a c h e r , was very  

re sp e cta b le  and tau gh t one hundred ch ild re n , which included  

a l l  prim ary grades up to  th© n f t h  g rad e. When I became o ld e r  

エ was t ra n s fe r re d  to  an oth er sch ool in  LeMoyen. This school 

was about s i x  m iles away.

I walked th© s i x  m iles ©very day, in  co ld  w eather and in  

r a in . I walked on th© r a i l r o a d  tra c k s  w itn th e  o th e r  black  

c h ild re n . W© were a f r a id  to  walk on th© highway because a man 

had got run o v e r . Black ch ild re n  c o u ld n 't  rid© on th© school 

b u se s . I re a liz e d  f o r  th e  f i r s t  tim e I was l iv in g  in  an © vil
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Jim  Crow, d iscrim in a to ry , and r a c i s t  s o c ie ty . School buses 

were a v a ila b le  only f o r  th e  whit© c h ild re n . I'h is mad© me want 

to  le a rn  what was behind th e se  problems th a t  e x is te d  f o r  b lack  

p e o p le .

ェ lik ed  to  read , w© used t o  read  books l ik e  Bob and  

N ancy^  and th© s to ry  of th© Tar Baby, and " L i t t l e  Boy Blue 

Com© Blow Your Horn. Th© sh e e p 's  in  th e  meadow, th© cows in  

th e  c o rn . 11 H e ll , w ith s tu f f  l ik e  th a t  no wonder I  d id n 't  

le a rn  nothing in  th a t  sch o o l!

But ェ did le a rn  how to  read . Reading books became v ery  

in te r e s t in g  and en jo y ab le , A fte r  th© th re e  months of school 

was o v er, I went back to  help my co u sin s. When w© w asn 't  

farm ing, w© chopped wood f o r  some whit© p e o p le 's  homes. T*h© 

monsy from clioppingf wood. h©lp©dl out in  th© w in ter months. On© 

th in g  I c o u ld n 't  understand was why my cousin  d id n 't  chop wood 

f o r  us and p rep are f o r  w i n t e r .ェnst©ad w© would w ait u n t i l  i t  

g o t r e a l  co ld , then w© would g a th e r  wood ©very day f o r  th© 

f i r e p l a c e .  But ェ didn»t complain about anything th a t  was done 

around th© p la c e .

The sh arecrop p ers w©r© v©ry poor but エ a p p re c ia te d  what 

my r e la t iv e s  were doing f o r  me. My a p p e tite  was so b ig  I 

wanted d if fe r e n t  kinds of food to  © at. My cou sin  Aunt T-Bab© 

(w© c a lle d  our cousin s *«aunt'» and "u n c le " ; and T-Bab© was th© 

nickname f o r  R o se tta , Uncle T o t1s w ife) mad© lunch f o r  us 

everyday to  ta k e  to  sch o o l. Sometimes w© had p o ta to e s  and a 

cinnamon r o l l ,  and sometimes w© was e a tin g  th a t  damned pork . 

W© d id n 't  know no b e t t e r .  But w© at© good. Sometimes Aunt T-
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Bab© mad© cha cha, mad© out of cabbage, cucumber, pepper, 

m ustard, and green to m ato es. 1ti©y had a good garden. They 

had p o ta to  banks where they would s to r e  th e  p o ta to e s  bu ried  in  

th e  ground wrapped in  hay and corn  s i l k .  They k i l le d  t h e i r  

hogs and s a l te d  th e  meat and smoked th© meat and made sau sag e . 

They would c a tc h  f is h  and smok© th© f i s h .  And Aunt T-Babe 

would bake l ig h t  r o l l s . Sh© would l e t  th© dough s e t  and r i s e  

up and then bake i t .  And then wrap i t  up in  a p ie ce  of c lo th  

to  keep i t  f re s h  エ remember w© d id n ’ t  have no ic© , so w© put 

our drinks in  sawdust in  a tu b . At le a s t  t h a t 1s how I remember 

i t . I t 1 日 funny how a t  77 y e a rs  o ld  you can remember a lo t  of 

th in g s . Seventy-seven a i n 't  to o  o ld  to  rememberl

I n o tice d  on© day when I was walking down th© s t r e e t  th a t  

some people were coming out of a b u ild in g  ca rry in g  bags of 

fo o d ， I asked th e  people i f  I could g e t some o f th a t  food.

They to ld  m© to  go on in  and ask f o r  some. When エ got in sid e  

th e  b u ild in g  and asked f o r  th© food, a lady, who was s i t t i n g  

behind a desk, to ld  m© to  sig n  some paper日 • When I signed th e  

p a p e rs , I g ot th© food, some cornm eal, f lo u r , plums and 

g r a p e f r u i t s . エ was so g lad  to  g e t t h i s  food I c o u ld n 't  w ait to  

g©t hom© to  show Aunt T-Bab© and Unci© Tot what I had. When 

Unci© Tot saw th e  food, h© got v ery  angry a t  me* Jipparently, 

th© b u ild in g  I went in to  to  g e t th© food from was th© W elfare  

O ffic e . Uncle Tot explained to  m© I sh o u ld n 't go to  th© 

W elfare O ffice  to  g e t food because th a t  food was f o r  people  

who were out o f work and d id n *t have any o th e r  means of
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su p p o rt. Even though I d id n 't  quit© understand what h© was 

ta lk in g  abou t, I d id n 't  go th e re  ev er a g a in .

On© evening p assin g  th e  dock I n o tice d  some men were 

g iv in g  away bananas. T1 1 ©y gave me some, so I took them, I 

d id n 't  know what re a c tio n  Unci© Tot would have. But he d id n 't  

say  anything to  m© about t h a t . I j u s t  wanted something  

d if fe r e n t  to  ©at f o r  a change.

On© n igh t Unci© Tot and h is  s i s t e r  Simt B ern ice  went to  a 

sm all b ar in  th© community. While th ey  were s i t t i n g  a t  th e  

ta b le  a drunk w hite man cam© in  from th© whit© b a r next door 

and put h is  hand on Aunt B e rn ic e ' s b r e a s t . As soon as th is  

happened, th© l ig h t  in  th© b ar went out * Then a shot rang out

him. Unci© Tot d id n 't  have h is  gun th a t  n ig h t. But, o f co u rse , 

everyone b e lie v e d  Unci© Tot k i l le d  th is  man. Whit© men on 

horses rod© a l l  n ight in  th© r u r a l  communities looking f o r  

Unci© T o t . Th© neighbors gath ered  a l l  t h e i r  ch ild re n  and put 

them in  on© house, u n t i l  morning. This went on f o r  th re e  

weeks. Uncle Tot ©scaped th e  r id e rs  * hands, He had hidden out 

in  a church f o r  two weeks. L at© r, w ith th© help of f r ie n d s ,  

h© ©scaped to  th© t r a i n  s ta t io n  and mad© h is  getaway to  T exas. 

Soon afte rw a rd , Aunt T-Bafo© moved to  Evergreen , L o u isian a, and 

took m© alo n g . We went to  l iv e  w ith h er b ro th e r . L a te r , w© 

heard th a t  a whit© man did th© k i l l i n g  in  th© b a r th a t  n ig h t.

I s ta r te d  sch ool ag ain  in  E vergreen . I got along fin©  

w ith th© o th e r  k id s . On© tim e I was p lay in g  on some th in  ic e
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and f ©11 in to  a hoi© . Th© kids had to  p u ll  m© o u t . Another 

tim e when my l i t t l e  cousin  and I went to  a g ro ce ry  s to r e ,  I 

s t o le  a grap© and put i t  in h is  mouth. When w© got home, my 

cousin  to ld  Aunt T-Bab© and she gave m© a good spanking.

Aunt T-Bab© decided i t  was tim e f o r  m© to  g e t b ap tized , 

so I was b ap tized  in th© lo c a l  B a p tis t  church on© Sunday 

morning w ith th re e  more c h ild re n . I r©m©rrib©r how th e  p reach er  

gave a long sermon over u s , and people b© h o lle rin g  ju s t  l ik e  

i t  was a f u n e r a l . Ili©n th© old  p reach er took m© in  th© w ater  

and I thought h© wa日 going to  p reach  my f u n e r a l• And th a t  

w ater was co ld i People ju s t  h o lle r in g . When th© p reach er  

dipped me th a t  丄a s t  tim© people were stand in g a l l  around in  

th© w ater and they s ta r te d  to  sin g in g  Hdon© got over,*' エ 

remember th a t  good. They took us back to  a house and d ressed  

and fed u s . I f e l t  l ik e  エ was some kind o f cho日©n person . For  

a w hile I went to  church ©very Sunday and a ls o  had Communion.

At about th© ag© o f 15, I decided i t  was tim e f o r  m© to  

go out and fin d  work to  help support m yself, I was s t i l l  a 

young boy, but p r e t ty  la rg e  f o r  my age. I was lucky to  fin d  

work as a houseboy, working f o r  a German fam ily , although th is  

job  d id n *t tu rn  out to o  w e ll . Ill© s a la ry  was to o  low f o r  a l l  

th© work th a t  was req u ired . S o , ェ l e f t  and w©nt to  l iv e  w ith  

Aunt T-Babe’ s b ro th e r , Dad Jo n es, and h is  fam ily , where I 

worked ©very day in  th© f ie ld s  p ick in g  and chopping c o tto n .  

With th e  l i t t l ©  money ェ re ce iv e d  I bought 日om© c lo th e s . Dad 

Jones had a la rg e  fam ily , but everyone got to  ©at a cooked
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meal and drink milk every morning. H© tr e a te d  m© lik e  on© of 

th© fam ily .

The f ie l d  hands' day o ff  was on S atu rd ay. On© morning a 

boy in th© neighborhood wanted someone to  work in h is  p la c e ,  

s e l l in g  meat d o o r-to -d o o r on S atu rd ays. Th© job was paying  

on© d o lla r  and f i f t y  ce n ts  a day. I took th is  job  and saved  

enough money to  hobo to  M e lv ille , L o u is ia n a . I went th e re  

looking f o r  o th e r  r e la t iv e s  and a cou sin  named Jo© R eece.

When I caught th© f re ig h t  t r a i n  to  M e lv ille , o th e r  hobos were 

in  th© b o xcar w ith me. They to ld  m© when th© tim e cam© t o  

jurrp o f f .  With a s u itc a s e  under my arm and a l i t t l e  money in  

my p o ck e t, ェ f in a l l y  mad© i t  to  M e lv ille ，

M e lv ille  wasn’ t  no la rg e  town but i t  had s t r e e t s  and a 

th e a te r  * I s ta r te d  walking down th© s t r e e t  ask in g everyon© I 

met whether th ey  knew anyone by th© name of J 9 © R e e c e .エ 

happened to  seo  a lady walking on th© s t r e e t  and I sa id ,

"Lady, can you t e l l  m© where Jo© Reec© l i v e s ? 11 Sh© s a id , 11 He 

l iv e s  out of tow n." Sh© to ld  me how to  g e t to  where he liv e d  

then she asked me, »What is  your name? You kin to  Jo©?*' I 

s a id , 11 Y es# my name is  Le© Brown. 11

Then she s ta r te d  m entioning som© of th© Brown1 日 names to  

se e  i f  エ knew any . エ recogn ized  som© 0f th© nam©s she 

mentioned. I t  turned out t h i s  lady was my second cousin* She 

took m© home w ith h e r . I t  so happened sh© liv e d  only a sh o rt  

d is ta n c e  from M e lv ille . When w© a rriv e d  a t  h er home, I was 

in trod uced  to  h er husband, h er daughter and o th e r  r e l a t i v e s . 

Her name was E s th e r ; my o th e r  cousins were J e s s i e  Brown, and
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Henry Brown. エ got so e x c ite d  meeting so many r e l a t i v e s .  A fte r  

dinner w© ta lk e d  about o th e r  r e la t iv e s  who liv e d  in  d if fe r e n t  

tow ns. エ d id n A  know any of th e  r e la t iv e s  mentioned, but was 

glad  to  h ear エ had a la rg e  fa m ily . When tim e cam© to  go to  

bed, cou sin  E s th e r  prepared a bed in  tn© back o f th© house.

Sh© to ld  m© t o  s ta y  as long as エ wanted.

That j u s t  goes to  show how you can b© w alking on th© 

s t r e e t  and you j u s t  sto p  some p a r t i c u la r  p erson , and i t  tu rn s  

out y o u 're  r e la te d  to  them. That ©hows how th in g s can  

happen. I d o n 't know what you c a l l  i t .  I d o n 't  know i f  I 

was a chosen man o r  what, but t h a t 1 s what happened, to  m©.
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C h ap ter 1 /C h iId h o o d

(V©r 2 , re v ise d  6 /6 /9 8 )

I went to  liy©  w ith  my g ran d fath er when エ was f iv e  y ears  

o ld . G randfather owned a farm in Morrow, L o u isian a .

G randfather was w ell known and loved and re sp e cte d  by 

everyone who liv e d  in  Morrow. Hie name was Lg© Brown.

Everyone c a l le d  him Unci© Le© Brown. When I was bom  in  th e  

C h arity  H o sp ital in  New O rleans on May 2 8 , 1 9 2 1 , I was named 

a f t e r  him, Le© Brown,

G randfather was a t a l l ,  dark-skinned man w ith kinda 

heavy sh o u ld ers. H© was a la rg e  fellow^ s o lid  and s tro n g .

He was a ls o  a k in d -h earted , easy going man. I never did se© 

him angry . H© never got in  no f ig h ts .  Everybody in  th a t  

l i t t l e  coun try  town lik ed  him. H© was always helping people, 

people th a t  had tro u b le* H© c a r r ie d  h is  money in  a sack , a 

whit© sack . I think my grandmother mad© i t . H© would lend  

people money, poor people who needed h elp . H© was always 

try in g  to  do th in g s f o r  p eo p le .

We liv e d  in  th e  co u n try sid e  among hardworking farm ers who 

were v e ry  poor but a ls o  v e ry  f r ie n d ly , and concerned about 

each o th e r . Neighbors would com© to  my g ra n d fa th e r 's  home 

©very n ight and th ey  would d iscu ss  issu e s  silch as farm ing, 

church a f f a i r s ,  money problems and h e a lth . L is te n in g  to  thee© 

o ld  people tau g h t m© a l o t  about l i f e  and how t o  make a l iv in g  

f o r  m yself, and © sp e cia lly  re s p e c t f o r  o th e r s .

To m© th e re  was no w iser o r  beloved a man than my 

g ra n d fa th e r . H© loved m© a l o t ,  t o o . ェ remember h© used to
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tak e  m© t o  BunKie, an o th er l i t t l ©  town, and h© would buy m© 

to y s , a l i t t l ©  wagon, m arbles, spinning to p s . エ would b rin g  

them back hom© and th©:n I would giv© th© kids around th e re  

some m arbles; I would always sh are  w ith th e  o th e r  k id s . He 

tau gh t m© to  do t h a t . Even th© kids エ used t o  p la y  w ith , 

th e  n ext door n eigh b ors, we never did have no r i g h t s . He 

tau gh t me how to  g e t along w ith p eop le.

G randfather had a buggy th a t  h© used to  tak e  m© round 

m . I t  was a b lack  buggy w ith red  spokes on th© wheels and 

and i t  was p u lled  by a b lack  hors©. Some of th© h ap piest 

tim es th a t  I can ir©m©irib©r were when エ would s i t  up f ro n t  

a 丄ongsid© my g ran d fath er in  h is  buggy and r id e  f a s t  a cro ss  

th o se  old  d i r t  ro ad s. I went everywhere w ith my g ra n d fa th e r .

I went to  church ©very Sunday w ith him. Some Sundays w© 

would go to  th© church and ta k e  food and s ta y  a l l  day talK in g  

w ith th© neighbors and exchanging food.

My g ra n d fa th e r wou丄d haul f r e ig h t  f o r  d i f te r e n t  s t o r e s .  

Th© f re ig h t  t r a i n  would stop  and leav e f r e ig h t ,  then he would 

d e liv e r  th© f r e ig h t  to  th© people a t  fo u r o r  riv©  s t o r e s .  He 

picked i t  up in  h is  wagon. Two mules p u lled  th a t  wagon. That 

was h is  b u sin e ss , hauling f r e i g h t .

On th© farm h© ra is e d  chickens and ducks. He had a few 

h orses and a f©w mu丄©日 . He us©d to  g a th e r  hay from some o th e r  

p la c e  to  feed h is  h o rse s . He d ia n 't  grow no crops excep t f o r  

a l i t t l ©  tru ck  p atch  of v e g e ta b le s  to  ©at - - cabbages, 

tom atoes# p o ta to e s , th in g s l ik e  th a t ,  and some c o m . The 

farm w asn 't no g re a t  la rg e  on©, but i t  was la rg e  enough f o r
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him, f o r  what he was doing. Something th a t  he could handle. 

Sometimes h© m re d  two, th re e  people round th e re  to  help him.

strroiigasaa^n. He would stand  w ith m© 

by h is  sid© looking o v er hi© land, and say to  me, "As f a r  as 

your ©yes can 日©e--on© day t h i s  land w ill  b© y o u rs . 11 I looked 

up to  him f o r  guidance, wisdom and knowledge.

In  th© house g ran d fath er had th i s  丄ong t a b l e ,  I a i n 't  

seen no ta b le  1 1  Jc© th a t  in  a 丄ong tim e. Every morning we had 

our b re a k fa st a t  th i s  t a b l e . He s a t  m© a t  on© end of th e  

ta b le  and he s a t  a t  th© o th e r . H© would say  a p ra y e r  b efo re  

e a tin g . LTow エ don*t understand th i s  but in  th o se  day日 th ey  

had steak  f o r  b r e a k f a s t . ェ don*t know how they did t h a t ;  

maybe th ey  kept i t  smoked o r  som etning. I know w© at© meat 

and e g g s• I remember w© at© good. I th in k  エ had more than any 

kid around th e r e , good food, t o y s . I was th© oply  kid l iv in g  

on th© farm . I t  was j u s t  me and my g ran d fath er and 如 n t 

Hannah b efo re  she died , and l a t e r  Aunt B e tsy .

My grandmother * s name was Hannah. I c a l le d  h er Aunt

Seminole IndiaLn who caiine from F 1 0 r id a . £!h© vrats t a l l 财 i th  丄01ig 

b lack  h a ir  th a t  hung to  h er w a is t . Aunt Hannah d id n 't  ta lk  

v ery  much to  anyone but everyone 丄ov©d h©r. Sh© was a kind 

lady.

L ivin g  on my g ra n d fa th e r 's  farm f was my h ap piest

tim e.

My g ra n d fa th e r had. th re e  so n s : Bab, Bud and Bruce Brown. 

Bruc© Brown was my f a th e r .  My f a th e r  was a 1 iq h t - comp 1 exioned

Hannah. I d o n ,t  remember h©r to o  good. They to ld was a

Ch 1/Childhood/ Page 3



man and v ery  t a l l ,  a t  6 f e e t ,  7 in ch es, H© wore s iz e  14 sh o e s . 

My f a th e r  was k i l le d  when I was v ery  young. On h ie  way to  

work one morning h© stepped on a l iv e  e l e c t r i c  w ire th a t  had 

f a l le n  down on th e  ground during th© night a f t e r  a t e r r i b l e  

thunderstorm . H© was k i l le d  in s ta n t ly . I d id n 't  r e a l l y  g e t to  

know my f a th e r .  L i t t l e  do エ know about; him, excep t what I was 

to ld .

My mother was bom  in  Boton, M is s is s ip p i . Her nam© was 

Ja n ie  D a v is . Like I said# エ was !born a t  th© 0 1 d C h arity  

H o sp ital in  New O rlean s. When I was sm all my mother re ce iv e d  

some money from my f a t h e r 's  d eath . Sh© used th© money to  open 

a l i t t l e  s t o r e .  Then sh© g o t hold to  an oth er man f o r  a w hile, 

but h© s lic k e d  h er out of h e r money and sh© l o s t  th e  s to re  and 

became m entally  d istu rb e d . So my g ran d fath er cam© and got me 

and took m© to  l iv e  w ith him a t  th© farm.

On© morning l a t e r  on rriy mother cam© to  th© farm to  tak e  

me away from my g ra n d fa th e r. When w© a rr iv e d  a t  th© h o te l  

where sh© was s ta y in g , I c r ie d  and mad© such a fu ss a l l  n ight

th a t  sh© was asked by a lady i f  I r e a l l y  her son. This

lady thought my mother had s to le n  me* Th© v e ry  next morning my 

mother took m© back to  th© farm .

G randfather took good car© o f m©. H© used to  t e l l  people  

th a t  h© wanted to  g iv e  m© th© b e s t  edu cation  th a t  mon©y could  

buy. G randfather never n i t  me, h© never la id  a hand on m©̂

He p aid  a lo t  of a t te n tio n  to  me. When h is  buggy would r o l l  

1 1 d b© in  t h e r e . H© took m© everywhere w ith him, to  th© 

s t o r e s , to  meet w nite r o 丄ks, t o  church on Sunday. People look
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up and say, "There come Unci© Le©, b ig  Lee and l i t t l e  L©©.»

I t  seemed l ik e  peopl© know©d me through him. W© was so  

c lo s e , when th ey  see him th ey  see  me.

Somebody ©Is© I remember was Aunt Paulin© who used to  

l iv e  around th e re  w ith h er husband, Unci© B i l l . S h ©  was a 

kind of C reole and sh© d id n 't  speak E n g lish . Sh© wore a red  

handkerchief on h er head and had red l ip s  and wore a long  

d r e s s . My g ran d fath er and I used to  pa日s h er on th© d i r t  road  

and sh e 'd  say  "Bo 1 jo u r 11, and I d id n 't  know what th© h e ll  sh© 

was saying* ェ •d break and ru n • ェ know she was ju s t

saying good morning to  me. Her husband, B i l l  R ie to , fought 

in  th© C iv il  War, and he had a o ld  long gun th a t  ェ sometimes 

saw s t ic k in g  out t h e i r  window wh©n I passed th©r©. H© musta 

fought in  th© Union Army. I know he d id n 't  f ig h t  f o r  th© 

C on fed erates, s ta y in g  around my g ran d fath er, 1 cause my

二 ;:::： r : 一 … — …

yard when suddenly I heard someone scream . G randfather cam© 

out of th© barn bent o v er, blood running down h is  leg* I d o n 't  

know how i t  happened but h© cu t h is  leg  w hile working in th© 

b a m . Aunt Hannah cam© out o f  th© house, and helped him g et  

in to  bed. Aunt Hannah d octored  h is  le g  day and n ig h t.

H o sp ita ls  were m iles away. G randfather d id n 't  r e a l iz e  how 

s e r io u s ly  h© wae h u rt . Months p assed ； h is  le g  got w orse, and 

h© s t i l l  w asn 't seen by a d o c to r . Things w©r©n, t  th© earn© on 

th «  farm anymore. T(h© neighbors would leav e  th© house w ith  

w orried looks on t h e i r  f a c e s . I soon r e a liz e d  my g ra n d fa th e r 's
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le g  w ouldn't h e a l, and i t  kept g e tt in g  w orse. In  th© meantime, 

Aunt Hannah had taken i l l  and she soon d ied .

My g ra n d fa th e r h ired  a housekeeper to  ta k e  car© o f u s .

The hou sekeep er's name was B e tsy . I c a l le d  h er 11 Aunt B etsy 11 . 

L a te r  he m arried h e r . L i t t l e  did I know a t  th a t  tim e what 

h eartb reak  Aunt B etsy  would b rin g  to  me. I t  w asn 't 1 0 ng a f t e r  

th a t  one n ight Aunt B etsy  wok© m© up and to ld  m© my 

g ran d fath er had d ied . I remember hanging onto h is  n©ck and 

scream ing. The people th a t  were in th© room had to  p u ll m© 

away from him.

My g ra n d fa th e r was given  an Odd Fellow s b u r ia l .  This was 

th© name of a s e c r e t  o rd er o rg a n iz a tio n . Th© men who atten d ed  

th© fu n eral wore whit© g lo v e s , and they c a r r ie d  swords which 

w©r© a symbol of th© o rg a n iz a tio n , A ll th© women wore w h ite . 

I was d ressed  in w hite, to o * I  was so h u rt, and fe e lin g s  of

lon©lin©Bs and em ptiness f i l l e d  my h e a r t , sine© my g ran d fath er  

had been th e  most im portant person in my l i f e .

Th© death  of my g ran d fath er wae th© tu rn in g  p oin t o f my 

l i f e .  I remained w ith Aunt B©tsy on th© farm . B etsy  was a 

c ru e l woman w ith l i t t l e  ed u cation  o r  knowledge. I never knew 

anyone could b© so c ru e l  and s e l f i s h .  W© never had much 

c o n ta c t  w ith each o th e r , e i th e r  b efo re  o r  a f t e r  g ra n d fa th e r 's  

d eath . She was never p leased  w ith me o r  anything ェ t r i e d  to

do. She used t o  fu ss a t  m© and only h a lf  feed  me.

On© ©venincj some men cam© t o  th© farm . Aunt B etsy  had a  

long co n v e rsa tio n  w ith them. L a te r  I found out Aunt B etsy  was 

g iv in g  a l l  my g ra n d fa th e r 's  to o ls  away.
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Weeks l a t e r  a man named B u ster W ells, who used to

work on th© farm f o r  G randfather, cam© to  l iv e  w ith us on th e  

farm ; he a ls o  brought h is  w ife . Aunt B etsy  gave B u ster f i f t y  

head of c a t t l e  to  s e l l  f o r  h e r . Weeks p assed . Sh© was W aiting  

f o r  him to  b rin g  th© money back, but B u ster never cam© back to  

th© farm . Th© only news she heard about him was th a t  he had 

d ied . L a te r  B u s te r 's  w ife l e f t  th© farm . nee

r r : r r :~
by th e se  people sh© had t r u s te d .

Th© rem ainder of th e  inheritan<5© g ran d fath er l e f t  h er was 

g rad u ally  given  to  h e r s i s t e r s  and b ro th e rs . But, my 

g ran d fath er l e f t  land -̂<9—me^ When fiunt Be^sy d id n ^

hav© anything e ls e  t o  s e l l  o r  g iv e  away, sh© t r i e d  to  s e l l  my 

land . But l i t t l e  did sh© know my g ran d fath er had f ix e d  i t  so  

no on© could s e l l  i t .  F in a l ly , Aunt B etsy  went to  a co u rt in  

Opelousas to  t r y  to  <pBt my land* But th© judge to ld  Aunt B etsy  

th a t  .aAJ, th© land belonged t o  me, and felr© land c o u ld n 't  fo© 

Bold.

My land couldn^t be so ld  u n t i l ェ reached th© ag© of 

twenty-on©; by th a t  tim© I would b© o ld  enough to  decid e  

le g a lly  what I wanted to  do w ith th© land. When Aunt B etsy  

cam© from co u rt sh© was f r u s tr a te d  w ith me, Sh© went around 

th© farm w ith frowns a l l  o v er h er f a c e . T̂ i©ri sh© r e a 丄丄v 

s ta r te d  mi日t r e a t in g  me. Th© l i t t l e  food she gave m© to  ©at 

wasn， t  served on th© 1 0 ng din in g room ta b le  I was used to  

e a tin g  a t . A ll my to y s  and c lo th e s  d isap peared . I n会 v e r  knew
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whether sh© gave them av?ay o r  burned them up . 工 w asn 't  

su ip rise d  anymore o v er any s tu p ia  th in g  sh© d id . There were

lg and longing f o r  >

My g ra n d fa th e r 's  frie n d s  stopped coming to  th© f a r m ,1311 

w ouldn't have anything to  do w ith such a wiciced woman.

Everyth in g  th a t  my g ra n d fa th e r had of v a lu e  was so ld  o r  

given  away. Then Aunt B etsy  brought h er s i s t e r , A l ic e * to  th© 

farm to  l iv e  w ith u s . Her s i s t e r  was a mean o ld  woman ju s t  

l ik e  h e r . N eith er of them had any co n sid e ra tio n  f o r  m© o r  any 

one e ls e .

L a te r  Aunt B etsy  Bent m© to  l iv e  w ith h e r  b ro th e r . H© was 

v ery  f r ie n d ly  towards m©, moreso than h is  s i s t e r .  But my v i s i t  

was cu t s h o r t . Aunt B etsy  cam© and took m© back to  th© farm .

th ey  were t r e a t in g  me.

On© n igh t in  1927, w© had a bad ra in sto rm . High w ater was 

everyw here. A ll th© homes w©r© flooded out w ith  w ater. People, 

b lack  and w hite, re ce iv e d  l o ts  o f a s s is ta n c e  from th© Red 

C ro ss . When th© w ater kept g e t t in g  h ig h er, some s o ld ie rs  cam© 

and took everyone to  Camp Beauregard ( s p ? ) . W© stay ed  ther©  

th re e  days. When th© w ater went down, w© went back to  our 

homes; w© were tra n sp o rte d  back by th© s o l d i e r s . On our way 

back hom© from Camp Beauregard, w© saw dead c a t t l e  a l l  along  

th© road s, and in  p e o p le 's  y a rd s , and s c a t te r e d  around t h e i r

me f o r  no reason
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farm houses. I t  took weeks b©for© a l l  th e  d©ad c a t t l©  w©r©

burned.

Things began to  g e t b e t t e r  f o r  me. New© reached my 

cousin s who liv e d  in th© co u n try sid e  between LeMbyen and 

Morrow. My cou sin  was named Tot Howard and h is  w ife R o setta  

Howard • Tot Howard cam© to  th© farm and took m© away from Aunt

B etsy  and h er s i s t e r  and h© took m© t o  l iv e  w ith him and h is  

w ife . (At t h i s  tim©# ェ found out fiunt B etsy  d id n *t want me to  

leav e th© farm . Sh© intended t o  hav© m© s ta y  u n t i l ェ reached  

th© ag© o f twenty-on©, so she could t r y  to  in flu e n ce  m© to  

sig n  my land o v er to  h e r . ) Tot Howard and h is  w ife w©r© v ery  

poor p eop le , but th ey  t r i e d  to  do a l l  th ey  could f o r  me.

Tot wanted m© in  s c h o o l . I had never atten d ed  school

ir  ；: :;^ z rr r i ™
exp erien ce  f o r  m©.

A ll th© b lack  ch ild re n  in  t h i s  sm all community went to  

th© same sch ool in  Morrow. Most of th© ch ild re n  were from-tibe 

th© fa m ilie s  o f th© Howard people around th© same p la n ta tio n . 

I went to  sch ool th re e  months out o f a y e a r . W© d id n 't  le a rn  

to o  much in  th a t  sm all len g th  of tim e. Y e t, t h i s  was quit©

some exp erien ce  to  look forw ard t o .  A ll of th e se  b lack  

fa m ilie s  were sh a re cro p p e rs . Miss Ida Bowers, our te a c h e r , was 

v e ry  re s p e c ta b le  and taught on© hundred c m ld re n , which 

included a l l  prim ary grades up t o  th© r i f t h  grad©. When I 

became 0 1 d er I was tranef© rr© d t o  an oth er sciioo丄 in  L©Mby©n. 

This sch ool was about s i x  m iles away.
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エ walked th© s i x  m iles ©very day, in  co ld  w eather and in  

r a in . I walked on th e  r a i l r o a d  tra c k s  w ith th e  o th e r  b lack  

c h ild re n . W© were a f r a id  to  walk on th© highway because a man 

had got run o v e r . Black ch ild re n  co u ld n 't  r id e  on th© school 

b u ses. I re a liz e d  f o r  th© f i r s t  tim e I was l iv in g  in  an e v i l  

Jim  Grow, d iscrim in a to ry , and r a c i s t  s o c ie ty . School buses 

were a v a ila b le  only  f o r  th© whit© c h i l d r e n . 1 1 1 i s  mad© m© want 

to  le a rn  what was behind th e se  problems th a t  e x is te d  f o r  b lack  

p e o p le .

I lik ed  t o  read . W© used to  read  books lik©  Bob and  

N ancy^  and th© s to ry  o f th© Tar Baby, and " L i t t l e  Boy Blue 

Com© Blow Your Horn. Th© sheep * s in  th© meadow, th© cows in  

th© c o rn , n H e ll, no wonder I d id n 't  le a rn  nothing much in  

s c h o o l.

But I did le a rn  how to  read p r e t ty  w e ll . Reading books 

became v ery  in te r e s t in g  and en jo y ab le . A fte r  th© th re e  months 

o f school was o v er, I went back to  help my co u sin s . When w© 

w asn 't farm ing, w© chopped wood f o r  some whit© p e o p le 's  homes. 

Th© money from chopping wood helped out in th© w in ter months.

u n t i l  i t  got r e a l  co ld , then w© would g a th e r  wood ©very day 

f o r  th© f i r e p l a c e .  But ェ d id n *t complain about anything th a t  

was don© around th© p la c e .

Th© sh arecro p p ers were v ery  poor but I a p p re c ia te d  what 

my r e la t iv e s  were doing f o r  m©. My a p p e tite  was 日o b ig  I 

wanted d if fe r e n t  kinds of food to  © a t. My cou sin  Aunt T-Bab©
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(w© c a lle d  our cousin s ,iau n t,« and "u n cle 1'/  and T-Bab© was th© 

nickname f o r  R o se tta , Unci© T o t 's  w ife) gave m© pork and beans 

and a cinnamon r o l l  to  e a t ©very day f o r  lunch ./f e n o t  ice d  on© 

day when I was walking down th© s t r e e t  th a t  some people were 

coming out of a b u ild in g  c a rry in g  bags o f  food. I asked th e  

people i f  I could g e t some o f th a t  food. They to ld  m© to  go on 

in  and ask f o r  some. When I got insid© th© b u ild in g  and asked  

f o r  th© food, a lady, who was s i t t i n g  behind a desk, to ld  m© 

to  sig n  some p ap ers . When I signed th© p ap ers, I got th e  food. 

I was so glad  to  g e t th is  food I co u ld n .t w ait to  g©t hom© to

show Aunt T-Bab© and Unci© Tot what X had. When Unci© Tot saw

th© food, h© got v ery  angry a t  me. A pparently, th© b u ild in g  I

went in to  to  g e t th e  food from was th© W elfare O ffic e . Uncle

Tot explained  to  m© I sh o u ld n 't go to  th© W elfare O ffice  to  

g e t food because t M t  food was f o r  people who wer白 out of work 

and d id n 't  have any o th e r  means of su p p o rt. Even though 

I d id n 't  quit© understand what he was ta lk in g  about, I d id n 't  

go th e re  ever ag ain . N e v e rth e le ss , I had b©^n giv^n some 

com m eal, f lo u r , plums and g ra p e fru its *

0 ne ©vening p assin g  th e  dock エ n o tice d  som© men were 

g iv in g  away bananas. Ifeey gave m© some, so エ took them. I 

didn»t know what r e a c tio n  Unci© Tot would have. But he d id n 't  

say  anything to  m© about t h a t . エ j u s t  wanted something  

d if re r e n t  to  ©at f o r  a change.

On© n ig h t Oncl& Tot and h is  s i s t e r  Aunt B ern ice  went to  

a sm all b ar in  th© community. While th ey  were s i t t i n g  a t  th e  

ta b le  a drunk whit© man cam© in  from th© whit© b a r  n ext door
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and put h is  hand on Aunt B e rn ic e 11 s b r e a s t .  As soon as th is  

happened# th e  l ig h t  in  th e  b a r went o u t . Then a shot rang out 

in  th© b a r . Th© w hite man was s h o t . B efore h© died , h© c a lle d  

out th a t  Uiicl© Tot had shot him. 1*his man d id n 't  know who shot 

him. Uncle Tot d id n 't  have h is  gun th a t  n ig h t. But, o f co u rse , 

everyone b e lie v e d  Unci© Tot k i l le d  th is  man. White men on 

h orses rod© a l l  n ight in  th© r u r a l  communities looking f o r  

U ncle T o t , Th© neighbors g ath ered  a l l  t h e i r  ch ild re n  and put 

them in  on© house, u n t i l  morning. This went on f o r  th re e  

weeks. Unci© Tot ©scaped th© r i d e r s 1 hands. H© had hidden out 

in  a church f o r  two weeks. L a te r , w ith th© help of f r ie n d 日， 

he ©scaped to  th© t r a i n  s t a t i o n  and mad© h is  getaway t o  T exas. 

Soon a fte rw a rd , i%unt T-Bab© mov^d to  Evergreen , L o u isian a, and 

took me alo n g , W© went to  l iv e  w ith h er b ro th e r , L a te r , we 

heard th a t  a whit© man did th© k i l l i n g  in  th© b a r th a t  n ig h t.

I s ta r te d  school a g ain  in  E vergreen . I g ot along rm©  

w ith th© o th e r  k id s . On© tim e I was p lay in g  on some th in  ic©  

and f e l l  in to  a h o le . Th© kids had to  p u ll  me o u t , Another 

tim e when my l i t t l e  cou sin  and I went to  a g ro ce ry  s to r e ,  I 

s t o l e  a grape and put i t  in  h is  mouth. When w© got hom©̂  my 

cou sin  to ld  Aunt T-Bab© and sh© gave m© a good spanking*

Aunt T-Bab© decided i t  was tim e f o r  me to  g e t  

b ap tized , so I was b ap tized  in  th© lo c a l  B a p tis t  church on© 

Sunday morning w ith thre© mor© c h ild re n . I remember how th© 

p re a ch e r gave a long sermon over u s , and people b© h o lle rin g  

j u s t  lik© i t  was a f u n e r a l . Then t;ii© o ld  p re a ch e r took m© in  

th e  w ater and I thought he was going to  preach  my fu n e ra l. And
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th a t  w ater was co ld ! People ju s t  h o lle r in g . When th© p reach er  

dipped m© th a t  l a s t  tim e peopl© v?©3r© stand in g a•丄丄 around in  

th© w ater and they s ta r te d  to  sin gin g  "don© got <

remember th a t  good. T̂ hey took us back to  and

d ressed  and fed  u s . I  f e l t  l ik e  エ was some kind of chosen  

p erso n . For a w hile I went to  church ©very Sunday and a ls o  had 

Communion.

At about th© age o f 15, I decided i t  was tim e f o r  m© to  

go out and fin d  work t o  help support m yself. I was s t i l l  a 

young tooy, but p r e t ty  la rg e  f o r  my ag©. I was lucky to  fin d  

work as a houeeboy, working f o r  a German fam ily , although th is  

jo b  d id n 't  tu rn  out to o  w e ll . T!h© s a la ry  was to o  low f o r  a l l  

th© work th a t  was req u ired . S o , ェ 1 ©ft and went to  liv©  w ith  

Aunt T -B ab e's b ro th e r , Dad Jo n es, and h is  fam ily , where I 

worked ©very day in  th© f ie ld s  p ick in g  and chopping c o tto n .  

With th© l i t t l e  moiley I re ce iv e d  I bought some c lo th e s . Dad 

Jones had a la rg e  fam ily , but everyone got to  ©at a cooked 

meal and drink milk ©very morning* H© tr e a te d  m© lik e  one of 

th e  も 一

a boy in  th© neighborhood wanted someone to  work in  h is

paying on© d o l la r  and f i f t y  c e n ts . エ took t h i s  joJo and saved  

©nough money to  hobo to  M elvi丄1©, Louisiana* エ w©nt th e re  

looking f o r  o th e r  r e la t iv e s  and a cousin  named Jo© R eece.

When I caught th© f re ig h t  t r a i n  to  M e lv ille , o th e r  hobos were 

in  th© b o xcar w ith m©. They to ld  m© when th© tim e cam© to
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junp o f f .  With a s u itc a s e  under my arm and a l i t t l e  money in  

my p o ck e t/ ェ f in a l l y  mad© i t  to  M e lv ille ,

M elv il丄© w asn 't no la rg e  town but i t  had s t r e e t s  and a 

t h e a t e r . エ s ta r te d  walking down th e  s t r e e t  ask in g ©veryon© エ 

met whether th ey  knew anyone by th e  name o f Jo© R eece. I 

happened to  see  a lady walking on th© s t r e e t  and I sa id ,

"Lady, can you t© l l  me where Jo© Reece l iv e s ? "  She s a id , 11H© 

l iv e s  out of tow n .111 She to ld  m© how to  g e t to  where h© liv e d , 

then she asked me, "What is  your name? You kin t o  Jo© ?H I 

s a id , HY©日 ， my name is  Le© Brown, 11

Then eh© s ta r te d  mentioning some of th© Brown's names to  

see  i f  I knew any. I recogn ized  some of th e  names she 

mentioned. I t  turned out th i s  lady was my second co u sin . Sh© 

took m© home w ith h e r . I t  bo  happened sh© liv e d  only a sh o rt  

d is ta n c e  from M elvill© . When w© a rr iv e d  a t  h er home, I was 

in trod uced  to  h er hueband# h er daughter and o th e r  r e l a t i v e s . 

Her name was E s th e r ; my o th e r  cousins were J e s s i e  Brown, and 

Henry Brown. I got so e x c i te d  meeting so many r e l a t i v e s .  A fte r  

dinner w© ta lk e d  about o th e r  r e la t iv e s  who liv e d  in  d if fe r e n t  

tow ns. エ d id n 't  know any of th© r e la t iv e s  mentioned, but was 

glad  to  h ear I had a la rg e  fa m ily . When tim e cam© t o  go to  

bed, cou sin  E日th e r  prepared a bed in  th© loack o f th© house.

Sh© to ld  me to  s ta y  as  long as I wanted.

st j hr ::::
out you1r© r e la te d  to  them. That sbowB how th in g 日 can
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happen. I don*t know what you c a l l  i t . I d o n 't  know i f  

was a chosen man o r  what^ but t h a t "s what happened to  me
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LEE BROWN Interview 6/4/98 on Childhood ( C h . 1)

Grandfather was a tall, dark-skinned man with kinda heavy 
shoulders. He was a large fellow. He was a kifid-hearted, easy going 
man. I never did see him angry. He never got in no fights.
Everybody in that little country town liked him. He was always 
helping people, people that had trouble. He carried his money in a 
sack, a white sack. I think my grandmother made it. He would lend 
people money, poor people who needed help. He was always trying 
to do things for people. He liked me a lot, too. I remember he used to 
take me to B-uiikey (sp), another little town and he would buy me 
toys, a little wagon, marbles, spinning tops. I would bring them back 
home and then I would give the kids around there some marbles; I 
would always share with the other kids. He taught me to do that. 
Even the kids I used to play with, the next door neighbors, we never

: i : r  i : : r h n .
train would stop and leave freight, then he would deliver the freight 
to the people at four or five stores. He picked it up in Ms wagon.
Two mules pulled that wagon. That was his business, hauling freight. 
Then he had a buggy what he used to take me round in. It was a 
black bUggy With red SP〇 keS 〇n wheels and a wack , rse.

On the farm he raised chickens and ducks, didn't raise no hogs. He 
had a few horses and a few mules. He used to gather hay from some 
other place to feed his horses. He didn't grow no crops except for a 
little truck patch of vegetables to eat^cabbagef tomatoes, potatoes, 
things like that, and some corn. The farm wasn't no great large one,
but it was large enough for him, for what he was doing. Something 
that he could handle. Sometimes he hired two, three people round 
there to help him. He had a fellow that used to come help him 
named Buster Wells.

My grandmother, who I called Aunt Hannah, I don't remember too 
good. They told she was a Seminole Indian. She was tall. I 
remember Aunt Betsy, who used to be the housekeeper. After 
grandfather died she became mean to me, talk mean and didn’t want 
to feed me. She was kind before he died.

I remember Aunt Pauline who used to live around there with her 
husband, Uncle Bill, She was a kind of Creole and she didn't speak 
English. She wore a red handerchief on her head and had red lips and



wore a long dress. My grandfather and 1 used to pass her on the dirt 
road and she"d say ''Bo" j〇ur,,J and I didn't know what the hell she 
was saying. I'd break and run. I didn't know she was just saying 
good morning to me. Her husband, Bill Rieto, fought in the Civil War, 
and he had a old long gun that I sometimes saw sticking out their 
window when I passed there. He musta fought in the Union Army. I 
know he didn’t fight for the Confederates, staying around my
grandfather, 'cause my grandfather was pretty militant.

In the house grandfather had this long table. I ain't seen no table 
like that in a long time. They would have breakfast at this table. He 
set me at the head of the table and they would say a prayer before 
eating. Now I don*t understand this but in those days they had steak 
for breakfast. I don't know how they did that; maybe they kept it 
smoked or something. I know we ate meat and eggs. I remember we
ate good. I think I had more than any kid around there, good food,
toys. I was tlie only Md living on the farm. It was just me and my 
grandfather and Aunt Hannah before she died and Aunt Betsy.

Like I said, I was bom at the old Charity Hospital in New Orleans, but 
my mother got ill and went to live with my grandfather. When I was
small my mother received some money from my fathers death after 
he stepped on a live wire. She used the money to open a little store. 
Then she got hold to another man for a while, but he slicked her out 
of her money and she lost the store and became mentally disturbed. 
So my grandfather came and got me and took me to live with him at 
the farm. He took good care of me. He used to tell people that he
wanted to give me the best education that money could buy. He paid 
a lot of attnetion to me. When his buggy would roll I'd be in there.
He took me everywhere with Mm, to the stores, to meet white folks, 
to church on Sunday. People look up and say, "There come Uncle Lee, 
big Lee and little Lee.*'

Betsy's cruelty: She would fuss, half feed me. She and her sister 
Aunt Alice lived there and they were both mean. They wasn't 
kicking me or abusing me. Grandfather never did hit me, he never 
laid a hand on me.

Relationship with Grandfather: It seemed like people 1010wed me
through him. We was so close, when they see Mm they see me. I 
remember when they called themselves baptizing me, people be 
hollering just like it was a funeral. The old preacher took me in the 
water and I thought he was going to preach a funeral. People be



standing around like at a funeral. And that water was cold. People 
just hollering. Then when the preacher dipped me that last time 
people were standing all aroun in the water and they started to 
singing "done got over.,# I remember that good. They took me back
to the place and dressed and feed me. I felt life I was some kind of 
chosen person.

Then I had a "parain" (sp?) and a "marain" (sp?) they call it. They 
were like a godfather and godmother. Lank Green and Annie Green.

After my grandfather died and I was staying with Tot Howard, my 
sister used to send me clothes. My half-sister, my father^ daughter,
was living in Alexandria. She heard about and she came to see me. 
She brought me clothes. She used to wear long brown boots and she 
carried a walking cane. Her name was Henrietta, I believe.

Tot Howard lived in the country between LeMoyne and Morrow. 1 
used to go to school in Morrow, then went tp school in LeMoyne. 
[Doesn't remmeber how old when started school.] My teacher was 
Miss Ida Bowers. I remember I had to walk to school with the rest 
of the children [while the white kids rode in school bus.] We walked
on the railroad tracks. We were afraid to walk on the highway 'cause
a man had got runned over. We took 0111 lunch to school. Sometimes
we had potatoes, and sometimes we was eating that damned pork.
We didn't know no better. But we ate good. My Aunt T-Bay made 
that cha cha. They had a good garden. They had potato 〜 (^ ? )
where they put their potatoes and killed their hogs and salted the
meat and smoked the meat and made sausage. ^ould catch
fish and smoke the fish. And Aunt T-Bay would bake^fells. She 
would let the dough set and rise up and then bake it. And then wrap 
it up in a bar. You know that had them big bars on the beds,

uclarify^ I remember we didn't have no ice, so we put our drinks in
in a tub.

I liked to read. We used to read books like Bob and Nancv. and the 
story of the Tar Baby, and "Little Boy Blue Come Blow Your Horn.
The sheep's in the meadow, the cows in the com." Hell, no wonder I 
didn't learn nothing mftieh in sckooi.v

Aunt Bernice was Tot's sister. [ Lee says the Tot and Bernice and T- 
Babe were really his cousins, "but we was trained to called them 
aunts and uncles." They had children and I was like one of their 
children.]



I was looking for my cousin, Joe Reece. Melville wasn't no large town 
but it had streets and a theater. I happened to see a lady walking on 
the street and I said "Lady, can you tell me where Joe Reece live?"
She said, "He lives out of town.,# She told me how to get to where lie 
lived, then she asked me "What is your name? You kin to Joe?" I 
said, "'Yes, my name is Lee Brown.'*

That goes to show how people walking on the street and you just 
stop a particular person, and it turns out you"re related to them.
That shows how things can happen. I don't know what you call it. I 
don1! know it I was a chosen man or what, but that"s what happen to 
m e .

Concerning his grandfather's farm; "The main house and the land are 
still there. My cousin tried to sell it, but they told him in Opelussas 
that it belonged to me, but it was never turned over to me. I don't 
know who is paying the taxes on it. One of these times Fm going to 
have go down there and see what happened."

Concerning white man who got shot in bar: ''There was a white bar 
in the same building. A white man came over to the black people's 
bar after he got his head bad广



Chapter 1/Childhood
TVrin芦̂ 〇r>k rpp to live with my grandfather when I wasfive years old. Grandfather owned a in 任€>t，Louisiana. He raised cattle, chickens and te g s . Grandfather was well

M 。いknown， loved and respected by everyone who lived in Louisiana. His name was Lee Brown，Senior. Everyone called him Uncle Lee Brown. When I was bom in the Charity Hospital in New Orleans, Louisiam^, May 2 8 ,1 9 2 1 , I had been named after him, Lee
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Chapter 1 /Childhood
mp to live with my grandfather when I wasfive \ ears old. Grandfather owned a farm^〇teiai^a<aE£S inLouisiana. He raised cattle, chickens and te g s . Grandfather was well

yU〇w - ^known， loved and respected by everyone who lived in Ma^rert， Louisiana. His name was Lee Brown，Senior. Everyone called him Uncle Lee Brown. When I was bom in the Charity Hospital in New Orleans, Louisiana, May 2 8 , 1 9 2 1 , I had been named after him, LeeBro'vn， ボャGrandfather^ farm was su'tnjge he had to hire men to help with the work around the farm. Some of the happiest moments that I can remember were when I would sit up front alongside my grandfather in his buggy cind ride fast across those rugged dirt roads. I went every where with my grandfather. I went to church every Sunday with him. Some Sundays we would go to the church and take food and stay all day talking with the neighbors and exchanging food.Grandfather was a solid， strong man. He would stand with me by hisside looking over his land, and say to me, MAs far as your eyes can see—one day this land will be yours.,f I looked up to him for guidance, wisdom and knowledge,
丁o me there was no wiser or beloved a m an than my grandfather. Grandfather taught me to share with others who were less fortunate.«I shared my toys or whatever he gave me w ith my friends.
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We lived among hardworking formers who were very poor. Grandfather delivered freight. He met the train for supplies, and then delivered the goods back to different stores,I sincerely loved my grandfather, and he loved me. Every morning vve had our breakfast on a long diningroom table: my grandfather sat at one end and I sat at the other end. Li\ing on the farm, listening to different farm sounds, were my happiest moments.My grandfather had three sons: Bab, Bud and Bruce Brown. Bruce Brown was my father. My father was a light-complexioned man and ver\r tall, at 6 feet, 7 inches. He wore size 14 shoes. My father was killed when I was very young. On his way to work one morning he stepped on a. live electric wire that had fallen down on the ground during the night after a terrible thunderstorm . He was killed instantly. I didn’t really get to know my father. Little do I know about him, except what I was told.We lived in the countryside where people were very friendly, and concerned about each other. Neighbors would come to my grandfather’s home every night and they would discuss issues such as fanning, church affairs, money problems and health. Listening to these old people taught me a lot about life and how to make a living for myself, and especially respect for others.One morning my mother came to the farm to take me away from my grandfather. When we arrived at the hotel where she was staying, I cried,̂  and made such a fuss all night that she was asked by a lady if I were really her son. This lady thought my mother had stolen me. The ver>7 next morning my mother took me back to the
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farm. My mot±Ler was born in Boton, Mississippi. Her name was Janie Davis. My grandm other’s name was Hannah. She was a Seminole Indian who came from Florida. She lived on the farm  with my grandfather and I. Aunt Hannah didn’t talk very much to anyone but even one loved her. Her long black hair hung to her waist. Aunt Hannah was a kind lady. Grandfather didn^ believe in banks. He would let his neighbor (one that he trusted) keep his money in an old sack until he got ready to use it.One day some neighbor’s children and I were playing in my \ ard when suddenly I heard someone scream. Grandfather came out of the bam  bent over， blood running down his leg. He cut his leg while working in the bcim. Aunt Hannah came out of the house, and helped him get into bed. Aunt Hannah doctored his leg day and night. Hospitals were miles away. Grandfather didn’t realize 110w seriously he was hurt. Months passed; his leg got worse, and he still wasn't seen by a physician. Things vveren^ the same on the farm  anymore. The neighbors would leave the house with worried looks on their faces. I soon realized my grandfather’s leg wouldn’t heal, and it kept getting worse. In the meantime, Aunt Hannah had taken ill and soon died. My grandfather hired a housekeeper to teike care of us. Later he married her. The housekeeper's name was Betsy. I called her "Aunt Betsy,f. little  <̂ id I know at that time what heartbreak Aunt Betsy would bring to me. It wasn’t long after my grandfather died. One night Aunt Betsy woke me up and told me my grandfather had died. I remember hanging onto his neck and screaming. The people that
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were in the room at that time had to pull me aw^y from  him. My grandfather was such a kind man. Even one, Black and white, liked him. My grandfather was given an Odd Fellows burial. This was the name of a secret order organization. The men who attended the funeral wore white gloves, and also carried svvords^-a symbol of the organization, All the women wore white. I also was dressed in white.I was so hurt, and feelings o f loneliness and emptiness filled my he^art, since he had been the most important person in my life.The death of my grandfather was the turning point of my life. I remained with Aunt Betsy on the farm. She was a cruel woman with little education or knowledge. I never knew anyone could be so cruel £ind selfish. We never had much contact with each other, either before or ĉ ifter grandfather^ death. She was never pleased with me or anything I tried to do.One evening some men came to the farm. Aunt Betsy had a long conversation with them. Later I found out Aunt Betsy was giving all my grandfather^ tools away.Weeks later a man whose name was Buster^came to live with us on the farm; he also brought a wife. Aunt Betsy gave Buster fifty head of cattle to sell for her. Weeks passed. She was waiting for him to bring the money back, but Buster never came back to the farm. The only news she heard about him was that he had died. Later Buster's wife left the f^rm. In addition, since Aunt Betsy had no education, men would count her money and shortchange her all the time. Finally all her money was stolen by these people she had trusted.
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The remainder of the inheritance grandfather left her was gradually given to her sisters and brothers. But my grandfather left all his land to met When Aunt Betsy d id n ft have anything else to sell or give avvav\ she tried to sell my land. But little did she know my grandfather held fixed it so no one could sell it. Finally, Aunt Betsy went to a court in 含ptfl知Ts瓦一.Louisiana to try to get my land. But the judge told Aunt Betsy that all the land belonged to me, and the land couldn’t be sold.My land couldn’t be sold until I reached the age of twenty-one: by that time I would be old enough to decide (legally) whcit I wanted to do with the land. When Aunt Betsy came from court she was frustrated with me. She went around the farm with frowns all over her face. Then she really started mistreating me. The little food she gave me to eat wasn’t served on the long dining room table I was so accustom ed to eating upon. A ll my toys and clothes disappeared. I never knew whether she gave them away or burned them up. I wasn't stirprised anymore over any stupid tiling she did. 
丁]lere were times when I would walk around crying and longing for my grandfather. She would often beat me for no reason. My grandfather's friends stopped coming to the farm. They didn’t have anything to do with such a woman.Eveiything that my grandfather had o f value was sold or given away. Then Aunt Betsy brought her sister to the feirm to live with us. Her sister was a mean old woman just like her. Neither of them had any consideration for me or any one else.Later Aunt Betsy sent me to live with her brother. He was very friendly towards me: moreso than his sister. But my visit was cut

t b u )  d U
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short. Aunt Betsy came and took me back to the fcirm. With little food to eat and the mistreatment of these old ladies, word began to spread throughout Marrot， Louisiana about the way they were treating me.One night in 1927, we had a bad rainstorm . High water was even where. All the homes were flooded out with water. People, Black and white, received lots of assistance from the Red Cross. Whenthe water kept getting higher， some soldiers came and took everyone to Ccimp BurgiSard. We stayed there three days. When the water wentdown, we went back to our homes; we weresoldiers. On our wav back home from Camp 蘇  we saw deadcattle all along the roads， and in people’s yards， and scattered aroundtheir farm houses. It took weeks before all the dead cattle wereburned.Things began to shape up for me. F i n a l^ e v ^ ^ c h e dcousins who lived in a countryside Lamefid and N ferot；
，厂Louisiana. My cousin was named Tot Howard and his wife RosettaHoward. Tot Howard came to the farm and took me away from Aunt Betsy and her sister and he took me to live with him and his wife. (Atthis time, I found out Aunt Betsy didn't want me to leave the farm. She intended to have me stay until I reached the age of twenty-one, so she could try to influence me to sign my land over to her.) Tot Howard and his wife were very poor people, but they tried to do all they could for me.Tot wanted me in school.I had never attended school before. I was ver\r excited about the idea of going to school with kids my own age•丁 his was the beginning of a new experience for me.

C h  1 / rh ild h o rvi Paap fS



All the children in this small community went to the same school. Most of the children were from the the families of the Howard people around the same plantation. I went to school three months out of a year. We didn^ learn too much in that small length o f time. Yet this was quite some experience to look forward to. A ll o f these Black families were sharecroppers. Mrs. Ida, our teacher, respectable as she
/iswas, taught one hundred diildren, which included all primary grades up to the fifth grade. When I became older I was transferred to another school in Louisiana. This school was about six milesavvav. I walked the sl\  miles every dew, in cold weather and in rain. School buses weren’t available for Black children. Cfem iァ，t e n ， I realized for the first time I was living in an evil Jim  Crow, discriminatory， and racist society. School buses were available only for white children. For this reason, I had to learn what was behindthese problems that existed for Black people.I learned how to read remarkably well. Then reading books became ver\r interesting and enjoyable. M ter the three months o f school were over, I vent back to help my cousins. When we weren’t farm ing, vve chopped wood for some white peopled homes. The money from chopping wood helped out in the winter months. One thing I couldn^ understand was why my cousin didn^ chop wood for us and prepare for winter. Instead we would wait until it got realcold， then we \Y〇uld gather wood every day for the fireplace. I didn’t complain about anything that was done around the place.Sometimes when the neignbors were out of food, a lady namedJew

二
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uould let Black people nave credit and tell them to pay wheneverthey got some money.The sharecroppers were very poor but I appreciated what my relatives were doing for me. My appetite was so big I wanted different kinds of food to eeit. My cousin Aunt T-Bay gave me pork and beeins and a cinnamon roll to eax every day for lunch. I noticed one day when I was walking down the street that some people were coming out of a building camming bags o f food. I asked the people if Icould get some of that food. They told me to go on in and ask for some. When I got inside the building and asked for the food, a lady, who was sitting behind a desk, told me to sign some papers. When I signed the papers, I got the food. I was so glad to get this food I couldnft wait to get home to show Aunt T-Bay and Uncle Tot what I had. When Uncle Tot saw the food， he got very angry at me.Apparently, the building I went into to get the food from was the W elfare Office. Uncle Tot explained to me I shouldn’t go to the Welfare Office to get food because that food was for people who wereout of work and didn't ha\̂ e any other means of support. Even though I didn’t quite understand what he was talking about, I didn’t go there ever again. Nevertheless, I had been given some cornmeal, flour, plums and grapefruits.One evening passing the dock I noticed some men were gi\1ng away bananas. They gave me some， so I took them. I didn’t knowwhat reaction I^ncle 丁ot would have. But he didn’t say anything to me about that. I just wanted some^hgig different to eat for a change.
j\  \ CV/̂ ),Av-Aunt Bernice went to a small bar inOne night Uncle Tot•ot a念the community. While they were sitting at the table a white man put
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his hand on Aunt Bernice^ breast. As soon as this was done, the lightin the bar went out. Then a shot rang out in the bcir. The white manwas shot. Before he died， he called out that Uncle Tot had shot him. This man didn’t know who shot him. Uncle Tot didn’t have his gun that niglit. But， of course， everyone believed Uncle Tot killed this man.From then on, white men rode horses all night in the rural communities looking for Uncle Tot. At night the neighbors gatheredall their children and put them in one house, until morning. This wenton for three weeks. Uncle Tot escaped the riders' hands. Uncle Tot hadhidden out in a church for two weeks. Later, with the help of friends,he escaped to the train station and made his getaway to Texas. Soon afterward, Aunt T-Bay moved to Evergreen, Louisiana, cind took me along. We went to live with her brother. Later, we heard a white man did the killing in the bar that night.I started school again in Evergreen. I got along fine with the other kids. One time I was playing on some thin ice and fell into a hole. The kids had to pull me out. M other time when my little cousin and I went to a grocer\T store, I stole a grape and put it in his mouth. When we got home, my cousin told Aunt T-Bay and she gave me a good spanking.Aunt T-Bay decided it was time for me to get baptized, so I was baptized, in the local Baptist church one Sunday morning with three more children. I won^ forget now the preacher gave a long sermon over 14s, as if he were at a funeral. After the baptism the three other children and I changed our clothes in one of the membershouses. From then on I went to church Communion.
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At about the age of I decided it was time for me to go out and find work to help support myself. I was still a young boy， but quite large for my age. I was lucky to find work as a houseboy, working for a German family， although this job didn’t turn out well. The salary was too low for all the t was reauirgd. So, I left
even7 day in the fields picking and chopping cotton. With the littlemoney I received I bought some clothes. Dad ?vard had a large fam ily. Ever>rone had to eat a cooked meal and drink m ilk every morning. He treated me as one of the fam ily.The field hands1 days off were on Saturdays. One morning a boy in the neighborhood wanted someone to work in his place, selling meat door-to-door on Saturdays. The job was paying one dollar and fift>r cf nts, I took this job and saved enough money to hobo to M elvA, Louisiana. I went looking for other relatives and a cousin named Joe R ee^ . When I caught the freight train to Melvin, other hobos were in the boxcar with me. They told me when the time came to jump off.Suitcase under my arm, little money in my pocket, I finally made it to Melvin, Louisiana. I started w alking down the street asking everyone I met whether they knew i^nvone by the name of Joe Reeve I ran into one lady who knew him . She asked me what my name was. I told her Lee Brown. Then she started mentioning some of the Brownfs n^mes to see if I knew any. I recognized some of the names she mentioned. It turned out this lady was my second cousin. She took me home with her. It so happened she lived only a short distance from M elv in  ㉚ hen we arrived at her hom e, I was

cind went to live with Dad Hovvax: s family, where I worked
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introduced to her husband, daughter and other relatives. My cousin^ name was Esther; my other coipins were Jessie Brown， and Henry Brown八J  got so excited meeting so many relatives. After dinner we talked about other relatives who lived in different cities. I didnft know any of the relatives mentioned, but was glad to hear I had a large family. When time came to go to bed, cousin Esther prepared a bed in the back of the hotise. She told me to stay as long as I wanted.
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