Susie King Taylor  Reminiscences of My Life in Camp  1902
Chapter IV  Camp Sexton—Proclamation and Barbecue, 1863


On the first of January, 1863, we held services for the purpose of listening to the reading of President Lincoln’s proclamation by Dr. W.H. Brisbane, and the presentation of two beautiful stands of colors, one from a lady in Connecticut, and the other from Rev. Mr. Cheever.  The presentation speech was made by Chaplain French.  It was a glorious day for us all, and we enjoyed every minute of it, and as a fitting close and the crowning event of this occasion we had a grand barbecue.  A number of oxen were roasted whole, and we had a fine feast.  Although not served as tastily or correctly as it would have been at home, yet it was enjoyed with keen appetites and relish.  The soldiers had a good time.  They sang or shouted “Hurrah!” all through the camp, and seemed overflowing with fun and frolic until taps were sounded, when many, no doubt, dreamt of this memorable day.  

Chapter XIII  Thoughts on Present Conditions  [1902]


Living here in Boston where the black man is given equal justice, I must say a word on the general treatment of my race, both in the North and South, in this twentieth century.  I wonder if our white fellow men realize the true sense of meaning of brotherhood.  For two hundred years we had toiled for them; the war of 1861 cmae and was ended, and we thought our race was forever freed from bondage, and that the two races could live in unity with each other, but when we read almost every day of what is being done to my race by some whites in the South, I sometimes ask, “Was the war in vain?  Has it brought freedom, in the full sense of the word, or has it not made our condition more hopeless?


In this “land of the free” we are burned, tortured, and denied a fair trail, murdered for any imaginary wrong conceived in the brain of the negro-hating white man.  There is no redress for us from a government which promised to protect all under its flag.  It seems a mystery to me.  They say, “One flag, one nation, one country indivisible.”  Is this true?  Can we say this truthfully, when one race is allowed to burn, hang, and inflict  the most horrible torture weekly, monthly, on another?  No, we cannot sing, “My country, ‘t is of thee, Swwet land of Liberty”!  It is hollow mockery.

