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' MRS. ROSA LEE INGRAM

Tells Her Own Story

‘ By MRS. ROSA LEE INGRAM
(As told to Robert M. Ratcliffe, Courier News Editor)

. MACON. Ga.—"Me and the boys are doing
since 1 have been in jail . . . I was treated
. ., 1 8nd the boys are treated better here than in any
jail we have been. The iailer and hir wife ia an nire

“I have been in six jai
all right. Jmls‘ ;
I've been taken care of here
and this is the best one. -
When I was in the Ameri-
cus, Ga. jail, the white men
would not let my children
come up there and talk
with me . . The white
people hurt my heart so
bad.

"It made my heart hurt
so bad to see how I was
treated in Georgia. 1 have
a plenty to eat every day in
Macon? 1. had plenty of
clothes given to me in Al-
bany. Ga.. but the jailer in
Ellzville would not give them to me.
three dresses.

Mrs. Rosa Ingram

I didn’t get but.
] I asked him to let me carry my clothes
“}-]nh me and he told me that I was not going to take
them.

“T have not been treated right. no way. The white

men know more about the thing than me . . . I was
the one the white man was talking to. Looks like I
ought to know what it was about.

“Me and this man had some words. "It was about
giving him a date. 1 told him that 1 was net that kind
of a woman. He told me that I would not live hard
any more if I would do like he said, but 1 did not do
what he wanted me to do. -

*Me and my children was getting along all right until
he started at me. He could not make me go his way. and
he was mad. The last time he tried to make me go his
wayv. I cursed him and then he called me evervthing be-
cause I would not do what he wanted me to do.

“And that is just what it is about—me not having
kim. 1 did not want him and I did not have him. I hate
that it happened like it did. but I could not help it.

“*This white man was hiding in my cotton field. I
did not see him °til he spoke to me. I was going back to
nmy field to pull corn . . . but he would not let me go
back. He threw his gun on me and I could not do anyv-
tiing but stand.there. He hit me with his gun. I could
rot lift anything with my hand for two weeks and my
head worried me for two months. C

*If it had not been for my son this man would have
killed me. My son begged him to let me alone. and the
boy picked up the man's gun and hit him. When my
~on hit him, the man was still holding to me. He would
not turn me joose until my son hit him again . . | and
then he fell down across the road.

“Mr. Stratforg did not die in a pretty good way. but
he died from the gtn that he hit me with. It was his own

gun.

"1 was trving (o do my own work. but I could Ret © was hard on me with them.”

fine, but I want all of my friends to know just how I have been treated
so nice in Albanv. Ga.. and T am haino trostad fina hara in Manan M

do it for that white man. He caused me to lvave my

children. -
I hate it so bad. I do not know what to do.
my heart so to be away from my little children.
“I hope that you all will make a way for me to live
with my children again. They do not have a father and
it looks like they don’t have a mother. So help me,
please, to get with my children again . . . 1 am afraid
for them to stay down there.
“This jail here in Macon is the best I've been in.
have a good bed. tut it does little good because it is hard
for me to sleep.
“I didn't make a pennyv out of the farm. I had to
make my children work out all the time so I could buy
food for them to eat. I had ten children to feed . . . It

It ©urts
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