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[p. 105]  “BERNICE JACKSON ANDERSON HILTON.  I was born on July 25, 1928 in Christiana, Delaware.  My father was Reverend Milton W. Jackson.  He stated pasturing at Christiana, Mt. Pleasant United Methodist Church.  He was later transferred to the UAME Conference and he served in Ironhill, Delaware, Kennett Square, Pennsylvania, Avondale, Newark, and various other churches in the UAME Conference.  My mother was Helen Elizabeth Hall Jackson and she was a housewife.


  I had seven brothers and six sisters.  Of course, we weren’t all there at the same time because there was a two-year age difference in all of us.  But there were about eight of us at home at all times.  And we had to go to church every Sunday.  Well, I especially loved Children’s Day because we would always get a new  white dress and patent shoes and we had to say our recitations.


Well, there was a family of Browns – three brothers.  And hence the road where we lived was called Brown’s Lane.   One of the daughters, Mrs. Alethea Galton, was my Sunday school teacher.  T was a nice quiet little town.  Where I lived it was an all black community.  We loved each other and everyone looked out for everyone else.  When we went down to the main corners, which were mostly white people, we were treated with respect.  We never had any trouble because back there then I guess we stayed in our places.  They thought we should, so we never had any trouble with the white community.


I went to a little one-room school, Christiana 111 C – the “C” stood for colored.  Our first teacher was Mrs. Thelma Brown.  She taught there for one year and then she moved somewhere else.  And then there was a lady named Dorothy Lewis and she came from Lewis, Delaware.  She married a man named Bobbie Saunders.  So she was Mrs. Dorothy Saunders and she was there until we graduated in the sixth grade and went on to Howard.  Oh, I forgot, I did have another teacher, a Mrs. Spence.  Her father [106] was Reverend O. H. Spence and she taught for one year and retired because we worried her to death I guess.


Well, I remember one time we had a big rain, and they were putting a basement under the Mt. Pleasant Church.  IT rained a lot.  We were going by and we looked in there and saw all of this water.  So we decided to go swimmimng under the church.  So we took off of our clothes and went swimmimng without any clothes on under the church.  A man named Henry Blake came by and saw us in there and called out “I’m going to tell your mother.”  Well, by the time my other got to the corner I had my clothes on and ran around the corner.  She didn’t catch me until I got back home.


We had horses and when my father would go out, we would steal the horses and ride bareback.  We had a horse named Dexter who was very mean.  He was white – a beautiful white horse.  If you ever got on Dexter’s back, you just had to hang on for dear life because he would run, run, run, run,  until he got tired and then he would come home and stop abruptly and throw you off his back.


There was always something to do because my father had a little truck farm.  So we had bug potatoes, and help drop potatoes and pick beans and work the garden.  Then he would go to the market, and sell the things.  And every now and then he would let one of us accompany him to the market, which was always fun.  At first it used to be on King Street in Wilmington.  Then they moved the farmers out to Madison Street in Wilmington and that’s where the farmers were when he retired from going to the market.  We had chickens and pigs, one cow, two or three horses.  We never had any sheep, but we did have lots of pigs, a cow, horses, and chickens.  WE would get fresh eggs every day.  My mother would milk the cow, and we would churn the butter.  When they killed the pigs we would always have a good meal all winter long.”
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Rev. Milton W. Jackson, former pastor of the

Mt. Pleasant United Methodist Church
         
