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The Widow 
We read in the bible of the sufferings of Jobe, but how about 

the sufferings of poor widows, with their husbands taken from them 
by Death and left with but little or no means of support? With 
children to care for and their deplorable condition often taken 
advantage of by human vultures and money sharks, whose conduct 
in robbing helpless women is most incredible. 

How many men are there who would be willing to endure suf­
fering and hardships that many a poor widow goes through, in order 
to keep her children with her and provide for them a home? 

After the death of her husband her life was a long hard struggle. 
She could have relinquished her life of toils and struggle with 
Poverty for one of ease and comfort, with second marriage, for she 
had several offers by wealthy men. But she refused to do so, and 
had the gold pen of "Dear Old Ben," made into a ring which she 
gave to her daughter to keep in remembrance of her father. Such 
pluck, courage and perseverance, as was displayed at times by her, 
was entirely out of the ordinary. 
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She was determined that her children should be well educated 
and we recall at one time, when her son had secured employment at 
a factory, that as soon as a term of school opened, she took him from 
his work and sent him to school, in the face of not knowing 
how the family would be supported during the winter, and it was 
indeed a hard winter. 

When her husband died her outlook on life was certainly dis­
couraging with but little means on hand with which to combat the 
difficulties before her. There were her two small children, one 
seven and one four to care for, to provide a home for them and bring 
them up in the way they should go, and give them a good education, 
all of which she accomplished. Her own education, however, 
stood her in good stead as it enabled her to obtain a position 
in the public school of Onarga, Ill. But she at first was disappointed, 
as there was no vacancy until nearly a year after her arrival. With­
out this employment her difficulties in sustaining herself can well 
be imagined. Then when she had a position was it an easy task for 
her to teach school, maintain a home and take care of those two 
children? No wonder she cried at times, overcome with discourage­
ment and grief. One winter she was obliged to teach in a country 
school, a mile and half from town and she walked every day to her 
school and back to her little cottage home. "Kate" certainly did 
have serious conditions to contend against. 

In a sketch of her husband's life his widow has written "Although 
Mr. Hanby withdrew as a minister of the United Brethren Church, 
he remained true to the church and never joined any other. In ap­
pearance he was slender, medium height, had dark complexion, dark 
curly hair and beautiful dark eyes. He was cheerful. No dark side 
of life for him. Fond of jokes, a fine story teller and a brilliant con­
versationalist. He was a kind helpful husband and fond of his 
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children. Since my husband's death there has been a good many 
sketches of his life, many of them dreadfully perverted. I have 
never yet read an article of his life that was free from error. Dear 
Old Ben, if he can have any knowledge of what is going on here, 
I imagine he has had several good laughs at the way things get 
mixed up concerning him. 

It has been frequently stated that my husband was unsuccessful 
in any of his musical composition, with the exception of Darling 
Nelly Gray and made no money out of his work. I have been sur­
prised at this and in justice to him and to give further information in 
regard to his success I submit the following. 

His music brought good returns, and some of his songs are still 
sung and with but little exception, all that produced was very popu­
lar. For instance, "Old Shady," which as a character song was un­
excelled in its day. It took the first place in singing by the contra­
band negroes at Vicksburg in 1863 and some concert singers made 
themselves famous by their excellent rendering of this song. It 
was a great favorite with many of the soldiers, especially General 
Sherman, who never grew weary of hearing it sung by some of the 
darkies on account of the natural way in which they would get off 
the laugh, and personate the darkey character of the music. 

Among those who became distinguished for their singing of 
this composition was Mr. John M . Hubbard of the Chicago postofficc. 
He made great hits in his rendering of Old Shady, especially at old 
soldiers reunions and at conventions. In reply to a letter written 
to him, inquiring if he could make a record of it he wrote. 

"I have not made a record of Old Shady though quite a number 
have requested it, and I wil l try to do so. It is true that I have 
sung the song for many years and before a great many audiences, 
and it has never failed to find its welcome. I did not see the article 
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in the Tribune stating Mr. Hanby did not succeed in writing any 
other song besides Darling Nelly Gray that made a hit, or I would 
have called attention of the paper to its error. It is a character 
song and very different from Nelly Gray. Everybody can sing 
Nelly Gray, but only a few can give, Old Shady the natural right 
way." 

Yours truly, 
John M . Hubbard. 

(He died before the record was made.) 
The last time he sang in public was in November, 1913. The 

occasion was the fiftieth anniversary of the Gettysburg speech. A 
write up of the occurence stated, "Mr. Hubbard's eyesight is failing, 
but his voice thrilled his hearers. Just as it did years ago when he 
sang Old Shady with the Lombards. 

It was a most popular song with Minstrel Troops and concert 
entertainers, and when sung right, it never failed to bring applause. 
Like Nelly Gray, it was sung on both sides of the Atlantic and was 
very popular in London. 

A letter received concerning this song is one from Dr. F. E. 
Claugh, Supt. of the homestead hospital in South Dakota. He wrote, 
"I thought it might never have been brought to your notice that in 
the campaign for congressman in South Dakota in 1890 W. V. Lucas, 
commander of the Soldiers Home, was dubbed Old Shady because 
of his frequent and effective rendering of this song. He successfully 
carried on his campaign for congress and represented our state in 
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Washington for four years and never during his political life was an 
opportunity overlooked of calling him up to sing Old Shady. 

We have also the following letter from J. E. Jones, Pres. of 
the U. S. Press Association at Washington, D. C , dated Jan. 10th, 
1927, he states: 

"Did you ever know that George Wisewell formerly U . S. 
Marshall in Wisconsin had a national reputation for singing Old 
Shady? I remember in 1890 when I was delegate to the Republican 
State Convention, in Wisconsin, the feeling ran high because of the 
La Follette controversy. It seemed that something must snap. A 
delegate arose and shouted, "Old Shady!" It was known what that 
meant, and Mr. Wisewell sang Old Shady. It put everybody in 
good humor and it was noticeable that there was a better feeling in 
the convention after that. 

In a write up of a political meeting when Fifer was a candidate 
for Governor of Ill., it stated: "Mr. Fifer when he took his seat on 
the platform looked tired. He was evidently worn with his cam­
paign work. But he brightened when the Chicago Glee Club sang: 

Yah, Yah, Yah, Come laugh wid me, 
De white folks say Old Shady am free, 
I' spect de year of ju-be-lee 
Am a coming, am a coming 
Hail mighty day! 

Chorus 
Den away, den away I can't stay here no longer, 
Den away, den away, for I am agoin home. 

How the colored gentlemen in the audience did laugh and grin. 
One sable patriot in the gallery could scarcely contain himself and 
the tears rolled down his eyes as the singers sang: 

Good-bye Mass Jeff; good-bye Mass Stephens, 
'Scuse dis nigger for taking his leavins, 
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I 'spect by and by you'll see Uncle Abraham 
A coming, a coming; Hail mighty day! 

The audience caught the ring of the music; private Joe's tired 
face relaxed into a long cheery smile and he was quite another 
looking man by the time the glee club were rendering the last verse: 

Get up Old Sambo and blow your horn! 
Don't you see that dust rising out of de corn? 
That's Private Joe Fifer, sure's you'r born! 

Cheers by the men and women and a deafening blast from the 
tin horn brigade greeted the close of the music. 

In a letter from General Sherman he stated, "I do believe that 
since the Prophet Jeremiah bade the Jews "to sing with gladness for 
Jacob and shout among the chiefs of the nation" because of their 
deliverance from the house of bondage that no truer or purer 
thought ever ascended from the lips of man than did that at Vicks­
burg in the summer of 1863, when the darkies sang for us in a voice 
of pure melody their song of Old Shady as a deliverance from the 
bonds of slavery. 

"Good-bye, Mass' Jeff, good-bye, Mass' Stephens" was a good 
expression of the faithful family servant, who although he liked this 
white folks, yearned for his freedom. Tens of thousands of slaves 
escaped from bondage to freedom in the days of our national struggle. 
More than 2,000,000 slaves were practically freed before Mr. L in ­
coln's Proclamation. 

I saw the whole process of emancipation from beginning to the 
end, I have attended the auction of slaves in the rotunda of the St. 
Louis Hotel, New Orleans, of which Col. Mudge of Ill., was the 
proprietor and land lord. I have seen old men, women and chil­
dren put up at auction and sold like animals. The father to one, 
the children to another, the mother to a third and so on. I have 
seen young girls in new calico dresses inspected by men buyers, as 
critically as would be a horse, for a wench of handsome form and 
figure, by men of respectable standing." 
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Our song writer wrote three songs that were very appropriate 
for the conditions of the times when issued. First song, Darling 
Nelly Gray came when slavery was in its flower and promoted sym­
pathy for the slaves, Second, Old Shady came forth when a large 
number of the slaves were securing their freedom through the union 
army and encouraged them to make their escape. The song in a 
very short time became known all over the south as the "Contraband 
Song", and was sung by the slaves everywhere. Third, at the close 
of the war the former slaves were encouraged to go back to work in 
the fields of cotton and the corn, through the song, Now Den, Now 
Den, which was popular with the negros when they went back to 
the plantation. The words of the song are as follows: 

NOW DEN! NOW DEN! 

Now den! Now den! into the cotton, darkies. 
Plow in de cane till ye reach de bery bottom, darkies. 
Ho we go for de rice swamp low. 
Hurrah for de land of canaan. 
Oh happy day the darkies say, 
For at last we've found our canaan. 
Old Jordan's flood ran red with blood. 
But we marched right ober into canaan. 
No driver's horn calls de slave at morn, 
Jordan swamped him crossing into canaan. 
But at break ob day we've away, we've away. 
For to til l the fertile fields ob canaan. 
Come, ye runaways back, dat underground track 
Couldn't neber, lead you into canaan 
Here your fathers sleep, here your loved ones weep, 
O come home to de happy land ob canaan. 

This song has been sung by the negroes long after the war, and 
in some parts of the south the negroes as they work on the planta­
tion can be heard singing to this day "Now Den, Now Den, Into the 
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cotton darkies. Plow in de cane till you reach de bery bottom, 
darkies." While with Root and Cady at Chicago, Mr. Hanby wrote 
some sixty songs and hymns. One of the hymns, "Who is He," is 
published in the English hymnal used in London." 

"Kate" could have had help from her family and friends, and 
at first she was assisted by them when she came from Chicago to 
live in her Westerville home. Here where she had spent her school 
days and where there still lived, her father and mother and her 
husband's family. She was among friends and relatives who gladly 
rendered her assistance. But finding that she could not make a living 
with the millinery business, which she tried, she made up her mind 
to accept an invitation from an old school mate at Onarga, Illinois, 
a little pioneer village some 80 miles south of Chicago, and where 
she might teach school, this however was uncertain. It was astonish­
ing that she would make such a decision, for she was of a timid na­
ture and certainly not one that would be expected to go on an adven­
ture of that kind. Her husband once offered her a dollar if she 
would go into the hall and yell. She went, but the noise she made 
sounded like a little squeak of a mouse. What a struggle it must 
have been for her to leave her home and go to a little village in 
Ill., sight unseen. But the venture turned out as she wished, for 
in time she became one of the teachers, but, as stated, there was no 
vacancy for her until nearly a year after her arrival. The husband 
of her school mate offered her a lease of an acre of strawberry plants 
on very reasonable terms, which she accepted, but in order to make 
the payment she was obliged to part with her husband's gold watch. 
The investment got her money back, but with no profit. When the 
season came to gather the fruit, her boy was quite industrious among 
the pickers, but when he came to make his report, he did not have 
but one or two in his box, hulled and unfit for shipment, while his 
face looked as though he had eaten several quarts. Oh the trouble 
of those children! 
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HELPING MOTHER PICK STRAWBERRIES 

In a letter she wrote, she stated, "I supported and educated my 
two children until they were ready to take up life's battle for them­
selves. During the summer vacations the children helped when 
they were old enough. In all I taught 13 years and a half, eleven 
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of them at Onarga, and one year I was Preceptris of the college at 
Westerville, besides engaged in other occupations for a lively hood. 
How I worked. I could not be alive had my constitution not been 
an iron one. After going through several years of trying work at 
Onarga, and struggling through the hardships of extreme poverty, 
she finally was enabled to live in a comfortable cottage with an acre 
of ground, which a relative bought and gave her the use of it free 
of rent. This kindness was extended to her by an uncle by mar­
riage, Randolf Hibbard, who married a sister of Bishop Hanby's 
wife. In addition to this she was left three acres of ground by her 
father, Isaac Winter. 

The home was well cared for and supplied with the following 
literature: St. Nicholas, Youth's Companion, Harper's magazine and 
the town paper. Now and then there occurred pleasant gatherings 
of young people, and in the summer we were busy raising strawber­
ries and fruit which we shipped to Chicago, where a market brought 
a good price. We all went to school, mother teaching and her chil­
dren as students. 

Now although mother was very brave in meeting discouraging 
circumstances, she did not care to have negotiations with burglars at 
night, as was demonstrated on a particular occasion, when she was 
frightened by an intruder. At that time I was a lad of fifteen. 
My mother woke me up and said that there was a man trying to 
get into the house. She could hear him walking about. I listened 
and sure enough I could hear the steps of some one on the north 
side of the house. Now while I am supposed to be "unafraid", I 
was scared that time, and was not anxious to have an interview with 
the robber. However I decided to get help and go into the combat. 
Putting on my clothes, I peeped out of the south door, and there 
being no one in sight, I rushed across the street to a neighbor, and 


