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The Murder of John Walthall
TESTIMONY TO THE JOINT SELECT COMMITTEE

Maria Carter

ATLANTA, GEORGIA, October 21, 1871.
MARIA CARTER (colored) sworn and examined.

By the CHAIRMAN:
Question. How old are you, where were you born, and where 

do you now live?
Answer. I will be twenty-eight years old on the 4th day of 

next March: I was born in South Carolina; and I live in Haral-
son County now.

Question. Are you married or single?
Answer. I am married.
Question. What is your husband’s name?
Answer. Jasper Carter.
Question. Where were you on the night that John Walthall 

was shot?
Answer. In my house, next to his house; not more than one 

hundred yards from his house.
Question. Did any persons come to your house that night?
Answer. Yes, sir, lots of them; I expect about forty or fifty 

of them.
Question. What did they do at your house?
Answer. They just came there and called; we did not get up 

when they first called. We heard them talking as they got over 
the fence. They came hollering and knocking at the door, and 
they scared my husband so bad he could not speak when they 
first came. I answered them. They hollered, “Open the door.” 
I said, “Yes, sir.” They were at the other door, and they said, 
“Kindle a light.” My husband went to kindle a light, and they 
busted both doors open and ran in—two in one door and two 
in the other. I heard the others coming on behind them, jump-
ing over the fence in the yard. One put his gun down to him 
and said, “Is this John Walthall?” They had been hunting him a 
long time. They had gone to my brother-in-law’s hunting him, 
and had whipped one of my sisters-in-law powerfully and two 
more men on account of him. They said they were going to kill 
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him when they got hold of him. They asked my husband if he 
was John Walthall. He was so scared he could not say anything. 
I said, “No.” I never got up at all. They asked where he was, 
and we told them he was up to the next house. They jerked my 
husband up and said that he had to go up there. I heard them 
up there hollering “Open the door,” and I heard them break the 
door down. While they were talking about our house, just be-
fore they broke open our door, I heard a chair fall over in John 
Walthall’s house. He raised a plank then and tried to get under 
the house. A parcel of them ran ahead and broke the door down 
and jerked his wife out of the bed. I did not see them, for I was 
afraid to go out of doors. They knocked his wife about power-
fully. I heard them cursing her. She commenced hollering, and 
I heard some of them say, “God damn her, shoot her.” They 
struck her over the head with a pistol. The house looked next 
morning as if somebody had been killing hogs there. Some of 
them said, “Fetch a light here, quick;” and some of them said 
to her, “Hold a light.” They said she held it, and they put their 
guns down on him and shot him. I heard him holler, and some 
of them said, “Pull him out, pull him out.” When they pulled 
him out the hole was too small, and I heard them jerk a plank 
part off the house and I heard it fly back. At that time four 
men came in my house and drew a gun on me; I was sitting in 
my bed and the baby was yelling. They asked, “Where is John 
Walthall?” I said, “Up yonder.” They said, “Who lives here?” 
I said, “Jasper Carter.” They said, “Where is John Walthall?” 
I said, “Them folks have got him.” They said, “What folks?” I 
said, “Them folks up there.” They came in and out all the time. 
I heard John holler when they commenced whipping him. They 
said, “Don’t holler, or we’ll kill you in a minute.” I undertook to 
try and count, but they scared me so bad that I stopped count-
ing; but I think they hit him about three hundred licks after they 
shot him. I heard them clear down to our house ask him if he 
felt like sleeping with some more white women; and they said, 
“You steal, too, God damn you.” John said, “No, sir.” They 
said, “Hush your mouth, God damn your eyes, you do steal.” 
I heard them talking, but that was all I heard plain. They beat 
him powerfully. She said they made her put her arms around his 
neck and then they whipped them both together. I saw where 
they struck her head with a pistol and bumped her head against 
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the house, and the blood is there yet. They asked me where my 
husband’s gun was; I said he had no gun, and they said I was a 
damned liar. One of them had a sort of gown on, and he put 
his gun in my face and I pushed it up. The other said, “Don’t 
you shoot her.” He then went and looked in a trunk among the 
things. I allowed they were hunting for a pistol. My husband 
had had one, but he sold it. Another said, “Let’s go away from 
here.” They brought in old Uncle Charlie and sat him down 
there. They had a light at the time, and I got to see some of 
them good. I knew two of them, but the others I could not tell. 
There was a very large light in the house, and they went to the 
fire and I saw them. They came there at about 12 o’clock and 
staid there until 1. They went on back to old Uncle Charley’s 
then, to whip his girls and his wife. They did not whip her any 
to hurt her at all. They jabbed me on the head with a gun, and I 
heard the trigger pop. It scared me and I throwed my hand up. 
He put it back again, and I pushed it away again.

Question. How old was your baby?
Answer. Not quite three weeks old.
Question. You were still in bed?
Answer. Yes, sir; I never got up at all.
Question. Did they interrupt your husband in any way?
Answer. Yes, sir; they whipped him mightily; I do not know 

how much. They took him away up the road, over a quarter, 
I expect. I saw the blood running down when he came back. 
Old Uncle Charley was in there. They did not carry him back 
home. They said, “Old man, you don’t steal.” He said, “No.” 
They sat him down and said to him, “You just stay here.” Just 
as my husband got back to one door and stepped in, three men 
came in the other door. They left a man at John’s house while 
they were ripping around. As they came back by the house 
they said, “By God, goodbye, hallelujah!” I was scared nearly 
to death, and my husband tried to keep it hid from me. I asked 
him if he had been whipped much. He said, “No.” I saw his 
clothes were bloody, and the next morning they stuck to him, 
and his shoulder was almost like jelly.

Question. Did you know this man who drew his gun on you?
Answer. Yes, sir.
Question. Who was he?
Answer. Mr. Finch.
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Question. Where does he live?
Answer. I reckon about three miles off. I was satisfied I knew 

him and Mr. Booker.
Question. Were they considered men of standing and prop-

erty in that country?
Answer. Yes, sir; Mr. Finch is married into a pretty well-off 

family. He is a good liver, but he is not well off himself.
Question. How is it with Mr. Booker?
Answer. I do not know so much about him. He is not very 

well off.
Question. How with the Monroes?
Answer. They are pretty well-off folks, about as well off as 

there are in Haralson. They have a mill.
By Mr. BAYARD:

Question. You said they had been looking a long time for 
John Walthall?

Answer. Yes, sir.
Question. Had they been charging John with sleeping with 

white women?
Answer. Yes, sir; and the people where he staid had charged 

him with it. He had been charged with it ever since the second 
year after I came to Haralson. I have been there four years this 
coming Christmas.

Question. That was the cause of their going after him and 
making this disturbance?

Answer. Yes, sir; that was it. We all knew he was warned to 
leave them long before he was married. His wife did not know 
anything about it. When he first came there he was staying 
among some white women down there.

Question. Do you mean living with them and sleeping with 
them?

Answer. He was staying in the house where they were.
Question. White women?
Answer. Yes, sir.
Question. Were they women of bad character?
Answer. Yes, sir; worst kind.
Question. What were their names?
Answer. They were named Keyes.
Question. How many were there?
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Answer. There were four sisters of them, and one of them 
was old man Martin’s wife.

Question. Were they low white people?
Answer. Yes, sir.
Question. Had John lived with them for a long while?
Answer. Yes, sir. They had threatened him and been there 

after him. They had gone there several times to run them off. 
My house was not very far from them, and I heard them down 
there throwing rocks.

Question. Was it well known among you that John had been 
living with these low white women?

Answer. Yes, sir.
Question. Did he keep it up after he was married?
Answer. No, sir; he quit before he was married. I heard that 

a white woman said he came along there several times last year 
and said he could not get rid of them to save his life.

Question. Did John go with any other white women?
Answer: No, sir; not that I know of.
Question. Was he accused by the Ku-Klux of going with any 

of them?
Answer. They did not tell him write down their names. I 

heard them say, “Do you feel like sleeping with any more white 
women?” and I knew who they were.

By the CHAIRMAN:
Question. These women, you say, were a low-down class of 

persons?
Answer. Yes, sir; not counted at all.
Question. Did white men associate with them?
Answer. It was said they did.
Question. Did respectable white men go there?
Answer. Some of them did. Mr. Stokes did before he went 

to Texas, and several of the others around there. I do not know 
many men in Georgia any way; I have not been about much. I 
have heard a heap of names of those who used to go there. I 
came by there one night, and I saw three men there myself.

Question. You say John Walthall had been going there a 
good while?

Answer. Yes, sir; that is what they say.
Question. How long had he quit before they killed him?
Answer. A year before last, a while before Christmas. He 
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was still staying at old man Martin’s. I staid last year close to 
Carroll, and when I came back he had quit.

Question. Did he go with them any more after he married?
Answer. No, sir; he staid with his wife all the time. He lived 

next to me.
Question. How long had he been married before he was 

killed?
Answer. They married six weeks before Christmas, and he 

was killed on the 22d of April.
Question. Did they charge your husband with going after 

any white women?
Answer. No, sir; I never heard them say anything to him at 

all. The next morning I asked him what they whipped him for. 
He said they told him that he stole corn from old man Mon-
roe. He staid at Monroe’s a year and a half—so I was told; I do 
not know. People said that Monroe never paid him anything.

Question. How long before this was he living at old man 
Monroe’s?

Answer. We have been married four years, and it was before 
we were married. I think it was the second year after he was 
free.

Question. Were any of these men along that night who had 
been going to see these low women?

Answer. I do not know; I heard that Mr. Murphy’s sister 
said that he was in the crowd that night—his little sister—and 
I know he used to go there.

Question. Is he one of those who have gone to Texas?
Answer. No, sir.

By Mr. BAYARD:
Question. You know that because somebody told you so?
Answer. Yes, sir; that much. I do not know it myself; I heard 

some one else say it.




