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DEDICATION 
 

This book is dedicated to Mose Dantzler, the son of a slave, who 

purchased 243 acres of land in 1905 at the age of thirty-eight in 

Jasper County, Mississippi from the City of New Orleans. Mose 

Dantzler rose above his humble beginning in life as a servant and  

created an opportunity. His descendants obtain a revenue stream 

from the mineral rights of the land he purchased a century ago.  

 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

LEVITICUS 18: 6, 11 (KJV) 
 “None of you shall approach to any that is near of kin to him, to 
uncover their nakedness: I am the Lord. 11 The nakedness of thy 
sister, the daughter of thy father, or daughter of thy mother, 
whether she be born at home or abroad, even their nakedness thou 
shalt not uncover.” 
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DANTZLER FAMILY TREE 
Mary Dantzler 
Birth 1845 South Carolina - NDD Mississippi 
(NDD no date of death) 
 

Mose Dantzler Birth 05.15.1867 - Death 1942 
Susana Cooley Wife 09.15.1869 - 1941 

                     SONS                                                
         1. Fred       1889 - 1964   
                              2. Will Roy    1899 - 1971     
                              3. Ben    1890 - 1963   
                              4. Jack    1900 - 1976   
                              5. J.C.    1902 - 1973 
                              6. Allen    1903 - 1948 
                              7. Leon    1905 - 1950 
                              8. Albert    1909 - 1977  
                              9. Mose Jr.          1911 - 1960   

Note: Mose Jr. was known as Bishop. 
DAUGHTERS 
1. Sophronia          1894 - 1937 
2. Lurline (Lurly) 1896 - 1960 

 

Fred Dantzler 1889 - 1964 
Caroline Hales Wife 1896 - 1974 

   SONS              WIVES 
Willie  1909 - 1974 - Mattie Bell 1917 - 1984     
Toy 1922 - 1971 - Bertha Myers 1929 - 1958 
 J.C. 1928 - 1994 - Shirley unknown 

                              Note: Mattie’s maiden name is Morrow 
 

Toy Dantzler 06.03.1922 - 09.01.1971 
Bertha Myers Wife 06.03.1929 - 06.29.1958 

   SONS         
1. Exell   1952 -      
2. Ezell   1953 -     
3. Tommy Joe 1956 - 
4. Michael   1957 - 
DAUGHTERS 
1. Darlene  1954 -  
2. Betty Mae  1956 -  
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FORWARD 
 
I was flattered when I was asked to write a Forward for this 
story and assumed it was more because of my background 
as a psychotherapist than because of any literary ability I 
might possess. I was right. Darlene Collier begins with the 
historical details of her African-American family and traces 
her family tree back to days of slavery. Her description of 
life in a rural southern community is both fascinating and at 
times horrifying as she documents intergenerational abuse 
and trauma. She lived a life of hardship with moments of 
triumph, and I applaud her courage.  
 
This heart breaking memoir about sexual and physical 
abuse brings you into a hidden world of poisonous family 
secrets and betrayals that are passed down from one 
generation to the next in a cycle of never ending despair. 
My work with victims of trauma has taught me how deadly 
these family secrets can be. But these family patterns can be 
broken so that the following generations may be free. 
 
The story of the trauma must be brought to light and 
exposed before healing can begin, and having a client write 
a trauma narrative can be a powerful therapeutic process 
used by therapists trained to do this challenging work. 
Darlene Collier discovered this path of personal healing on 
her own and by sharing her story she has given the world a 
wonderful work that has the potential to benefit other 
victims and enlighten those of us who love them and work 
with them. 
 
Dr. Vickie Barlow, Psychotherapist 
Mississippi Gulf Coast 

 
 
 
 



 

 

When I get my sausage head out of this stuff,                                         
I will never play this game of bingo again. 

Darlene D. Collier 

 



 

 

 

INTRODUCTION 
 
Let me introduce myself to you; my name is Darlene Collier. 
My maiden name is Dantzler. I don’t have a middle name, 
and I am not quite sure why my parents choose the name 
Darlene. Sometimes people learn why they were given their 
name, but I was not quite that fortunate. My mother died 
when I was a little girl, and my father never discussed the 
reason for naming me Darlene. To my knowledge, I am the 
only Darlene in my extended family. Of course the name 
Dantzler was my father’s name, which was his father’s name, 
which was his father’s name, which was his mother’s 
master’s name.   
 
I researched the information that traced my family back to 
slavery. But, oral history only recalls my great grandfather, 
Mose Dantzler, who was born two years after slavery ended. I 
am just gonna be honest with you, I didn’t know my paternal 
great grandfather’s name until 2006. I discovered my paternal 
great, great grandmother’s name in 2011. Writing a book 
makes you discover the unknown and the unknown is a good 
thing to dig up. Information is valuable. It is in the mind of an 
older relative, at the court house in deeds, in family bibles, 
and in census and other governmental documents.   
 
According to oral history, Grandpa Mose was a servant in his 
white father’s house. Mose realized as a small boy that he 
was different, because everyone except him, a Mullatto 
(person with one Caucasian and one African parent), could 
enter the house through the front door and drink out of the 
water dipper, which hung on the front porch. However, 
Grandpa Mose learned from his father how to take care of 
land, and a man’s role in the family.  
 



 

 

 

Grandpa Mose’ half white siblings were his playmates, but he 
was not considered their equal. He was their servant. He 
fetched the water, cut the firewood, and performed a number 
of tasks for the family. He was a shade darker than his 
siblings, his clothes were worn and tattered, and he could not 
call his father daddy like his half siblings could. Grandpa 
Mose called his father, ‘Mr. Dantzler.’ His daddy called him 
‘Mose’ and sometimes ‘boy.’ 
 
Our great grandfather’s name was listed in the census as 
Mose and Moses. However his name is spelled Mose in his 
land deeds. Grandpa Mose made his first of five installments 
to the City of New Orleans in the amount of $119.40 to 
purchase 243 acres of land in Heidelberg at age thirty-eight 
on November 13, 1905. Land ownership was a great 
accomplishment for a black man to achieve after the turn of 
the twentieth century. I’m proud to tell you that not one acre 
of our land has ever been sold to anyone outside of our 
family. 
 
His mother Mary Dantzler was born in 1845 in South 
Carolina. At the time of her birth, Charleston, South Carolina 
was the fifth largest city in America, and it was a major slave 
port and reselling center. The labor performed by Mary and 
her mother depended on whether or not they were house 
Negroes or field Negroes. Female house slaves were 
primarily maids, nurses, chambermaids and cooks.  
 
Chambermaids carried hot water to their superiors and 
cleaned the bedrooms, which were known then as chambers. 
Field slaves worked on large plantations performing the back 
breaking work of cultivating cotton, rice, and other crops.  
Grandma Mary’s oldest son Redden was born in 1864. She 
had a girl named Lula in 1868. All three children were born 
in Noxubee County, Mississippi. The name Noxubee was 
derived from a Choctaw word meaning ‘stinking water.’ It’s 
odd, but the water must have smelled pretty bad for the 
Indians to call the place ‘stinking water.’ 



 

 

  

 
Noxubee County, Mississippi was one of sixteen counties 
formed from the Choctaw cession (ceding of property) of 
1830. The Treaty of Dancing Rabbit Creek was signed on 
September 15, 1830 by Choctaw chiefs and representatives of 
the U.S. government at the Dancing Rabbit Creek site in 
Noxubee County, and this is why the treaty obtained its 
name. Under treaty terms, Indians were forced to move from 
their homeland so that whites could settle in the present state 
of Mississippi, and my ancestors were forced to work the 
newly settled land. 
 
After reaching adulthood, Grandpa Mose moved to Jasper 
County; he married and settled on the Dantzler Farm. Like 
my father and my grandfather, Heidelberg, Mississippi was 
my place of birth. Me and my sister and brothers were the 
fourth generation of Dantzlers in Heidelberg.  
 
When I was growing up I had high hopes for the future. I 
believed in fairy tales, and I dreamed I would end up with a 
happily, ever, after, prince. I now live in Brandon, 
Mississippi, and how I ended up in Brandon is a turning point 
in my life, because my life took a new leaf in Brandon. We 
will come back to that later, but I started off in Heidelberg, 
which is a small, sleepy, town with less than a thousand 
citizens.  
 
We lived near our relatives and most of the people we passed 
on our way walking somewhere were related to us. We had 
many relatives and we knew practically every one that lived 
near our farm on a first name basis. I entered the first grade in 
1960. I loved school but I was an average student.  
Mama died two years before I started school. No one praised 
my accomplishments. Being obedient, singing on the school 
yard, and playing outside were far more important to me than 
making a good score on my spelling test.     
 



 

 

 

We were required to abide by ordinary, small town, southern, 
rules. We added Miss or Mr. in front of the name of all adults 
regardless of their color. Our adult cousins were given titles 
that began with Cousin. Mama was known as Cousin Burt. 
Our aunts and uncles could feed us, request us to perform 
chores, and take a big switch to our behinds if we acted ugly. 
No, we weren’t ugly. Bad behavior was described as ugly.  
 
We were a beautiful group of colored folks. We had different 
shades of colors in our family ranging from dark to light.  
Grandpa Fred was the oldest in his family. He was a tall, 
brown complexioned, physically fit man. He was a natural 
leader and a teacher. He and Grandma Caroline had three 
children. Three was quite a small family for their generation, 
but believe me - three was plenty. My daddy - Toy was the 
middle child and the most difficult. Daddy was brown 
skinned and tall like Grandpa Fred; he wore overalls every 
day, and walked with a limp. Uncle J.C. was short like 
grandma. My father had another brother named Willie, but I 
did not get to know him very well. Uncle Willie moved his 
family to Meridian, Mississippi before I was born.  
 
Sometimes daddy wore pointed toe shoes with his overalls. 
He was nicknamed ‘Sugar.’ He was a worldly man. After 
daddy got old enough to make his own decisions, he farted on 
Grandpa Fred’s way of life and walked the other way. He did 
not spend a lot of time warming the benches of the church 
like Grandpa Fred. 
 
I am glad I wrote my memoirs and I am sure you will enjoy 
reading about some of the events that occurred in my life. 
Writing helped me put the trials I suffered during my life in 
order. If I could live my life over again, I would do some 
things differently. Unfortunately, I can’t turn back Father 
Time. Above all, we must move forward, but I hope this 
memoir will help others avoid traveling the dark roads me 
and my family have trotted.   
 



 

 

  

Many of the troubles I endured started when I was in 
elementary school, but my pain became intense and often felt 
unbearable after I became a teenage bride. No one on this big, 
green earth has walked in my shoes. My footprints are a 
special shoe size. I can’t even buy a pair of shoes in a local 
store; my shoes are ordered from Mars. Okay, I’m being 
funny; everyone has a history; my past is unique, which is the 
only point I’m making, besides the fact that I am a jokester.  
 
I used to tell a lot of jokes at work to my co-workers. I have 
witnessed them laugh so hard until they had to hold their side 
to ease the pain caused by rigid laughter. Laughter helped 
ease my burdens, but there have been times when nothing 
was funny and when pain wiped the smile off my face and 
took the joy out of my life. I enjoy making others laugh and I 
would rather laugh than cry. Sometimes I laugh over my 
tears, and I truly believe it is easier to laugh than it is to 
frown. They tell me it takes more muscles to frown than it 
does to laugh. Well, that’s why I believe it’s important to 
laugh often. But, I’ve learned to love cautiously because it 
can hurt. 
 
When I was growing up, we had a lot of fun, and laughter 
was a part of our daily lives. We were content; we roamed 
our land freely and barefooted, because shoes were not 
necessary. Even though we grew up in the segregated south, it 
did not break our hearts that we had to abide by Jim Crow 
rules.  
 
When we were growing up we never had the opportunity to 
participate in a protest; however, we did not think our place in 
society was normal. We were mostly surrounded by people of 
our own race. When I was a child, I drunk water from 
“Colored only” water fountains, but even that did not matter 
to me; what struck me more was the fact that we became 
impoverished. Poverty and the lack of hope added imbalance 
to my world and more fuel to the inferiority complex that 
hunger and despair imposed upon us. 



 

 

 

 
My family nucleus was ripped apart several times. First, 
mama died when I was three years old. Then, our grandfather 
became our mother and father. When I was in the fifth grade, 
Grandpa Fred died, leaving me and my sister and brothers in 
the hands of our father and our elderly grandma. She was 
overweight and suffered with severe diabetes. They were both 
inadequate parents. In 1965, my siblings and I ended up in a 
courtroom with a representative from the Welfare Department 
in front of a white Judge.  
 
After I started working on this book, I tried to obtain our 
youth court records, but the judge would not unseal (open 
them) the records. Therefore, I was not able to read the court 
file. Anyway, we became wards of the State of Mississippi. 
We were required by court order to live at Oakley Training 
School, which is a detention center that houses delinquent 
boys and girls. The dorm matron became our new mama, 
delinquent children became our new friends, and a one room 
school facility with inadequate school supplies became our 
new school house.   
 
My great aunt and uncle were able to obtain custody of us in 
1968 and we became members of a family unit again. I 
enrolled in Junior High School, fell in love, and was granted 
permission to marry when I was a junior in high school. 
When I married the love of my life, I married into a family of 
sin. My husband was a member of the King Collier clan. I 
have been told that all have sinned and fallen short of God’s 
glory, but until you meet some of the Kings and Colliers, you 
will never know how short a group of people can fall from 
glory. The sins of some of my in-laws tore the souls of my 
first two children right away from their bodies, and our third 
child was compromised by the same beast that plagued our 
two oldest children.    
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I hope my offsprings Junior, Rena, and James, will one day 
learn to bury the sins that have been committed against them, 
that they will be forgiven for the sins that they have 
committed, and that they will forgive themselves for their 
many shortcomings. Our family was dysfunctional, but life 
was as low as the roaches when I married a member of a clan 
of abusers, liars, rapists, and sexual perverts. I have been told 
that women usually choose a mate who is similar to their 
father. Sure, my father was the root of my family’s downfall, 
but his family, in general, were descent, moral, peaceful, hard 
working people.  
 
Maybe if my mother had lived longer, she would have been 
able to give me some good direction. We all need a lot of 
direction to make it through life. I will admit I had direction, 
but I blame myself in some respects, because I placed love 
over reason. I married young. I did not know my ass from a 
hole in the ground in high school, but I thought I had it all 
figured out. I learned many lessons the hard way. I bought 
and paid for a lot of sense and no matter what, if you don’t 
get a return on your investment, you lose. In my case, I lost 
those things that good sense gives you – stability, foresight, 
and power.   
 
Through the trials and errors in my life, my oldest children 
got caught up in the sinful web of the King Collier family. 
Damn the rotten ones, the evil ones, the sick ones! Read my 
story and judge for yourself, and determine if I have the right 
to be bitter. In spite of it all, prayerfully my oldest children, 
Junior, Rena, and James will come from the dark into the 
light. They became lost when they were innocent, sweet 
children. God, help me, help them. 
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