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Clarke crossed Missouri a century and a quarter ago, they
had with them Negro servants who bore with fortitnde ail
the hardships of p.oneering. Thus when the State applied
for admission to the Union, there were those who teared
that life at outposts had made of the erstwhile slave too
independent a man. They opposed any measures that
would make of the Missouri Negro a freeman. So, when
on February 15, 1819, Mr. Tallmadge moved to amend the
bill for admission of this commonwealth to the sisterhood
of states, so as to prohibit slavery in this region. he pre-
cipitated a discussion which became the storm center of
politics for four decades. Yet. a century later, a Negro,
J. Gerald Tyler, then Supervisor of Music in the Chas.
Sumner High School of St. Louis was chosen as the com-
poser of the music to the Centennial Pageant which was
held in honor of the admission of Missouri to the Union.

Though the slavery agitation in Missouri kept the nation
in a ferment for forty years, in 1828 Col. Thomas Benton,
Judge Barton, and other residents of the state made some
of the first concentrated efforts against slavery. These
men purposed to urge upon all candidates at the coming
election the necessity of considering means to rid them-
selves of the curse of human bondage. They planned for
the future emancipation of bondsmen in Missouri, and set
about influencing other states in the same direction. The
plans of these early abolitionists were frustrated, how-
ever, by reports that Arthur Tappon of New York had
entertained Negroes at his table, and after dinner had
taken them driving in his carriage with his daughters.
Though the untimely hospitality of this early 19th century
New Yorker gave a temporary sethack to the plans of
the liberal minded Missourians, the spirit of freedom was
abroad in the land. Mr. Breckenridge proposed that after
January 1, 1865, Negroes and mullatoes be in servitude
until the age of 25 only; and that then owners he com-
pensated for their manumission. In 1863, Mr. Gamble
and Mr. Bush of St. Louis proposed similar measures.
Yet none of these measures was designed to give suffrage
to freedmen. They were emancipated by law in Missouri
on January 11, 1865, while disqualifications were abolished
by constitutional amendment voted on November 8, 1870.
Such was pre-abolition Missouri that furnished to the
forces of freedom during the Civil War approximately
8,344 black soldiers and sailors.

During all these years, however, the economic horizon
of Negroes was small. They were restricted to a few
trades. Farm owners were few. The black population
was small. Now, though the Mississippi rolls on the east
coast of the state for 500 miles and though the muddy
Missouri stretches 250 miles up its western houndary, at
every hend of these mighty streams farms of black men
grace the landscapes in smiling verdure. They own $16,-
000,000 in farm land and equipment, and share in the in-
calculable wealth of its coal, iron, lead, zinc, and silver
mines. And now, the rural black population varies from
1 person in Schuyler, and Texas Counties, to 4,729 in St.
Louis County. The urban population varies from 3 in
Chaffee to 102,000 in St. Louis.

Kansas, lowa, Arkansas and Oklahoma border Missouri.
It is separated from Kentucky, Illinois. and Tennessee by
the Mississippi river, while the Missouri comes between
it and Nebraska. Each of these states has a different at-
titude toward the Negro, and the sentiments of all of
them are reflected in the attitude of Missouri toward its
citizens of color. No Negro may attend any school sup-
ported by public funds, where whites are educated; yet
St. Louis was probably the first city with a distinctly bi-
racial system of schools whose white and colored teachers
are on the same pay schedule. Jim Crow cars are not
legal ; but such conveyances run into the Union station, St.
Louis, and the races are separated in waiting rooms in
the southern part of the State. There are Negro detec-
tives, constables and uniformed policemen in St. Louis,
Kansas City, and other places. A Negro magistrate holds
forth in St. Louis. An ebony face graces the halls of
legislation. But notwithstanding the proven ability of
Negroes to make and execute the laws, 53 men of color
have had their lives taken without due course of law in
33 vears. Then, too. there are Negroes on the Central

Republican Committees in Kansas City, and St. Louis. .\
Negro inspects rural schools of color. Lincoln University
has a Negro as one of its curators. The Negro Industrial
Commission is the most important body of its kind in ihe
State. In St. Louts, is the Chas. Sumner High School,
one of the largest secondary schools in the country for the
training of Negro children. In the same city is a hospital

operated by the city, but managed hy XNegroes. Here,
internes receive clinical experienice, and nurses are
trained.

In business, the Missouri Negro has covered virtually
every field from a “hole in the wall” grocery to a life
insurance company which covers the State. By far the
largest and most successful cooperative financial enter-
prise is that of the Peoples Finance Corporation of St.
Louis which in three years has handled sums which ap-
proximate a million dollars, and which promises to become
the first Negro bank west of the Mississippi. The St.
Louis Negro Business League has a paid field secretary
who devotes his time to surveying business conditions. In
Kansas City, an outstanding business is the Roberts Motor
Mart which is as well equipped as any other like enter-
prise. Then, too, Negro newspapers perform yeoman
service as gatherers of news and moulders of public sen-
timent. It is not possible to calculate the good done by
such papers as the St. Louis Argus, and the Kansas City
Call.

Much of the progress indicated by these achievements,
however, has been made not hecause of State help, hut
in spite of a lack of it. The legislature has just appro-
priated $187,000.00, a king's ransom, for the operation of
Lincoln University in Missouri at Jefferson City. For the
University of Missouri at Columbia was set aside the mis-
erable pittance of $3.000,000.00. For the more than 3,000
Negro farmers in the state there is no agricultural ex-
periment station. Such an institution is an immediate
necessity. If black farmers are to be kept interested in
their farms, if the depletion of farm laborers is to be
arrested, if constant migration to cities is to be stopped,
the two Smith-Lever workers must have a vast array of
assistants. First class high schools must be established in
other cities than St. Louis, Kansas City, St. Joseph, Sed-
alia, Cape Giradeau, Hannibal, Columbia, Spr.ngfield, an:
Jefferson City. The twenty-eight Negro high schools of
the third class do not at all meet the demands for sec-
ondary education. Of the state institutions for charitable
relief, three only admit Negroes. Their health is not
properly safeguarded. and as a natural consequence 1/13
die annually, and of these 1/5 die from tuberculosis. There
is a direct relation hetween crime, and physical and mental
deficiencies; so it is not surprising that 1/3 of the peni-
tentiary inmates are colored; and as long as the unsocial
Negro is not properly cared for, crime, disease, and death
will continue to mar the effectiveness of the Negro as a
citizen.

The Negro requires as sympathetic treatment as is ac-
corded to the foreigner who comes into the gates of
liberty, and sits down at the hearthside of democracy. He
needs more care for the girls at Tipton, and the hoys at
Boonville. He needs to be called in from the outer pockets
of industry, to sit down in the central councils of labor,
cheek by jowl, with others who are striving to make this
the greatest of states. More than anything else, he needs
a larger consciousness of his own powers, a growing pride
in his own race, more knowledge of his own achievements,
a keener appreciation of the advantages of racial soli-
darity. In St. Louis alone there are enough Negroes to
accomplish what has been done in all the state. Yet, there
is no bank, no department storé, no theater of the first
class, no hotel of the first class owned, controlled and
operated by Negroes. These institutions, the Negroes
must build for themselves, slowly, carefully, through vari-
ous kinds of corporations, and through welfare organiza-
tions. The appearance of colored real estate companies
always means the relaxing of a tight money market. In
Missouri, particularly in the large cities where influx of
southern migrants has caused housing crises, colored real
estate companies have rendered valuable aid. At times
when a Negro householder finds himself persona non grate
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Green’s bid, and I sat down and wrote him as nice a letter
as I could, showing him “wherein and whereas.” I had
just sealed the letter, addressed and stamped it, and laid
it aside for mailing, when here comes Caroline—her reg-
ular Sunday evening stunt—but this time closely followed
by Thomasine Dawson. I jumped up to receive them.

“We didn’t know you were here. You must have
sneaked upstairs in your stocking-feet. You always feel
so exclusive Sunday evenings that you don’t want to asso-
ciate with the plain people. We should never have known
you were in the house if Tommie had not insisted on com-
ing up to my room to rouge her lips.”

This was the basest of slanders, but it is Caroline’s
little way with her friends, so Tommie smiled cheerfully,
and I hastened to do the honors, as it was Miss Dawson’s
first visit. Since the girls were both there, I brought up
the matter of Thanksgiving arrangements, and we ex-
amined the little skylight room opening off the hall, and
planned what we should do with it, Tommyie agreeing to
come over next Wednesday and help. Not that we needed
her help, but is a really beautiful woman ever in the way?

Then Caroline brought up a subject they had apparent-
ly been discussing below stairs. Said Caroline:

“Godfather dear, don’t you think they ought to let me
go to the dance Friday night in Baltimore?”

“What dance?” I asked, pricking up my ears.

She told me, and it was the same one the invitation to
which I had just declined. My eyes involuntarily sought
the letter lying on the table, but something told me to say
nothing about it.

“Who wants to take you?” I asked.

(lJeﬁ.’,

“What'’s the objection?”

“I can’t just make out. Mother does not want me to go
on general principles, Genevieve says I don’t know who is
going to be there, and Tommie does not approve of my
company, though she won’t say so in so many words.”

Tommie looked at me as if to read my thoughts, but
I was quite non-committal, for I realized I was on dan-
gerous ground. Then she said, addressing her remarks to
Caroline:

“You know even you did not like his Baltimore friends
the other night, and I certainly did not. How do you
know that they, too, will not be at this party? Would
you like to be forced to associate with them all evening ?”

Caroline looked stubborn. Finally she said:

“Well, I'll give Jeff a chance to say about that first.
But I am going, for I think all your reasons are silly.”

And by the tone of the boyish voice, and the set of the
very defiant little chin, I felt that she meant it.

Realizing, as an old campaigner, that much may hap-
pen in five days, I did not unmask my batteries, but let
the girls talk it out between them. Suddenly I noticed
my letter to Scott Green lying on the table. I picked it up
and sat for a few moments looking at it reflectively. Then
I tore it into little bits, while Caroline and Tommie looked
at me in some perplexity.

“What’s the matter,” said Tommie, “that looked like a
perfectly good letter.”

“Oh, I just changed my mind, that’s all,” I said.

“I am glad you are not a correspondent of mine,” said

Caroline. “You are the most abrupt person. Do you
get that way very often?”
“Quite often,” I said, smiling. “Besides, I finished

writing that letter just before you came in.
have happened since then.”

The girls looked puzzled and amused, and then laughed.
Then Caroline said:

“By the way, Old Grouchy, Tommie is crazy about your
soldier-boy friend. Show us that great big book you've
got full of pictures. It was on your table the first day
you came. I was dying to look at it then, but I didn’t
like to ask. You looked so dignified—and—venerable, I
was afraid. I love scrapbooks!”

Caroline thoroughly understands the ultimate psycho-
logical bases of human conduct. Her manner of request
suggests not even the shadow of the possibility of a re-
fusal. You know I never was crazy about showing my

Many things

keepsakes to the multitude, but Caroline is such a coax-
ing little kitten, and Tommie—well, you have not seen her
yet, so you can’t understand. To make a long story
short, I fished out the big brown book, Caroline switched
on the electrics over the couch, and I sat down between
them, and took up the epic of the great war, as it crossed
the life currents of Bob Fletcher and Davy Carr. It is
a mighty interesting book, if I do say it myself, who
shouldn’t. T'll bet you can guess the pictures they stopped
longest over. Well, I'll let you get through your blushes
quickly by admitting that several were yours, of course.
They asked one million questions about you, which I an-
swered as truthfully as considerations of loyalty and
friendship would permit. The other pictures were those
of your friend Claire and of Mlle. Hortense de Figuieres.
I didn’t realize how many pictures of Hortense I had,
nor did I ever before see so many of the things those two
girls read into the pictures.

“She was looking at someone when that picture was
snapped,” said Caroline of one of the photos taken that
glorious Sunday after the armistice was signed. “Was it
you?” And she persisted until I had to answer. So I
lied, and said she was looking at you. Since you are not
here, the lie will cause you no embarrassment.

“There’s a whole lot in that expression,” she said, very
judicially, as she examined it intently. “Godfather, in
spite of your disclaimer, I fear you have been a sad flirt!”

One does need perspective to see things in their true
proportions—is it not a fact? For the first time I really
understood how much I saw of Hortense, what good pals
we were, and what wonderfully expressive eyes she has.
And the worst of it is that in some of these kodak pic-
tures it is apparent even to a dull person that these friend-
ly looks are meant for the holder of the camera. Trust
Caroline and Tommie not to miss.a little thing like that.
After looking silently and without comment—they had
commented volubly on most of the other pictures—at Hor-
tense in Captain Carr’s overseas cap and Sam Brown belt,
and Hortense pinning a spring flower on Capt. Carr’s
manly bosom, and Hortense on the bench under the arbor
with Capt. Carr, and Hortense in that wonderful evening
gown with the inscription, “A Davy, m’ami, de son Hor-
tense,” Tommie gave a curious kind of throaty sound im-
possible to reproduce phonetically, and Caroline said, in
her blandest manner:

“Teacher, what does ‘son’ mean in French?”

“Hers or its,” I answered, very glibly, and cursed the
effusiveness of the Gallic temperament.

“From his Hortense,” murmured Caroline to herself,
as if in deep reflection. “Oh, you soldier boys, making
the world safe for democracy!” Then she said quickly,
“I suppose she’s the one who writes you those fat letters
with the French stamps?”

I evaded somewhat.

“She writes now and then,” said I, “but I have several
correspondents in France.”

) “And this,” said Caroline, with mock seriousness, look-
ing across me at Tommie, “is the man who has been try-
ing to preach moral lessons to me.”

Of course it was a nice bit for them, and they made the
most of it, and I was glad enough when somebody called
them, and they had to go downstairs. But since that time
Caroline calls me nothing but Lothario, or Don Juan. I
am not so sure about the desirability of keeping a me-
morabilia book, and as for a private, intimate diary, I'd
like to see any system which would keep Caroline Rhodes
from getting underneath its inmost secrets with those
gimlet eyes and boring wits of hers. She’s a saucy minx,
and that’s a fact!

On Tuesday night I was invited to go late to a meeting
of one of the numerous social clubs, composed largely of
young married women. These ladies usually invite their
menfolks to come about 10:30, and they have refresh-
ments and dance. By chance I found that Verney was
going, so we went together. On the way he said, “You
will probably see tonight, if you have not already met
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her, the woman many folks consider the best-looking in
Washington.”

“That is interesting, indeed,” I said.
think of her?
good?”

“She is undeniably good-looking,” he said, but without
committing himself. “But I should like to know what you
think of her.”

When we reached our destination, the house of one of
the very socially-minded younger set, and when I say that
I mean that the host and hostess average around thirty-
five, and they have recently “arrived,” we were ushered
into a very bright parlor, full of very noisy people. The
house was done in white, and the lights, while beautiful,
were perhaps too numerous and too brilliant, if one
should venture a criticism. I have been in three or four
of these houses now, and, while they are all in the latest
mode, and are quite luxurious, they are more or less of a
pattern, and do not evince a great deal of individual taste.
This particular group—the women, I mean—seem to strive
to make themselves noticed through sheer noise, and they
lacked the social restraint visible in other circles I have
had the pleasure of noting. The note of gayety seemed
rather feverish, and with some of them even forced. One
woman, whom I have seen in gatherings of both kinds,
has evidently decided that, being in Rome, one must copy
the Romans, and she was shouting and “carrying on” like
the rest, though in other surrounding she exhibits the
most perfect poise.

I was introduced to a few new people, and finally,
under Verney’s guidance, was brought face to face with
one of the prettiest women I have seen in a long while.
She was laughing and talking at such a rate that it was
a moment before Verney could get her attention, but
when he finally succeeded, he said:

“Mrs. Burt, may I present my friend, Mr. Carr? I
have been telling him about you, and I told him he could
not possibly afford to leave the ‘zoo’ without seeing the
‘elephant.””

“You've not lost your nerve, Don Verney,” she said,
with a laugh. “Are you referring to my size, sir?” Then
she turned to me, and held out her hand. “Pleased to
meet you, Mr. Carr. I hope you like the elephant.”

“The ‘elephant,’ dear lady, is all that it is advertised
to be,” said I, with my best bow.

Now you will want to know about the belle of this par-
ticular set. Well, she is a “peach,” and no doubt. She
has a handsome face, a fine color, pretty hair, a striking
figure, a trifle voluptuous, let us say, and vivacity plus.
I watched her off and on for quite a while, I stood in the
same circle and talked with her, and I danced with her.
But, somehow, I did not get a thrill. For sheer physical
beauty, Tommie Dawson is quite her match, though you
could not get many people in that crowd to admit it, for
Tommie’s undisguised brownness would disqualify her at
once. Later on in the evening I noticed her standing by
Caroline, and, to my mind, Caroline outshone her, and two
or three older women in the room seemed, taking them all
in all, more attractive. Why? It is hard to tell.

What is beauty, and wherein does it reside? That is a
hard question to answer, when we think that the mere
shadow of a line makes the difference between beauty
and the lack of it. But that greater question: What is
personality? How many good men have addled their
brains puzzling over it! I looked at Sophie Burt and
Caroline Rhodes, and the other attractive women in the
room, and, as I ate my salad, I wondered. While I thus
.ate, and between the volleys of small talk, pondered, Don
Verney came up, and managed to find a seat beside me.

“What are you thinking about, young man?” he said
-cordially. “You looked puzzled.”

“I have been wondering,” I said, “why your belle, with
-all her undoubted beauty, leaves me quite cold.”

“I was awaiting your judgment, but I did not want to
-prejudice it by the expression of any views of mine. But
since you have expressed yourself so plainly, I'll tell you.
"The reason is simple. She has the soul of a humming-
‘bird, if, indeed, she has any soul at all! When she’s forty-

“What do you
Do you think the popular judgment is

’

five, she will be ugly, and when she’s a bit older she
will be a catty, sharp-tongued, grasping, selfish old woman.
If T were an artist, I could sit here now, looking at her,
and draw her picture fifteen years hence, and it would
not be a pretty one. There is only one thing which might,
perhaps, save her from her otherwise inescapable fate.”

“And that is?” I interjected, when he hesitated.

“An absorbing, honest-to-goodness love for a man of
real worth. You see she has one chance in a million.”

I looked about me, and, spying Caroline seated not far
away in a bevy of flappers, I said, “Now there’s Caroline
Rhodes opposite us, do you regard her as beautiful?”

“Caroline—yes, you might say that without stretching
the truth too far. She’s undoubtedly very pretty, at any
rate, and she has a kind of charm which is felt, if it is
difficult to analyze.” .

“Has she a soul?”

“A flapper a soul! Well, the matter’s still a mooted
question. The authorities disagree. But this particular
flapper has brains and personality and the rudiments of a
character. Some day I think she may develop even a
soul.”

We both laughed aloud, and looked at Caroline, who
observed us, and called over:

“Are you two wise owls making fun of me?”

We laughed still louder, and she left her place and came
over to where we were seated. We squeezed out a place
for her to sit down.

“Mr. Verney was just debating the point as to whether
you possess a soul or not. We had not settled the ques-
tion—quite—when you interrupted. Won't you help us
out?” I asked.

Caroline laughed easily.

“We modern women,” she said, “never display our souls
except to those equipped to see them. Now are you an-
swered? Does one, for example, need a soul for this?"
l?he swept her hand in a semi-circle, and looked about

er.

“Out of the mouths of babes—" hegan Verney.

Then Caroline, with that caressing intonation which
would make a slave of old Bluebeard himself, said, look-
ing at my companion with her sloe-black eyes:

“Now if old Don Verney would deign to take an in-
terest in me, I might develop a great many attributes
until now hidden from a waiting world.”

Verney bowed.

“I am too old a bird, little lady, to be caught with chaff.”

“I have never heard that mere age conferred immunity
from folly. Doesn’t the sight rather lose its keenness
with the advance of years? My dear Don, the older they
are the harder they fall.”

This time the laugh was on Don, and we all joined in
it heartily.

I had noticed while we were talking that the Hales had
come into the next room. It was not long before Verney
had excused himself gracefully, and a few minutes later
I saw him seated by Mary Hale, looking quite as if he
had been there all evening. Caroline caught my roving
glance, and looked at me meaningly. Then she spoke with
hmore feeling than one might expect from a flyaway like

er.

“They were made for each other. It’s a mortal shame
there must be barriers between them. Fate plays us
curious tricks, eh? The disadvantage of civilization is that
he can't carry her off, as he would have done long ago
if we had been living in the stone age.”

“Do you believe in stone age methods?”

“Well—there are advantages and disadvantages in all
situations. Unfortunately, we can’t adopt the system
suited to each need as it occurs.” She laughed.

“To change the subject slightly,” T interjected, “I did
not know you knew Verney so well.”

“Oh, Old Don!” said Caroline with an affectionate in-
tonation. “Everybody knows him, and I suspect many of
us would meet him more than half way if he made the
least sign that he cared. He is kind and encouraging.
and tones you up when you are feeling blue. He was the
first real grown man to ask me for a dance, and he paid
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me the first real compliment I can recall. His compli-
ments have point and individuality, so that you believe he’s
sincere, and of course you remember them.”

“What did he say to you that you remember so well?”

“Can one in cold blood repeat a compliment to one’s
self? It sounds silly and vain, and just as if one believed
every word of it. But the best part of nice compliments
is that you wish they might be deserved, and maybe you
try a bit to make them so.”

“That is true, though I had never thought of it. But
what did he say? I shan’t think it silly or vain. I'm just
interested.”

“I believe you,” she said, simply. ‘“He said just these
very words as we finished dancing, and he seemed awf{ully
big and important, and I was just a high school girl:
‘Caroline, you're a beautiful dancer, and a lovely girl,
and if you don’t let the young fellows turn your head by
telling you so, you will some day meet a sure enough
man who will appreciate you. But don’t choose your life
partner to the sound of a jazz orchestra. Don’t forget
that!"”

“It was a very nice compliment,” said I, “and capital
advice.”

“Yes, so much better than telling a girl that she has
pretty hands, or pretty eyes!”

“But if she has,” said I, laughing, and looking directly
at her, “do you object to simple statements of mere ob-
vious fact?”

“I declare,” said the incorrigible, “if Old Grouchy isn’t
paying me another compliment!”

“What are you two having such a good time over,”
said a sweet laughing voice. We glanced up to see Mary
Hale looking down at us, smiling, with Don Verney close
behind her. As I jumped up to give Mrs. Hale a seat,
Caroline answered without hesitation, but with a hint of
mischief in her tone:

“We were talking about you two—you looked so cozy
over there in the corner. What is that English tag—
‘We two, and the world well lost!” We said some other
things, but it would be indiscreet to repeat them. And
my godfather is very particular that I should be discreet.”

“Your godfather, you saucy little minx,” said Mary
Hale, with flushed cheeks, but plainly not offended by the
friendly badinage. “Who is your godfather, the luckless
mortal!”

“Mr. Carr is my godfather,” said she demurely, look-
ing at me.

Well, it was altogether a ripping evening, with pleasant
memories and no regrets, but I don’t know why I should
inflict it in such minute detail on you. As I look over
what I have written, I think I might have spared you a
good deal of it, but it was enjoyable in the living, and
though I am afraid I have been unable to set it forth ade-
quately on paper, I have found the attempt pleasant.

Won't you tell me more about your new friend in Rich-
mond Hill—or should one say on Richmond Hill? I don’t
know much about Long Island. Evidently she has made
a hit with you. As Thanksgiving approaches I regret
more and more that you're not coming. The only thing
that consoles me is the thought that Christmas is only a
short time off, and then I’ll surely see you.

Write soon, and don’t forget to tell me more about
your new acquaintance.

A damsel in danger, with a true knight to the rescue.
The passing of Jeffreys.

Sunday, November 26.

You surely recall, in your wide reading. how many
celebrated men have been prouder of their achievements
in some side issue of life, than they have of the activities
which have brought them fame. As, for example. Riche-
lieu, the great statesman, was inordinately proud of his
dramas which the world deemed quite mediocre; Nero
was vain of his supposed poetic gift; Goethe of his writ-
ings on scientific subjects; and so one might go on indefi-
nitely, It is a foible characteristic of the human animal.

Thus it seems to be with your humble servant, and he
can only plead in extenuation the example of the world’s
great men. I wonder if you recall the achievement of
which I have always been most vain, perhaps because it
is one of which few people would suspect me to be a mas-
ter—I mean my prowess as a boxer? It is a curious
fact that proficiency in this art seems to be second nature
with me, and I cannot recall the day when I was not so
adept at it as quite to outclass all my playmates. As I
was not oversized as a boy it has saved me many a lick-
ing, I am sure. Although by nature peaceloving, and
quieter in my tastes than most of my companions, I have
never faced a man on equal terms, both of us unarmed,
and felt afraid.

But I know your ears are itching to know what in the
world this preamble means. Well, I shan’t commit the
fault in dramatic technique of telling you at this point,
so you will have to wait. Everything in its own time.
Let this suffice—that uncanny ability in “lart de boxe”
saved me maybe a term in jail or the hospital, or perhaps
even the jail by way of the hospital. But let us take
things in order.

You will recall that in my last letter there was a ques-
tion of an invitation to a dance in Baltimore, and that I
had discovered that Caroline was planning to go to the
same dance with Jeffreys, to whom I have taken a violent
dislike. 1 felt so sure that Jeffreys meant Caroline no
good, that I wrote Scott Green that I hoped to be able to
accept his invitation, and should probably bring a lady.
Then I called on Tommie Dawson, and told her what was
in my mind. As Tommie can be trusted—at least I am
willing to risk my judgment on that assertion—I told her
everything I knew. She, without even so much definite
knowledge as I had, had already come to somewhat the
same conclusion, for it seems that Jeffreys has tried re-
peatedly to get Caroline to go to some function or other
in Baltimore, but up to now either her mother, or Gene-
vieve, or Tommie, had succeeded in “blocking” these
plans. Not to go into too much detail, Tommie accepted
my invitation to go to the dance, and we agreed on a line
of action. We were both to be very friendly with Jef-
freys, and see if he would meet us half way, or whether
he would not—as we thought likely—try to shy off from
us, and inveigle Caroline into closer intimacy with his
Baltimore friends. Of course we were to tell no one
anything about our trip.

Meanwhile Caroline was making preparations to go,
having thrown down the gauntlet of defiance to the whole
household, and, when she wants to be stubborn, I assure
you that she can be one of the worst hardheads in the
world. Tommie smoothed down Genevieve, and got her
to reduce her objections to a mere silent attitude of dis-
approval. Mrs. Rhodes insisted that the two young folks
promise to leave Baltimore not later than one o’'clock,
which Jeffreys quite volubly agreed to do.

On Friday evening I dressed immediately after dinner,
called for Tommie, and we took an early train from 11th
Street, in order to avoid the possibility of meeting Caro-
line and Jeffreys. We thought it best to surprise them.
The ride over, usually so tiresome, was very delightful to
me, for Tommie is exceptionally good company, and as
sensible a girl as one could find in a day’s journey. The
man who gets her for a wife will be lucky, indeed!

We had no trouble finding the hall, for Tommie knows
Baltimore very well—which I do not. After Washington
with its wide, asphalted, cleanswept streets, Baltimore
makes a very bad impression by contrast, though it is a
bigger and busier city in many respects. But I shan’t
take time to dilate on that topic now. The hall was beauti-
ful, the crowd very attractive. My friend Scott Green
was most kind, introduced us to everybody, and seemed
to get a terrible crush on Tommie. We were quite in the
middle of things, and enjoying a most “scrumptious” time,
when Caroline and Jeffreys arrived. Of all the surprised
people you ever saw, they were the worst. Caroline was
plainly pleased, especially to see Tommie, but somehow
Jeffreys’ cordiality did not ring quite true to me, even
after I had made generous allowance for my prejudice
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against him. Fortunately, I had just engaged a dance
with Tommie, so we were able to compare notes without
exciting Jeffreys’ suspicions. We both agreed that Caro-
line, whom her worst enemy could not call deceitful, was
really glad we had come, and we agreed just as complete-
ly that Jeffreys was annoyed, and that he could be an-
noyed only because our presence might interfere with
private arrangements of his own. So we planned to keep
them both, and especially Jeffreys, in sight, and if Tommie
noted them leaving she was to stop dancing to let me
know.

I observed that Jeffreys was terribly busy talking dur-
ing intermissions between dances with the flashy man and
woman | had seen in the restaurant in Washington. He
had presented Caroline to these people and to one or two
others who were, to me, no more prepossessing. To tell
the truth, I wondered how they had gotten into an affair
of this kind. I noted that he did not present these friends
to either Tommie or me, though he did introduce two
other friends, a young chap named Lacy and a Miss Hunt,
a smart-looking person with a rather taking manner. Just
before the intermission for refreshments, Lacy brought
Miss Hunt up to where Tommie and I were standing,
and, as I had not yet asked the lady for a dance, I did
so, and was told I could have the second dance after the
intermission. At the same time Lacy asked Miss Daw-
son if he could not have that dance with her.

I noted at the close of the intermission that Jeffreys
had been drinking, and Caroline gave every sign of over-
stimulation. She is a regular little hoyden when she
wants to be, but in a large gathering such as this she has
the manners one would expect from a girl brought up in
a cultivated home. So when she commenced to laugh
rather noisily, I looked at Tommie, and Tommie’s glance
confirmed me in my suspicion. I don’t think I was ever
in my life more angry over anything which was not direct-
ly a personal concern of mine. Why do men of a certain
type take peculiar delight in spoiling girls whose worst
fault is really a foolish giddiness? But, as I judge the
thing by the event, I suppose I cannot in all truth ascribe
this to mere moral vandalism on Jeffreys’ part, for rather
it must be regarded as just one step in a carefully ma-
tured plan.

To omit nothing in the way of a precaution, I sought
out my friend Scott Green, and asked him what was the
cabaret resort usually visited by parties composed of peo-
ple like Jeffreys’ Baltimore friends. He thought a place
called Martin’s would be the most likely place, and he
gave me the exact address. Then I went to the coatroom
and got my wraps, and gave them to the doorman, to-
gether with a half dollar. “I may have to make time,” I
said to that worthy, “and I want these where I can grab
them in passing.” I told Tommie that if Jeffreys was
planning anything crooked, he would have to spring it
some time before the close of the dance, so one of us
ought to be near the exit. Unfortunately, we both had
the second dance after the intermission engaged, but I
promised Tommie that I should not dance again after that.
As it turned out, however, I did not have to keep my
promise, for just in the middle of that particular dance,
I heard my name called, and here was Tommie, followed
by the reluctant Lacy, “blocking traffic” in a fashion ne
doubt extremely irritating to the other dancers.

“They’ve gone!” she said simply.

In a flash I swung the startled Miss Hunt into the arms
of the surprised Mr. Lacy, and with the sketchiest kind
of a “Pardon me,” I was on my way to the door, with
more disturbance of traffic en route. I snatched up my
coat and hat, and took the stairs two and, I imagine, even
three at a time. When I emerged into the street I saw
an automobile moving off from the curb. As luck would
have it, there were several taxis standing near. I made
a flying jump into the first one, and ordered the man to
follow the moving car. It was evident that Jeffreys did
not know he was being followed, for his car was going at
an ordinary pace, and it was easy to keep in sight. Soon
it stopped before a brightly lighted place which looked
like a restaurant. My driver told me it was Martin’s. I

thrust a bill into his hand, and told him to wait for me.
Then I got out in the shadow of the car, and watched the
party of six, in which I plainly recognized Caroline and
Jeffreys, alight. I followed them as closely as I dared.

To my chagrin, the third man in the party, who was
unknown to me, stopped in the entrance to talk with some-
one coming out, and the rest went on. Fearing he might
know who I was, even though I did not know him, I
waited in an agony of impatience. Finally, he, too, dis-
appeared inside. Then I went back to my waiting cer,
and asked the driver if he knew how the land lay in Mar-
tin’s, He did—and he told me the best way to proceed.
I went in the same entrance in which Jeffrey’s party had
disappeared, and, turning to the left, as I had been directed,
opened a small door and saw a sleepy man standing there
at the foot of a stairway. I said to him, “I’'m with Mr.
Jeffreys’ party,” and, without hesitating, went boldly up.
For some reason he did not stop me, but at the top of the
stairs I had a different experience. The guardian of the
upper landing was the real Cerberus, and he stood reso-
lutely on the top step, effectually blocking the road.

“I belong with Mr. Jeffreys’ party,” I said, smiling
genially.

“I don’t know Mr. Jeffreys,” he said, with a sort of un-
flickering, wooden stare.

I described Mr. Jeffreys and I described the party.

“Nobody in any such party said they were expecting
anyone,” he said, calmly.

I fingered two bills—one a two, the other a five. I
handed him the two. “Go to Mr. Jeffreys’ room, and ask
him if he is not expecting Mr. Lacy, and if he says ‘No,
I'll give you the fiver.” He hesitated, fingered the bill a
moment, looked at the fiver in my hand, looked me up and
down, and, I suppose, noted that I was in evening dress,
as were the members of the party I was seeking. I think
this last detail probably decided him.

“What name did vou say?”

“Lacy,” said I, “Mr. Lacy.”

He turned on his heel, and walked quickly down the
heavily carpeted hall, and I followed him as noiselessly
as I could, and not too closely. Just before we reached
the door of the last room on the right I heard a voice
which made every nerve in my body jump! It was Caro-
line’s voice, and the tone was half anger, half fear. It
was hard to control my impulse to rush forward, but
somehow I managed it. The guardian of the landing
paused at this very door, and knocked. After a moment’s
delay, the door was opened less than half way, and there
was a distinct sound of a struggle, smothered exclama-
tions, and finally a half-articulate cry—this time of real
fear. This was too much for me, and with one motion
I had thrown myself past the attendant, and into the door-
way. One more swing of my shoulder and I was in the
room. I shall not do violence to my own feelings, much
less yours, by describing in detail what I saw. Everyone
started back when they saw me, of course, but I had eyes
only for Caroline—and Jeffreys. In the twinkling of an
eye he released her, and she fell half fainting to the floor.
Jeffreys had plainly been drinking heavily, for I had
never before seen him so lose his unshakable poise. His
expression was not pretty to see. I was shocked beyond
words, and then, when I saw Caroline lying helpless on
the floor all the devil that is in me—and I guess we all
have aplenty lurking somewhere about us—came to the
surface in one burst of blind, yet calculating, rage. And
here comes the one dizzy, inspired moment for which my
preamble was written so many pages back! I took in
Jeffreys’ powerful figure, his face, almost bestially fero-
cious in its expression of balked desire, and I picked out
the spot where I knew I was going to hit him—an inch
to the right, just under his chin. I made a lightning feint
with my left hand which brought both his hands up, and
then, with every minutest ounce of weight and muscle
and will, I drove my right fist on the very dot I had
chosen. It was the hardest, cleanest blow I have ever
struck. Jeffreys seemed to rise from the floor, and then
crumpled up in a limp heap without sound or motion. T
never looked at him again, for I knew by the “feel” that

(Continued on page 201)
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THE NEGRO AND NORDIC CIVILIZATION

By GEORGE S. SCHUYLER

Although I am an American citizen of decidedly
sable hue, thoroughly understanding and sympathizing
with the aims and aspirations of my motley brethren,
both here and elsewhere, I can no longer remain silent
in the face of the baseless allegations of irresponsible
propagandists anent the equality of the Negro with the
Caucasian race. I think our leaders and spokesmen
have gone too far and claimed too much. In fact, I
feel that we must admit in the face of a mountain
of evidence that the modern civilization of the
Caucasian far excells anything developed by the
Negro in Africa or elsewhere. Even in the New World
where we have had the widest contact with the in-
comparable society of the whites, we have failed to
markedly profit by this association. True, we have
our gangsters, politicians, editorial writers and drug
addicts, but these are largely due to an infusion of
white blood (although I have never seen white blood)
and the compelling force of environment. Naturally,
large numbers of Negrophiles will violently disagree
with me, but an orderly, dispassionate and objective
survey of the facts will convince even Marcus Garvey
that I am right.

The proof lies properly in Africa. One can travel
from one end to the other of the Dark Continent, and,
save where the flaming torch of civilization, held
aloft by self-sacrificing missionaries and unselfish
empire builders, has enlightened the poor natives, one
will find no insane asylums, foundling hospitals or
bread lines. I seriously doubt if there is a single
Rotary Club or Y. M. C. A. on the continent, and
such hall-marks of civilization as toothpick shoes, bell-
bottom trousers, French heels, derby hats and corsets
are conspicuous by their absence. No streams of
Fords; no snugly packed subways; no healthy steel
mills, coke ovens or brass foundries; and no well-
regulated coal mines in which to be gassed. While
such refinements as the Ku Klux Klan, automats and
comstockery are of course non-existent. Aye, ’tis a
dismal picture, but we must be courageous enough to
face the facts. Wherever these evidences of an ad-
vanced civilization are present, we must thank the
white man for them. He is solely responsible for
their existence.

“But what of the celebrated African art?” my hard-
pressed friends will ask. “Look at the magnificent
sculpture, excellent pottery, clever ironwork and won-
derful weaving!” they urge. How absurd! The idea
of comparing handicrafts with machine-made goods.
What of the white man’s movies, comic strips, bill-
boards and Sunday supplements? Only a dozen people
may see some excellent African mask in a jungle vil-
lage, but a million Nordics see Mutt and Jeff every
day. Nor could these black people, unassisted by
white men, produce the wonders with which Ameri-
cans, for instance, are daily surrounded, for they
possess neither the industry or capability. Laziness
abounds. Hardly any work is done at all, save by the
grim command of necessity. I understand the people
just live a plain, easy going, thriftless life. It is all
the good missionaries and concessionaires can do, with
the usual theological and military arguments, to get
the blacks to work the ten-hour day ordained by God.

There is no eager scrambling out of bed at six
o’clock in the morning, six days a week, to the

melodious strains of the alarm clock; no bolting of
coffee and rolls in happy anticipation of the pleasant
day’s work ahead; none of the comradely banter that
usually ensues when the subway guard assists one
affectionately into the airy and commodious coaches
with the business end of his 10 EE. The joy of
trundling trucks on the docks, mixing concrete, pound-
ing a typewriter or operating a sewing machine is
denied them. The flush of pleasure that comes with
the knowledge that one has contributed something to-
ward the production of 950 Ford runabouts or the
unloading of a carload of Portland cement during the
brief day of work, is something these people never
experience. Even the comforting thought that only
two-thirds of the day’s princely wage will gain the
privilege of sharing a six-room flat with two other
families is a joy unknown. Vast areas without land-
lords, credit parlors or pawn brokers. Think of it!
“Better fifty years of Europe than a cycle of Cathay”’;
Tennyson voiced the sentiments of all right thinking
people.

There has been much talk about the admirable social
life of the Africans. Over enthusiastic visitors, I
fear, have been responsible for the propagation of a
great deal of nonsense. As a matter of fact, the social
life is unspeakable. Uninformed people might ask:
“Are there no well-dressed billboards in and around
all the spots of great scenic beauty, as in America,
extolling the virtues of certain brands of laundry soap,
stomach remedies and bunion cures? Do they not pre-
pare elaborate feasts for the local business men where
slick-haired, immaculately dressed young men harangue
the assembly on the methods of selling five hundred
suits of Scratchem Underwear where only five were
sold before?” Not at all. Those Negroes don’t have
laundry, nor stomach or bunion troubles, and they sel-
dom stage large feasts except when some corpulent
theologian is the piece de resistance. In many of the
tribes there is outright slavery and only the -ruling
classes are wholly free. Women are publicly bought
by the highest bidders, and, of course, they do all
the work around the home. (You see, they still have
such primitive institutions as the home!) Polygamy
is openly practiced and many of the prominent men
have numerous women.

How different the Nordics arrange these things.
Here we see men and women free, with no one con-
trolling the life of another. And this is largely because
the people rule. Here we have democracy. Love
always takes precedence over riches in marriage, and
no Caucasian can win a comely maid simply because
of his wealth and position. Enlightened white society
would tolerate no such reversion to barbarism. Strict
monagamy is the rule from which there is not the
slightest inclination to swerve—as proven by the exist-
ence of the Mann Act and numerous bigamy laws.
Instead of the weaker sex toiling their lives out in
the home, an advanced civilization allows them to
spend their time profitably in well-appointed steam
laundries, beautiful tiled restaurants, great clothing
factries and huge office buildings. The more elderly
females may even get to be scrubwomen in palatial
banks and hotels. Virtue is cheap: marriages seldom
cost over five dollars, so prostitution has never raised
its hydra-head in Nordic lands. Love is the only



THE MESSENGER

199

thing that counts. The result is that marriages are
happier and more enduring than elsewhere, as proven
by the low divorce rate.

This should certainly be sufficient to silence dis-
senters, but I shall continue. Take housing, for in-
stance. Here again the Africans are hopelessly behind
the times. No massive modern tenements greet the
eyes of the traveler in that unfortunate land. The
healthy exercise of running up six flights of stairs
after the day’s toil is quite impossible. They are still
at the primitive stage where only one family occupies
a habitation. Instead of a couple toiling forty or fifty
years to pay off the mortgage or meet the landlord
every thirty days, I am informed that the whole tribe
pitches in and erects a home for every couple on their
wedding day! How can a real spirit of thrift exist
in such an environment? Though I cannot place much
credence in a rumor so terrible to contemplate, I have
heard is reported that these people practice a crude
form of communism. Of course it can hardly be true
since all our college professors and editorial writers
have always told us that communism is contrary to
human nature. If it i true, may this not be the cause
of their easy-going, indolent, thriftless life? Let the
restless proletarians of advanced Nordic civilization
beware of new-fangled ideas. Who knows but revolu-
tion might return us to an era of sprawling ease and
worklessness ?

Since the habit of dying is fairly general throughout
the earth, even among Africans, one would naturally
assume that in the disposal of the dead these natives
would be abreast of the white man. It will come as
a surprise then to learn that burials and services are
free. Yes, insurance companies and undertakers are
unknown. Furthermore, the death rate is disgustingly
low (except where the civilizing influence of the
whites has been felt), since there are no doctors, chiro-
practors or Christian Scientists. Is it necessary to go
farther to prove the inferiority of the Negro? Long
l(i;ve su'ch scientists as Lothrop Stoddard and Madison

rant!

Most of those who laud the purity of these people’s
lives seem to overlook their general use of intoxicating
beverages. It is only natural that biased opinion should
overlook such a damnable custom. I seriously doubt
if there is a single branch of the W. C. T. U. in
Africa. And even if there were Prohibition Enforce-
ment squads, the liquor is made and handled in such
small quantities that seizure would not prove as profit-
able to the law officers as it has in the United States.
Nor have these Negroes reached the cultural stage
that would enable them to enforce anti-imbibing legis-
lation as it is enforced here. How in the world can
Nordic pastimes such as bootlegging exist when drink-
ing is permitted by those in authority? Well, what
more can you expect? You can’t get blood out of a
turnip!

Now I fully realize that in a discussion of this kind
one’s zeal is apt to ouistrip one’s fairness. I want to
guard against any injustice to my Negro kinsmen of
the Old World or the New. I am willing to concede
for the sake of argument that the Negroes (and any-
one with one drop of “black” blood is a Negro) con-
tributed the foundations upon which Nordic civiliza-
tion rests: the level, the wheel, the cam, the pulley,
mathematics, paper, iron smelting, and, to go from the
sublime to the ridiculous, much of what is known as
Christianity. But these were accomplishments which,
of course, required far less mentality than the later
adoptions and improvements. I am even charitable
enough to grant the Negroes such men as Antar,

Poushkin, Dumas, Latino, Alexander Hamilton, Tous-
saint L'Overture, Booker T. Washington, Coleridge
Taylor and Henry O. Tanner. But who are such fel-
lows compared to the men who are at the top of
things in the white world today ? Surely we have never
reached the level of Warren G. Harding!

In the field of religion my African brethren exhibit
amazing childishness. Praying for rain, good harvests
or success in battle is still the custom—a custom, hap-
pily, from which white people long ago emancipated
themselves. Idol worship, too, is general, but some
tribes have no religion at all. Just think of it! The
idiocy of worshipping a visible deity or none at all in
preference to an invisible one must be apparent to all
sound thinkers. Unlike the Christian clergy of Nordic
lands, their witch doctors and medicine men play
wholly upon the ignorance of the laymen with magic
and incantations. The most absurd statements coming
from these wily fellows are implicitly believed. Let
us be not unmindful of the sacrifices and labors of the
hard working missionary, who, having saved his white
brethren from evil and sin, braves the dangers of
foreign lands immersed in savagry to protect the be-
nighted heathen from the wrath of God.

Not for these backward Negroes the classic strains
of “The Livery Stable Blues,” “You Got to See Mama
Every Night,” and “Barney Google,” for the phono-
graph, player-piano and radio are unknown. Here
again ignorance is a boomerang. It is truly a dull
existence for any people. In some tribes, in order
to enliven things, each person composes his or her
own songs. Isn’t that too primitive for anything?

After all this, one is naturally prepared to hear that
the Africans are also politically backward. I regret
to admit that such is the case. Absolute monarchy is
the rule. Democracy, with all its demonstrated bene-
fits, is unknown. You can make sure there are no
such ably governed communities as Philadelphia and
Chicago on the Dark Continent. With the absence of
democracy, the most intelligent and capable Negroes
consequently control affairs. There is no opportunity
for men with the mentality of truck drivers or dish-
washers to become great statesmen as they continually
do in the more enlightened Nordic lands. Seers like
John F. Hylan or Calvin Coolidge would never reach
the seats of power in the Congo. The natives would
be too obtuse to elect them even if given the oppor-
tunity. Democratic political practices, i.e., ballot-box
stuffing, vote buying, bribing, slandering campaigns,
colonizing and gerrymandering have yet to penetrate
to African communities. The burning of his capital
city by the much overrated King Karma is a good il-
lustration of the sort of leadership the Africans must
tolerate!

Twenty thousand or more blacks resided in the town,
and, although there were no restaurants, delicatessen
stores or druggists there, the loyal subjects began to
hasten over the River Styx in unusually large num-
bers. Though unaware at first of the cause of this
brisk business in grave digging, the king wagged his
head, pursed his lips, wrinkled his brow and in every
way attempted to look as wise and profound as any
American politician under similar circumstances.
Finally it was learned that either the water supply
was polluted or the location of the kraal was other-
wise unhealthy. Did this monarch handle the situation
(and it was a grave situation) in a civilized manner,
that is, convene the legislature, hold midnight sessions,
make and listen to long and boresome speeches in
which the situation was “‘deplored” and “viewed with
alarm,” hold great prayer meetings, etc? Nothing like
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that. He ordered a new town built on higher ground;
moved the entire remaining population into it; and
then with his own hand put the torch to the old capital.
No regard for property rights; no appeal to God; no
referendum on the question! It is characteristic of the
uncivilized mind to place human rights above property
rights and to act simply and directly. We have a long
way to go before we can overtake the whites.

But I think our greatest failure has been marked
in the science of warfare. Wherever we have re-
mained uncivilized by the Krags and Mausers of the
progressive Caucasians, we still play with spears,
arrows, assegais, blowguns and other toys used in the
childhood of humanity. In short, we have not ad-
vanced beyond mere retail killing. When shall we too
graduate to rifles, trench mortars, tanks, poison gas,
germs, airplanes and dreadnaughts? Never, I fear,
without the usual assistance from the superior race.
They do know the game! Ten million killed in half
a decade—thirty thousand to our one. A dull report,
the scream of a shell, the deafening roar of the ex-
plosion and a marvelous cathedral is razed. In a
flash these canny Nordics can obliterate a hospital,
orphan asylum, old ladies’ home or even an entire city.
One becomes speechless in admiration of such progress.
What a people!

I suppose many spokesmen for the Negroes will
assert and maintain that in the New World we have
all the improvements unknown in the backward
regions, in brief, that we are not inferior here. Even
granting that we have done well in the New World,
do we measure up to Nordic standards? I don’t
believe so. We have yet to develop such men as Fall,
Denby, Billy Sunday, William H. Anderson, Daugh-
erty, Gipsy Smith, A. Mitchell Palmer, William J.
Burns, Burleson, Dr. Frank Crane or George Creel.
Should we not hang our heads in shame? We are so
backward and inefficient here in America that the
whites won’t play baseball, golf or tennis with us, and
only reluctantly and protestingly compete with us in
the schools, colleges and prize rings. They assume
this attitude solely because they do not wish to
humiliate us by continually demonstrating our in-
feriority. They refuse to employ our smart boys and
girls in responsible positions for the same reason.
Some Negro agitators of my acquaintance have been
bold enough to charge the whites with taking this
attitude because they feared Negro competition. But

_this is of course absurd, because it is contrary to all
- our teaching in schools and editorials concerning the
generally acknowledged Caucasian spirit of fair play.
And right here I might say that our failure to grasp
the real spirit underlying the Nordic civilization is
largely responsible for our backwardness in the midst
of so much progress. We don’t enter into the spirit
of the thing; we are entirely alien to the social and
cultural forces surrounding us. We don’t join in the
activities of the whites with the zest and abandon
becoming of a pioneer people in America. For in-
stance, there is seldlom more than one Negro at a
lynching bee and he or she is usually an unwilling
participant in the fun. We even deign to go counter to
the national mores by decrying anti-Semitism, although
the Jews make as much money in our settlements as
among the Anglo - Saxon, Protestant, native bomn
whites. We also err by being on good terms with the
Catholics, yet, I suppose, we must remain on good
terms with the police! We are narrow, prejudiced and
clannish. We segregate ourselves in little colonies in
nearly every city although the whites make no effort
to prevent us from living anywhere we choose—if

we can outwit the real estate associations, dodge the
bombs and win sufficient cases in the Supreme Court.
If we attend the theatres we always huddle together
in the balcony as if we couldn’t purchase seats any-
where in the house like other citizens! In the South,
we are even more clannish, for we require separate
cars on every train and separate waiting rooms at
every station, regardless of the fact that Japanese,
Chinese, Hindu and Mexican aliens are satisfied to
sit anywhere. Our young men adopt the same policy
when they enlist in the Army or Navy: if they join
the land forces, they never enter the higher branches
such as the field artillery, signal corps, coast artillery
or air service merely because there are no Negro
units as in the infantry and cavalry; if they go to the
naval branch they seem satisfied to remain firemen,
coal passers and mess attendants, for one never sees
them on deck as gunners, seamen or marines; and our
college boys won't enter the Student Training Camps
like other Americans, just because there are no pro-
visions for them! It is quite useless to argue that dis-
crimination is practiced, because government officials
are too fair to stoop to such low behavior toward
fellow citizens. We {fail, too, to avail ourselves of our
privilege and duty to participate in the government of
the country. There has never been a known-to-be-a-
Negro President, and there are no Negro Congress-
men, governors or mayors, despite the fact that we
also possess large numbers of unsuccessful lawyers
and business men. And there is no need to argue that
we haven’t the men with ability to hold such posi-
tions—look at Hylan and Coolidge! The old charge
that the attitude of the whites toward us prevents our
participation in the national activities is a dangerous
falsehood. Haven't they adopted our music and danc-
ing? Don’t they gush over with love for their black
mammies, real and imaginary, even to the extent of
proposing a monument to them? Didn’t the Supreme
Court decide and the Confederate Army fight to keep
us down South where we would be closer to the whites
than we are up North? Doesn't our four or five mil-
lions of mulattoes prove that the whites are flesh of
our flesh and blood of our blood? Why there is hardly
a white person down South who hasn’t a Negro rela-
tive! How nonsensical it is then to always prate of
prejudice against us. Efforts to stigmatize the Nordic
spirit of justice by calumny will never get us any-
where. We have been in the New World for five
hundred years and we have nothing like the Credit
Mobilier, Hog Island, the 1918 airplane frauds, or
Tea Pot Dome to show for it. True, we have Marcus
Garvey, Roscoe “Cackling” Simmons, and a larger
percentage of clergymen than any other group in the
country, but otherwise our record is disgraceful.

In Haiti, we had our greatest opportunity to make
good. What was the result? After Toussaint L'Over-
ture cleared the white folks out of the island ; instead
of building macadam roads, inaugurating child labor,
erecting canning factories, sawmills, insane asylums,
textile mills and poor houses; the ignorant and shift-
less natives worked just enough to keep themselves
alive and spent the rest of their time in dancing, sing-
ing, voodism and opera bouffe revolutions. It remained
for Wall Street, properly aided, as usual, by the armed
forces of the United States, to rouse the people out of
this sloath. Of course a few thousand of the more
stubborn natives became casualties in their misguided
efforts to emulate the farmers of Lexington and stay
the forces of civilization. But the sacrifice of men and
money poured out unstintingly by Uncle Sam for
“the protection of American interests” was not in vain,
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so the island has been made safe for democracy. The
little country is now on the upgrade; people are work-
ing all day, under the benign supervision of U. S.
Marines, cheerfully constructing good roads to enable
the numerous American officials to exercise their
Fords, Buicks and Packards; friendly police are quar-
tered in every district; and plans are afoot to clear
off the forests, open up stone quarries, develop the
mineral resources and generally get things going in
the right direction. Naturally a sizable minority of
the leading spokesmen of the Haitians were not com-
pletely reconciled to this era of progress and expan-
sion, so a large number of editors, poets and other
lazy and troublesome fellows had to be jailed for
entertaining fanciful ideas about the sacredness of
treaties, independence, freedom of speech and press,
and otherwise taking the American Bill of Rights,
the Declaration of Independence and international law
too seriously. However, it can be truthfully stated
that the masses in Haiti today have as many liberties
as the citizens of the United States enjoy. Ten or
fifteen vears hence when the thrifty Haitian leaps out
of his Grand Rapids bed at 5:30 a. m. to the strains
of Big Ben, and, going to the window of his flat,
surveys the gorgeous panorama of smokestacks, tar
roofs, fire escapes, clothes lines and cigarette adver-
tisements, he will throw back his head, fill his lungs
with the fresh morning coal dust, and thank God and
the investment bankers for rescuing his people from
barbarism.

Yes, we Negroes have a long way to go before we
can truthfully claim to have anywhere approximated
the development of the Caucasian. Our birth rate is
still disgustingly high; we are only beginning to use
the divorce courts; a large number of our young men
and women still go to college to study; and the major-
ity of our folks prefer the Bible to “Snappy Stories,”
“Whiz Bang,” or “The Saturday Evening Post.” Most
of our people continue crowding the churches and
singing spirituals on Sunday rather than recline amid
the newspapers, soda bottles and cracker boxes on the
spacious beach at Coney Island. The war records
reveal that our young men were the most physically
fit in the country. We must try to live down this poor
showing. With great effort on our part, we may,
in another half century reach the Nordic level. In the
meantime let us admit our backwardness and earnestly
endeavor to appreciate the benefits we are undoubtedly
deriving from our association with the supermen. It
is clear the Nordics are ahead of us. Why not acknowl-
edge the truth and silence our vociferous propagan-
dists? Let us be fair and sensible!

Who knows we may yet prove our capacity for
Nordic civilization? The case is not entirely hopeless.
In Africa and elsewhere our people are being shaken
out of their listlessness. Only recently my attention
was drawn to the increasing number of suicides among
our people, and at least two Negro bankers have in
the past ten years absconded with the funds entrusted
to their care. So the outlook is not entirely hopeless.
Nearly all dependable observers returning from Africa
testify to the great moral influence of white civiliza-
tion on the natives. Sir Harry H. Johnston, the noted
explorer and administrator, in his recent book, “The
Story of My Life,” cites the case of a cultured and
God-fearing Portuguese gentleman in Africa who took
unto himself a black wife “without benefit of clergy,”
and produced a multi-colored progeny by her, by his
mulatto daughters and by his quadroon grand-daugh-
ters. How reminiscent of the chivalrous conduct of

(Continued on page 207)
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he wouldn’t trouble anybody again that night. His two
male companions started forward, and then stopped dead
in their tracks, and stood looking down at him as if awe-
struck. The two women cowered together in one corner,
whimpering. I took Caroline’s wrap from the floor beside
her, rolled her up in it—her waist had been torn prac-
tically off in the struggle with Jeffreys—picked her up
tenderly in my arms, and without a word or a look went
out of the door, while Jeffreys’ four friends stood look-
ing stupidly with open mouths.

When I got out into the hall, here was Cerberus again,
and for a second I anticipated trouble. But [ might have
spared myself even this very momentary apprehension.
He was standing staring at me with eyes wide open. Then
he spoke.

“Foh Gawd, Mistuh, you swings a nasty right. Wid
dese eyes I seen Bob Fitzsimmons break de flo’ wid Jim
Hall’s haid down in Noo Yawlins, an’ way back dere in
97 1 seen him paralyze Jim Corbett wid dat turribul
solah plexus blow, but in all my bawn days I nebber
seed no such cut down as dat. Who is you, Mistah?"
And he followed me respectfully to the stairs.

I suppose I shall always regret that my concern for
Caroline, and my anxiety to avoid any public scandal,
prevented me from enjoying this moment of real unal-
loyed triumph, and this perfect, wholly unsought tribute.
But, to tell the truth, it was only later that the scene and
the quaint words of the attendant came back to me.

I ran down the stairs, and, in my excitement, though
Caroline is no featherwelght she impeded me no more
than would a small doll baby. I asked the doorman to
get my car as quietly as possible, showing him a dollar
hill. In a moment, and with absolutely no publicity, I had
Caroline in the car. Then I asked the chauffeur to get

(Continued on page 202)
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Green and I conferred. I did not want to take Caroline
on the train, and yet I did not want to pay taxi hire to a
Baltimore car for a trip to Washington. Green said he
could fix that, for he knew two or three Washington
cars which were always waiting about, looking for chance
passengers for the home trip. Soon he was back with a
man he could recommend, and had brought extra rohes
for the trip—I must really do something nice for Green,
for he certainly acted like an officer and a gentleman!
Well, I paid off my Baltimore chauffeur, and we started
for home, with Tommie and Caroline snugly wrapped up,
and Caroline between the two of us. At a big restaurant
we stopped, and sent the chauffeur in for some steaming
cups of hot coffee, which did us all good, even Caroline.

I had told Tommie about the condition of Caroline’s
waist, and we both thought it was best not to take the time
to fix it in Baltimore, but Tommie said she would take
Caroline to her house for the night, and everything could
be all fixed up by morning, when I could bring over one
of her school suits and the necessary changes. I need
not say that I breathed prayers of thanksgiving all the
way over at the manner in which everything had turned
out. Such a nasty mess as it might have been, had the
cat just once jumped the wron gway!

At first Caroline was so silent I began to get nervous,
but just before we got to the District line, she commenced
to cry, not hysterically, but softly, and she snuggled down
close against me. So I put my arm around her, and let
her cry to her heart’s content, while Tommie looked over
at me and smiled approval. Before we got to Tommie’s
we were all talking and laughing, more or less as usual,
but none of us referred to Jeffreys nor his friends nor
the nasty incident of the evening.

Then my hand commenced to pain me, or, rather, I
suppose, I just became aware of it, and, inadvertently, I
spoke of it, a fact I instantly regretted, for nobody pres-
ent knew of the “haymaker” that had put Jeff out of the
picture.

“Your hand?” said Tommie, unsuspectingly. “Have
you hurt it, and how?”

“I was just trying to think,” I lied glibly.

Soon we arrived at Tommie’s, and we all went in.
Tommie made a light in the hall, and I told the taxi man
to wait for me for a moment or two, for I wanted to he
sure everything was all right.

Tommie left us to light up her room.

Caroline came over to where I was standing, and,
putting up her hands, pulled my face down.

“Old Grouchy,” she said, “I have been a bad girl, and
I've been punished, so don’t scold me! I did not know
when I adopted you as my godfather, that I was adopting
an angel—a real guardian angel—in disguise. How did
I ever do without you so long! Some day I'll thank you,
but I shan’t try it now.”

I had an insane impulse to kiss her, she did look so
like a forlorn little girl, but, thanks to my own guardian
angel, I resisted. These cute little girls are always play-
ing the devil with a man’s good sense.

So I bade her goodnight, and went out to the waiting
car. When I got home I knocked on Mrs. Rhodes’ door,
and told her that Caroline was back in town and at
Tommie Dawson’s house.

“Where is Mr. Jeffreys?” she asked.

“For some reason, he did not come back tonight. We
left him in Baltimore.”

“But did you go? I did not know you and Tommie
were to be there, or I should not have made such a fuss
about Caroline’s going.”

“Well, we did not know it unfil the last minute.”

So I bade her goodnight—repeated the same message
to Genevieve, who had heard me talking, and who spoke
to me through her closed door—and I went up to my room.

When I had turned on the light, I examined my hand
and wrist, which were throbbing away at a great rate.
My knuckles were badly skinned, and smarted consider-
ably. It looked as if I had sprained my hand. Well, it
was in a good cause, and I could only wonder how Jeff's

* (Continued on page 208)
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By GFORGE S, SCHUYLER and THEOPHILUS LEWIS

The Higher Mendicancy: White peo-
ple have long held that Negroes are in-
ferior because there is no field of en-
deavor in which they excel. While it is
true that in the gentle arts of safe blow-
ing, jury rigging, germ poisoning, ballot
box stuffing, suicide, etc., the dark
brother is much helow the Nordic
blondes, there is one field in which the
Sons of Ham hold a paramount posi-
tion. We refer, of course, to the Higher
Mendicancy. Now there are two kinds
of mendicants; those who carry cans
and those who carry canes, those who
live in hovels and those who live in
hotels; those who ride outside Pullmans
and those who ride inside Pullmans:
those who beg dimes and those who beg
dollars. In the field of the lower mendi-
cancy the Negro has never been very
well represented. Only here and there
do we find a Senegambian panhandling
on the main “stem.” It is largely a
“white man’s job.” Since time imme-
morial though—or, to be more exact,
since the Civil War— the Negro has al-
ways been a prominent figure in the field
of the Higher Mendicancy. Very carly,
astute blackamoors saw what a wonder-
ful field awaited them. Here were mil-
lions of illiterate blacks in the South
and thousands of philanthropic whites in
the North with plenty of cash and a
yearning to help the downtrodden—*as
far as Paris is.” What a vision! So
for the last half century these wily Afra-
mericans have been tripping back and
forth from house to house, office to office
and bank to bank getting large wads of
cash from white plutocrats whose eyes
are dimmed by the heart-rending stories
recounted. Sometimes they carry a
quartette along with them to loosen the
purse strings more readily. It was and
1s a great business. In addition to thus
touching the pecuniary heart of the
Northern white plutocrats, those Negroes
who attain the greatest fame are dubbed
“leaders of the Negro race” hy the whites
and so recognized by the majority of the
blacks. In fact it has come to pass that
no Negro can become a leader until rati-
fied by the Caucasian elect. “Need of
education” for the blacks is not the only
slogan used by these experts in the
Higher Mendicancy to garner the long
green. There is “lynching, discrimina-
tion, segregation” and the necessity of
“getting Negroes into unaccustomed oc-
cupations.” So organizations were very
early brought into being with extensive
staffs of sauve, sleek, bespectacled, im-
maculate gentlemen of color who became
experts in the art of extracting coin to
save the race. They attended lengthy
conferences with elderly white philan-
thropists, sent out voluminous releases
bristling with statistics and inevitably
showing the necessity for more money,
and made numerous speeches before au-
diences of sympathetic folk. They also
wrote numerous books filled with the
pathos and tragedy of Negro life which

helped to break "down sales resistance.
In great fairness to these able practi-
tioners, it must be said that while the
benefit to the race at large by their ac-
tivities has been quite meagre—as is true
of most uplift and social agencies—they
at least furnished pretty fair jobs for a
few hundred young college students. We
learn from a very promment lady who
contributed liberally to one of the fre-
quent drives of one of these organiza-
tions supposed to get Negroes jobs, that
a young colored girl whom she directed
to the richly furnished offices in search
of work was told by the cultured secre-
tary: “Oh, no, my dear! We don’t op-
erate an employment agency. . . . We
collect dah-ta!” The prominent lady in-
formed us that they wouldn't collect any
more “dah-ta” on her money. The ma-
jority of “those who get milked” seldom
make any examination of concrete results,
being largely satisfied with the credit for
“uplifting” the Negro. So the mazuma
pours in.

It is also true that after paying for
full dress suits, canvas-back duck, motor
cars, trips to Europe, finc residences, and
sending sons and daughters to Yale Har-
vard, Radcliffe, ctc. (It is to be noted
that they seldom send them to the
schools for which they solicit funds),
there is very little of the money left
with which to do anything of value for
the race, But after all, the business of
these Higher Mendicants is to collect
money, and that they do very ably. So
let the Nordics beware how they boast.
When it comes to the gentle art of ex-
tracting coin painlessly and the tech-
nique of fauning, the dark brother is
precminent and his laurels are forever
safe. This superiority of the Negro in
an ever growing field of American endea-
vor should be recognized, for truly, the
executive secretary and school principal
(the world's champion dollar hounders)
have taken their place among the Negro
aristocracy along with the dentist, doc-
tor, undertaker, real estate shark, boot-
legger, hair straightener and the ubiqui-
tous clergyman. Either there should be
a yearly award of a Nobel Prize in the
Higher Mendicancy, or the \Spingarn
Medal should be given to the Negro ex-
tracting the largest bundle of dinero

from superannuated plutocrats during
each year.
In the Field of Literature: The Boob

Publishing Company of Ward’s Island,
New York City, announces the follow-
ing new publications now on sale at the
principal bookstores in Kamchatka,
Northern Greenland, Central Borneo and
Baffin Land:

Tle Relation Between the Decline of
Lynching and a Change of Editorial
Policy: Conclusions arrived at in My
Usual Scientific Manner. By W. E. B.
Du Bois. Price 400 roubles (paper).

How to Hold a Job: Random Papers

on Tenaciously Adhering to the Govern-
ment Payroll. By Charles W. Ander-
son. 200 marks (Polish).

The Profits of Race Prejudice: Ts-
says by Robert “Rusty” Moton, Eugene
Kinckle Jones, James Weldon Johnson,
and numerous others. 250 roubles.

In His Steps: Reflections on Drug-
ging the Negro Masses. By the Staff
of The Negro World. 15 pfennigs.

The Thrist for Liquor: A group of
Short Stories on the Consumption of
Alcoholic Beverages. By several noted
Negro society leaders. 10 marks.

Craviang Appointment: A Delightful
Group of Essays by Gilchrist Stewart,
Robert Vann, Fred” R. Moore, George
Harris, W, C, Matthews and C. E. Mit-
chell, with introduction by Henry Lin-
coln Johnson and Perry Howard. 1
rouble.

The Science of Soliciting Funds: A
Brilliant Treatise on the Higher Mendi-
cancy by various Negro college presi-
dents and executive secretaries of Up-
lift societies and leagucs. 100 marks.

The Technique of Dishwashing: 500
pages of scientific matter from Atlanta,
Ga. By Marcus Garvey.

Things That Pass in the Night 1 Much
has passed into the Negro's life but more
has passed out. What, for instance, has
become of the Brownies Book, child of
W. E. Burghardt and Augustus Gran-
ville; The Black Man, dream child of
Emperor Garvey; Th Voice, that in-
trepid organ for which the embattled new
Negroes collected funds; The Crusader,
trumpet of Cyril Briggs and Gregory
Zinovieff; the Booker T. Washington
Hotel, that stupendous Harlem hostelry
about which some Negroes grew enthu-
siastic and for which certain shrewd He-
brews collected hard-earned dinero: the
Phyllis  Wheatley phantom flagship of
the Black Star Line; the Pan-African
Conference, that annual excuse for a
European tour by noted intellectuals
The Cat's Meow, literary journal of
Henri Stucker and “Dr” Hubert Harri-
son, late of Copenhagen ; and the African
Blood Brotherhood, that huge organiza-
tion of six Negro Communists which
usually convened in a telephone booth or
Ia cigar store despite its “50,000" mem-
bers.

Out June 1st
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Negro and Nordic Civilization
(Continued from page 201)

the Nordic aristocrats of our own ante-bellum South
whose descendants are revolted by the very idea of
social contact between the inferior and superior races
—except at night! Indeed, millions of blacks are
each year being awakened to the blessings of civiliza-
tion. Is it too much to hope that we also may some
day burst forth in all the glory of honest graft, auto-
mobile bandits, strip poker and alimony? Stranger
things have happened. Where there’s a will, there’s a
way.

No, we should not despair of our black brothers.
Remember, the Caucasians were once in almost the
same boat. Tacitus said he didn’t think the Germans
would ever be civilized (and during the late annoy-
ance many of our educators and statesmen said the
same thing). All Europe at one time was inhabited
by tribes of Nordics who did little else than lie around
and enjoy life. Frivolity and indolence had Europe
in their dastardly grip and there was no John H.
Sumner, Lord’s Day Alliance or Anti-Saloon League
to say them nay. Great forests covered a large part
of the continent; placid rivers wended their ways
through picturesque valleys to the sea, with here and
there a skiff or barge skimming their surfaces. The
country wasn’t developed at all. People wasted an
immense amount of time on cathedrals, stained glass,
poetry, music, tournaments and fairs. For a time it
looked as if the white race was destined to be a fail-
ure. Jongleurs, troubadours, fat priests, hungry ban-
dits and lean knights wandered around the country
from place to place. A peaceful citizen was often held
up and robbed in broad daylight. There was never

the feeling of security that one experiences in cities
free from outlawry, such as Memphis and Pittsburgh.
The best building sites were occupied by castles,
cathedrals and monestaries. In the midst of this
sloathfulness the white people of that day are reported
to have actually been happy. What a sorry picture!
Well, thank God, a sense of responsibility to pos-
terity was finally aroused in them through the Cru-
sades, trade with the Far East and the discovery of
America. The age of laziness and vicious merriment
has gone forever. The forests have been cut down and
burned up; most of the people are living thrifty lives
in the spacious slums of the large cities, and they are
much healthier for the change since medical authori-
ties assure us that only ninety per cent have a certain
social malady, merely four out of five suffer from
pyhorrea and less than sixty per cent wear spectacles.
The erstwhile placid surfaces of the rivers are now
disturbed by the -hustle and bustle of thousands of
tugs and barges carrying on the world’s business, and
the river lips once fledged by lilies and weeping wil-
lows are now fringed by soap factories, paper mills
and garbage disposal plants. The Europeans of today
and their American cousins are far more efficient in
every way: The population is bigger (and so are the
armies and jails) ; the bandits have also entered the
cities along with the rest of the people—some going to
prison or the police force, while others become bank-
ers, brokers or Congressmen; fighting is done with
much less frequency but with greater effectiveness—
the victor losing as much as the vanquished—but the
nonsensical chivalry of the Middle Ages has given
way to the practicality of the twentieth century.
Instead of the Jongleurs and troubadours, the modern
Nordic has the “Blues” on all sorts of mechanical
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instruments at all hours of the day and night; the
superb literature of the newsstands; and the highly
instructive dramatic productions of Hollywood. The
old policy of each feudal lord furnishing his serfs with
board and lodging has happily been discarded, and no
longer is the rightful place of such business builders
as real estate agents and food gamblers ignored.

This, I believe, is enough to show how far the
Nordics have traveled in just a few hundred years.
Is there any reason why the Negro should not do the
same? We have, of course, made some gains: Qur
hotel proprietors, cabaret owners, insurance writers,
physicians and undertakers have already developed an
unusual ability to coin large profits in a small space
of time. We can and must do better. It is absolutely
essential that we cultivate the Nordic spirit of thrift
and go-get-em. We must, therefore, in the words of
Major (?) Robert “Rusty” Moton, the Sage of Tuske-
gee, “Be Modest and Unassuming,” until such a time
as we can show the world something like Amritsar, the
World War, the West Virginia coal fields, the sweat
shops of New York, and the Bowery. Then we shall
have reached the level of Nordic civilization.

Letters of Davy Carr
(Continued from page 203)

jaw felt. Plenty of witch hazel and a firm bandage made
me feel better, and I went to bed, “dog-tired,” and slept
like a log.

Next morning the wrist was much better, and I rubbed
it down hard with a healing balm, put on a simpler band-
age, and took good care to put on my glove, so that Mrs.
Rhodes would ask no questions. In spite of her perfunc-
tory protest against what she called my “spoiling that bad
girl,” I took a small handbag of clothes to Tommie's for
Caroline. The girls were not up when I left it at the
door.

This letter was written Saturday and Sunday morning.
I have not seen the girls since I left them at Tommie’s.
My wrist is better, so much better that writing causes me
little trouble. I am going to Lillian Barton’s at about
five today, and I shall mail this as I go out. Jeffreys
has, of course, not appeared, but, fortunately, his habits
are so regularly irregular (to use a paradoxical expres-
sion) that his absence will cause no special comment. I
am curious to know what he will do.

This is a long letter, but I have lived so quietly now
for these two or three years that even a near-adventure
is quite exciting. I like what you say about the Richmond
Hill girl. I should like, indeed, to see her. But first come

The 64th General Assembly of the state of Tennessee ggzntil:;e,&a)gd Il(::mm:t:how you a thing or two. Till
has appropriated $160,000.00 for the Agricultural and In- ’ ! e
dustrial State Normal, Nashville, Tennessee, to match a
gift of $160,000.00 from the General Education Board of TAKE DR. SIEGERT'S
New York City and friends. The entire $320,000.00 will
he spent for buildings and equipment, which must be ready AN GOSTURA BITTERS
for use by June 30, 1927. The institution has the largest FOR A WEAK STOMACH. Same formula 1824—1924
Negro summer school in the world. The enrollment for Recommended by Physicians
the summer term of 1925 was twelve hundred. W. ]J. At Druggists, Grocers and Delicatessens
Hale is the president.
Greett
from the Joint Board of the
(3 , [ ]
Cloak, Skirt, Dress and Reefer Makers’ Unions
to all the
and Trade Unionists

Lexington Avenue

and 25th Street JOSEPH FISH
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Editorials
(Continued from page 197)

Negroes is equally true of the whites. In very
truth, unless we have a considerable number of in-
dustrial workers, a body upon which the parasitic
class can subsist, the professional parasite (we don’t
use the term ironically) will perish for lack of
subsistance.

A five million dollar endowment fund for Hamp-
ton and Tuskegee deserves wholehearted support.
In like manner we should aid the drive now being
conducted by such splendid institutions as Vir-
ginia Union University, whose fine collegiate work
has indelibly impressed itself upon the country in
such able thinkers, organizers and leaders as
Eugene Kinckle Jones, J. Max Barbour, Rev. A.
Clayton Powell, \V. P. Hayes, Charles S. Johnson,
Abram L. Harris, T. Arnold Hill, J. Milton Samp-
son, the late lamented William N. Colson, S. S.
Booker, Dr. B. F. McWilliams and George Buckner.
The Negro needs brain workers and hand workers.
Institutions which supply both are essential.

A Brave Editor

We are not referring to C. F. Richardson, editor
of the Houston Informer, who for several years has
been fighting the “white-mule” hyenas in the jun-
gles of Texas. Not the Richardson whom the Ku
Klux Klan planned to induce into a physician’s
office, cut him to pieces and distribute among its
members. We are not referring to this recognized
brave Negro editor who, domiciled among the Huns
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of Texas for the last ten years has pointed the finger
of scorn at every hypocrite in Dixie.

We refer to a braver editor, one who spoke out
during the war! One who watched the unions
hold up the government for high wages to the ex-
tent of forcing Congress to enact the Adamson
eight-hour law. One who saw the women picket
the White House, demanding equal rights. One
who saw small nationalities, demanding equal poli-
tical representation. An editor who observed
Russia revolt and execute the Czar. Spied the
Kaiser forced into exile. Noted the breakup of the
Austro-Hungarian Empire with its rulers deposed.
Witnessed the amazing scenes of every group, na-
tion, sex and race demanding a new deal of freedom, ~
liberty and justice, and decided to go them one bet-
ter. The same editor on one bright May morning
taking up his fiery pen, no doubt looking at pictures
of Frederick Douglas, William Lloyd Garrison,
Denmark Vesey and John Brown, got up the fight-
ing spirit, and in one bold stroke wrote the im-
mortal, infamous injunction to black people of
America: “Close Ranks. Let us forget our
grievances!”

Later on this plumed knight (he came near get-
ting a captaincy) received a poem entitled “Our
Thirteen Black Soldiers,” by Archibald H. Grimke,

.a Spingarn Medal winner, and one of the most dis-

tinguished members of the National Association
for the Advancement of Colored People. The poem
was protesting against the summary trial and
execution of our black boys at Houston, Texas. In
order that no prejudice may enter in this charge, we
present the original letters and let them speak for
themselves. These letters, as will be seen, were
exchanged between the Hon. Archibald H. Grimke
and the “Late Ambassador for a Few Days to
Liberia:”

Mr. Archibald Grimke,
1415 Corcoran St.. N. W,
Washington, D. C.

My Dear Dr. Grimke:

Please‘ let me have again the poem on the soldiel:s, _which
was accidently returned. 1 may be able to use it in the
June number. Very sincerely yours,

W. E. B. DU BOIS.

On May 4. 1918, Dr. Du Bois wrote the following
letter to Mr. Grimke:

My Dear Dr. Grimke:

Your much abused poem will have to come back again.
We have just been specially warned by the Department of
Justice that some of our articles are considered disloyal.

I would not dare, therefore, to print this just now. I am
sorry. Very sincerely yours,

W. E. B. DU BOIS.

Referring to the poem, the United States Senate
in a report, said: “The Messenger magazine did
not hesitate to print this poem which The Crisis
refused.”

The learned scribe of Fifth Avenue complains
that the younger Negro writers attacked every
Negro whose “head appeared above the mired
mass.” In all fairness we should state that so many
of these people had their hat-in-hand that it was
easy to hit their heads. Du Bois speaks of hitting
power in high places because a handful of students
at Fisk University broke out a few window panes.

(Continuad on next page)
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The Theatre
(Continued from page 195)

artist in proportion to its severity. A
slight censorship, such as we have in
America at present, may only annoy the
artist as a man while as a creator he
will find a way to present his theme
within the law. On the other hand, a
drastic censorship which reads, “Thou
shalt not make any graven image of any-
thing in Heaven above or the earth be-
neath or the water under the earth” will

kill the arts of sculpture and painting as
dead as a doornail. Since it is the na-
ture of censorship to move toward
greater severity, the artist and his allies
must constantly war on even the slight
restrictions which really do not bother
him; only by perpetually contending for
absolute freedom in choice of theme and
manner of treatment can the artist ob-
tain the moderate amount of freedom
which enables him to function comfort-
ably.

The lay citizen also has a stake in the

matter. In a country where the paternal
idea prevails there may be some logic in
telling a citizen how he shall spend his
leisure. But in a country where the aver-
age adult is presumed to be competent to
vote on the tariff it is sheer arrogance
to tell a man how strong he shall take
his amusement.
* * %

The National Ethiopian Art Theatre
announces another performance the sec-
;)nd week of May, date to be published
ater,

Editorials
(Continued from preceding page)

This is strange sociological data: that the Presi-
dent of Fisk University with a few Nashville police-
men is stronger than the United States Army, the
Federal government and the combined capital of
America. “Power in high places, white power,
power backed by unlimited wealth; hits it and
hits it openly and between the eyes; talks face to
face and not down ‘at the big gate.”” When did the
Trustee Board of Fisk University become so much
more wealthy than the United States? When did it
get greater backing than the government had dur-
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ing the war? And pray, whence cometh the unin-
hibited nerve, the unvarnished brass, the unmiti-
gated effrontery of this peace-time New York cru-
sader for the rights of Fisk students—this brave
Titan, this peerless Atlas, this gladiating Spartacus,
this Little Napoleon, this riddle of the universe
biologist who scoffs at white pseudo-anthropologists
for claiming they have no Negro blood in their
veins, but boasts of his own Dutch, French and
Negro blood ; and then in the same breadth “thanks
God he has no Anglo-Saxon blood in his veins!”
This swivel chair general—of lyrics and litanies—
this journalistic baron who has created a bible of
the blues, when real danger threatened, when a
war of swords and not a war of pens was on (long
since having passed his fiftieth birthday, he was
removed from actual hostilities), had no better and
braver advice to offer than “CLOSE RANKS. LET
US FORGET OUR GRIEVANCES.” Dr. Du
Bois ends his paragraph “God speed the breed.”
With respect to this peace-time type of hero we
would conclude: “God weed the breed.”

MAY DAY GREETINGS
TO OUR EXPLOITED
NEGRO BROTHERS!

Joint Executive Board

Vest Makers’ Union

A.C. W.of A.

PETER MONAT
Manager

M. GREENBERG

Secretary-Treasurer

175 EAST BROADWAY

New Yorx Crry
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The Amalgamated
Clothing Workers of America

Sends

May Bay Greetings

To All Workers

31 UNION SQUARE NEW YORK, N. Y.

Gy

We Call Attention to Our Three
Labor Banks:

AMALGAMATED AMALGAMATED
BANK OF NEW YORK TRUST & SAVINGS BANK
MEMBER FEDERAL RESERVE SYSTEM MEMBER CHICAGO CLEARING HOUSE
103 EAST 14th STREET 111 WEST JACKSON BOULEVARD
NEW YORK, N. Y. CHICAGO, ILL.

AMALGAMATED BANK OF PHILADELPHIA
FIFTH AND PINE STREETS, PHILADELPHIA, PA.

MONEY FORWARDED to FOREIGN COUNTRIES at LOWEST RATES

7
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