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everything can be done with moderation. . . . ._.:,m mo:.._u»vv\raﬂm oM EM_HM:m ﬁ“”
a thing of the past, and the wide-awake woman is F_..m_:m a wm_ m“__. p red for
all emergencies, and ready to answer any call, even if it be to face the ¢
lefield.

. %TM(._%M”M_*WE a woman Secretary of State. Two States have women Oo<ow=w~_”_m.
and we would not be surprised if within the next ten years a woman mBan. mo
White House in Washington, D.C. Women are also m:im m_v_oa.zﬂ,ao wom_ _om._o_”
and from time immemorial women have been used as spies to get information
ﬁ_gmﬁ.._n.c_wsf“_w.,uan have greater opportunities to display their ability wmnm:m_m%% :MM.
standing of both races, and due to the fact that black men are _m.ww um_unmn_m_ :M e
their women than white men. The former will more ,Hmnr_w. sing the m«mﬁwm i
white women than their own; yet who is more deserving of m&:ﬁ&nz than H_w
black woman, she who has borne the rigors of slavery, the mmvnﬂuﬂm_._m omo“”M
quent on a pauperized race, and the mn&mazm,m heaped upon a ,Ewm an v _Momrm_
less people? Yet she has E?Mnmg all ﬁMa_z_.. fortitude, and stands ever rea y p
i ward march to freedom and power.

" ﬁMM Mwﬁ nﬂmoc:qmmmm black women of the world, but push forward, H.wm,mn&ﬂ_“.m _MM.
the lack of appreciation shown you. A race must be m.ﬁ.&., a ncﬁnnJ :Ea de
redeemed, and unless you strengthen the _mmmma_d% of e_mn___nm_:m m _m@c :.__M e
will remain marking time until mme M.mw_d_né, race mﬁm_:m wmmMMMrﬁ of the world,

{ d to m:_ummﬁmnnnv_ under them, or exterminal . )
b an«M MMM.ME& of hearing Negro men say, “There is a _unﬂw« n_mx Qua._wam. while
they do nothing to usher in the day. We are becoming so E_m.m:nﬂ“ W 1a Mmﬁmn
getting in the front ranks, and serve notice on the world &mﬁ ;.ma,ﬂ rus i
the halting, cowardly Negro 3¢M. and i_nr m.ﬂuw.m_” on our lips and arms prepare
¢ fray, we will press on and on until victory is over.

wo«hm,wnw.n“_ﬂ.ﬁwnmvn _,om. Africans, and Negroes everywhere must _.,_m .En—mvan&as_w
God being our guide. Mr. Black man, watch your step! mz_:ovsm n__._wmzm M“_H :
reign again, and her Amazons protect rna_ m__o_ﬂmm and peop M._ mﬂa:m” _mm Ms :
shaking knees, and move forward, or we will displace you and lead on to ry
and to glory.

" while

Source: “Women as Leaders,” from The Negro Wogld (October 25, 1925).
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Langston Hughes and the Harlem Renaissance

The rise of Harlem as a cultural and social center for black America created the
context for a new black intelligentsia, Writers, musicians, and artists came to
Harlem, attempting to redefine the parameters of Negro aesthetics and creativ-
ity. These “New Negroes” saw themselves as products of a modern age, breaking
with established traditions and celebrating black life and culture. The Harlem
Renaissance represents the artistic and cultural production of this generation,
defined roughly from the Red Summer of 1919 through the early years of the
Great Depression.

Along with Countee Cullen, Claude McKay, Nella Larsen, and Zora Neale
Hurston, Langston Hughes (1902-1967) was a leading light of the Harlem Renais-
sance. Sometimes called “The mrmrm%m»am of Harlem,” H ughes studied at Colum-
bia University and rose to prominence with his first collection of poetry, Weary
Blues (1926). In addition to poetry, Hughes published plays, novels, stories, essays,
and an autobiography. At the start of his career, Hughes's work often centered
upon the daily lives of African Americans, and he employed black working-class
vernacular drawn from African-American musical traditions (mainly blues), With
the advent of the Great Depression, however, his work became more overtly polit-
ical, reflecting his interest in Marxism. By World War 11, Hughes's reputation as
black America’s most popular poet was firmly established,

—

THE NEGRO ARTIST AND THE RACIAL MoUNTAIN

One of the most promising of the young Negro poets said to me once, “| want to
be a poet—not a Negro poet,” meaning, | believe, “I want to write like a white
poet”; meaning subconsciously, “I would like to be a white poet”; meaning behind
that, “T would like to be white.” And I was sorry the Young man said that, for no
great poet has ever been afraid of being himself. And 1 doubted then that, with
his desire to run away spiritually from his race, this boy would ever he a great
poet. But this is the mountain standing in the way of any true Negro art in
America this urge within the race toward whiteness, the desire to pour racial indi-
viduality into the mold of American standardization, and to be as little Negro and
as much American as possible.

But let us look at the immediate background of this young poet. His family is
of what T suppose one would call the Negro middle class: people who are by no
means rich yet never uncomfortable nor _:_:mJ\I.m:.Em. contented, respectable
folk, members of the Baptist church. The father goes to work every morning. He
is a chiefl steward at a large white club. The mother somet

imes does fancy sewing
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or supervises parties for the rich families of the town. The children go to a mixed
school. In the home they read white papers and magazines. And the mother often
says “Don't be like niggers” when the children are bad. A frequent phrase from
the father is, “Look how well a white man does things.” And so the word white
comes to be unconsciously a symbol of all the virtues. It holds for the children
beauty, morality, and money. The whisper of “I want to be white” runs silently
through their minds. This young poet’s home is, I believe, a fairly typical home of
the colored middle class. One sees immediately how difficult it would be for an
artist born in such a home to interest himself in interpreting the beauty of his own
people. He is never taught to see that beauty. He is taught rather not to see it, or
if he does, to be ashamed of it when it is not according to Caucasian patterns,

For racial culture the home of a self-styled “high-class” Negro has nothing
better to offer. Instead there will perhaps be more aping of things white than in
a less cultured or less wealthy home. The father is perhaps a doctor, lawyer,
landowner, or politician. The mother may be a social worker, or a teacher, or she
may do nothing and have a maid. Father is often dark but he has usually married
the lightest woman he could find. The family attend a fashionable church where
few really colored faces are to be found. And they themselves draw a color line.
In the North they go to white theaters and white movies, And in the South they
have at least two cars and a house “like white folks.” Nordic manners, Nordic
faces, Nordic hair, Nordic art (if any), and an Episcopal heaven, A very high
mountain indeed for the would-be racial artist to climb in order to discover him-
self and his people.

But then there are the low-down folks, the so-called common element, and
they are the majority—may the Lord be praised! The people who have their nip
of gin on Saturday nights and are not too important to themselves or the com-
munity, or too well fed, or too learned to watch the lazy world go round. They live
on Seventh Street in Washington or Ptate Street in Chicago and they do not par-
ticularly care whether they are like white folks or anybody else. Their joy runs,
bang! into ecstasy. Their religion soars to a shout. Work maybe a little today, rest
alittle tomorrow. Play awhile, Sing awhile. O, let's dance! These common people
are not afraid of spirituals, as for a long time their more intellectual brethren
were, and jazz is their child. They furnish a wealth of colorful, distinctive mater-
ial for any artist because they still hold their own individuality in the face of
American standardizations. And perhaps these common people will give to the
world its truly great Negro artist, the one who is not afraid to be himself. Whereas
the better-class Negro would tell the artist what to do, the people at least let him
alone when he does appear. And they are not ashamed of him—if they know he
exists at all. And they accept what beauty is their own without question.

Certainly there is, for the American Negro artist who can escape the restric-
tions the more advanced among his own group would put upon him, a great field
of unused material ready for his art. Without going outside his race, and even
among the better classes with their “white” culture and conscious American man-
ners, but still Negro enough to be different, there is sufficient matter to furnish a
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black artist with a lifetime of creative work. And when he chooses to touch on the
relations between Negroes and whites in this country with thejr innumerable
overtones and undertones, surely, and especially for literature and the drama,
there is an inexhaustible supply of themes at hand. To these the Negro artist can
give his racial individuality, his heritage of rhythm and warmth, and hi incongru-
ous humor that so often, as in the Blues, becomes ironic laughter mixed with
tears. But let us look again at the mountain,

A prominent Negro clubwoman in Philadelphia paid eleven dollars to hear
Raquel Meller sing Andalusian popular songs. But she told me a few weeks
before she would not think of going to hear “that woman,” Clara Smith, a great
black artist, sing Negro folksongs. And many an upper-class Negro church, even
now, would not dream of employing a spiritual in its services, The drab melodies
in white folks’ hymnbooks are much to be preferred. “We want to worship the
Lord correctly and quietly. We don't believe in ‘shouting.’ Let’s be dull like the
Nordics,” they say, in effect,

The road for the serious black artist, then, who would produce a racial art is
most certainly rocky and the mountain is high. Until recently he received almost
1o encouragement for his work from either white or colored people. The fine
novels of Chesnutt go out of print with neither race noticing their passing, The
quaint charm and humor of Dunbar's dialect verse brought to him, in his day,
largely the same kind of encouragement one would give a side-show freak (A col-
ored man writing poetry! How odd!) or a clown (How amusing}).

The present vogue in things Negro, although it may do as much harm as good
for the budding colored artist, has at least done this; it has brought him forcibly
to the attention of his own people among whom for so long, unless the other race
had noticed him beforehand, he was a prophet with little honor. T understand that
Charles Gilpin acted for Yyears in Negro theaters without any special acclaim from
his own, but when Broadway gave him eight curtain calls, Negroes, too, began to
beat a tin pan in his honor. 1 know a young colored writer, a manual worker by
day, who had been writing well for the colored magazines for some years, but _ﬁ
was not until he recently broke into the white publications and his first book was
accepted by a prominent New York publisher that the “best” Negroes in his city
took the trouble to discover that he lived there, Then almost immediately —rm.v..
decided to give a grand dinner for him, But the society ladies were careful to
whisper to his mother that perhaps she’d better not come. They were not sure she
would have an evening gown,

The Negro artist works against an undertow of sharp criticism and misunder-
standing from his own group and unintentional bribes from the whites, “O, be
respectable, write about nice people, show how good we are,” say the me:.umm.
“Be stereotyped, don't g0 too far, don’t shatter our illusions about you, don't
amuse us too seriously. We will pay you,” say the whites. Both would have told
Jean Toomer not to write “Cane.” The colored people did not praise it. The white
people did not buy it. Most of the colored people who did read “Cane” hate it.
They are afraid of it. Although the critics gave it good reviews the public
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remained indifferent. Yet Amxoovzsm the work of Du Bois) “Cane” contains the
finest prose written by a Negro in America. And like the singing of Robeson, it is
truly racial.

But in spite of the Nordicized Negro intelligentsia and the desires of some
white editors we have an honest American Negro literature already with us. Now
I await the rise of the Negro theater, Our folk music, having achieved world-wide
fame, offers itself to the genius of the great individual American Negro composer
who is to come. And within the next decade I expect to see the work of a grow-
ing school of colored artists who paint and model the beauty of dark faces and cre-
ate with new technique the expressions of their own soul-world. And the Negro
dancers who will dance like flame and the singers who will continue to carry our
songs to all who listen—they will be with us in even greater numbers tomorrow.

Most of my own poems are racial in theme and treatment, derived from the
life T know. In many of them I try to grasp and hold some of the meanings and
rhythms of jazz. I am sincere as I know how to be in these poems and yet after
every reading I answer questions like these from my own people: Do you think
Negroes should always write about Negroes? I wish you wouldn't read some of
your poems to white folks. How do you find anything interesting in a place like a
cabaret? Why do you write about black people? You aren't black, What makes you
do so many jazz poems?

But jazz to me is one of the inherent expressions of Negro life in America: the
eternal tom-tom beating in the Negro soul—the tom-tom of revolt against weari-
ness in a white world, a world of subway trains, and work, work, work; the tom-
tom of joy and laughter, and pain swallowed in a smile. Yet the Philadelphia club-
woman is ashamed to say that her race created it and she does not like me to write
about it. The old subconscious “white is best” runs through her mind. Years of
study under white teachers, a life-time of white books, pictures, and papers, and
white manners, morals, and Puritan standards made her ke the spirituals. And
now she turns up her nose at jazz and all its manifestations—likewise almost
everything else distinctly racial. She doesn't care for the Winold Reiss portraits of
Negroes because they are “too Negro.” She does not want a true picture of her-
self from anybody. She wants the artist to flatter her, to make the white world
believe that all Negroes are as smug and as near white in soul as she wants to be.
But, to my mind, it is the duty of the younger Negro artist, if he accepts any duties
at all from outsiders, to change through the force of his art that old whispering “I

ant to be white,” hidden in the aspirations of his people, to “Why should I want
to be white? I am a Negro—and beautiful!

So I'am ashamed for the black poet who says, "] want to be a poet, not a Negro
poet,” as though his own racial world were not as interesting as any other world.
I am ashamed, too, for the colored artist who runs from the painting of Negro
faces to the painting of sunsets after the manner of the academicians because he
fears the strange un-whiteness of his own features, An artist must be free to
choose what he does, certainly, but he must also never be afraid to do what he
might choose.
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Let the blare of Negro jazz bands and the bellowing voice of Bessie Smitl:
singing Blues penetrate the closed ears of the colored near-intellectuals until they
listen and perhaps understand, Let Paul Robeson singing Water Boy, and w:&o_ﬁ_.p
Fisher writing about the streets of Harlem, and Jean Toomer _,o_m__.:m the heart of
Georgia in his hands, and Aaron Douglas drawing strange black fantasies cause
the smug Negro middle class to turn from their white, respectable, ordinary books
and papers to catch a glimmer of their own beauty. We younger Negro artists who
create now intend to express our individyal dark-skinned selves without fear or
shame. If white people are pleased we are glad. If they are not, it doesn’t matter.
We know we are beautiful. And ugly too. The tom-tom cries and the tom-tom
laughs. If colored people are pleased we are glad. If they are not, their displeasure
doesn’t matter either, We build our temples for tomorrow, strong as we know how;
and we stand on top of the mountain, free within ourselves,

s

My AMERICA
This is my land, America. Naturally, T love it—it is home—and I am vitally con-
cerned about its mores, its mmaocn_nw_. and its :.,m__.vanm. I try now to look at jt
with clear, unprejudiced eyes. My ancestry goes back at least four generations on
American soil and, through Indian blood, many centuries more, My background
and training is purely American—the schools of Kansas, Ohio, and the East. Iam
old stock as opposed to recent immigrant blood.

Yet many Americans who cannot speak English—so recent is their arrival on
our shores—may travel about our country at will securing food, hotel, and rail
accommodations wherever they wish to purchase them. I may not. These Ameri-
cans, once naturalized, may vote in Mississippi or Texas, if they live there, | mnay
not. They may work at whatever job their skills command. Byt | may not. They
may purchase tickets for concerts, theatres, lectures wherever they are sold
throughout the United States, Often I may not. They may repeat the Oath of
Allegiance with its ringing phrase of “Liberty and justice for a

“liberty and justice”
colored American,

I know that all these things T mention are not all true for all localities all
over America. Jim Crowism varies in degree from North to South, from the
mixed schools and free franchise of Michigan to the tumbledown colored
schools and open terror at the polls of Georgia and Mississippi. All over
America, however, against the Negro there has been an economic color line of
such severity that since the Civil War we have been kept most eff, ectively, as a
racial group, in the lowest economic brackets. Statistics are not needed to
prove this. Simply look around you on the Main Street of any American town
or city. There are no colored clerks in any of the stores—although colored peo-

1an American—but I am a
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ple spend their money there. There are practically never any colored street-car
conductors or bus drivers—although these public carriers run over streets for
which we pay taxes. There are no colored girls at the switchboards of the tele-
phone company—but millions of Negroes have phones and pay their bills.
Even in Harlem, nine times out of ten, the man who comes to collect your rent
is white. Not even that job is given to a colored man by the great corporations
owning New York real estate. From Boston to San Diego, the Negro suffers
from job discrimination.

Yet America is a land where, in spite of its defects, I can write this article. Here
the voice of democracy is sti heard—Wallace, Willkie, Agar, Pearl Buck, Paul
Robeson, Lillian Smith. America is a land where the poll tax still holds in the
South—but opposition to the poll tax grows daily. America is a land where Iynch-
ers are not yet caught—but Bundists are put in jail, and majority opinion con-
demns the Klan. America is a land where the best of all democracies has been
achieved for some people—but in Georgia, Roland Hayes, world-famous singer,
is beaten for being colored and nobody is jailed—nor can Mr. Hayes vote in the
State where he was born. Yet America is a country where Roland Hayes can come
from a log cabin to wealth and fame—in spite of the segment that still wishes to
maltreat him physically and spiritually, famous though he is.

This segment, the South, is not all of America. Unfortunately, however, the war
with its increased flow of white Southern workers to Northern cities, has caused
the Jim Crow patterns of the South to spread all over America, aided and abetted
by the United States Army. The Army, with its policy of segregated troops, has
U‘S_._m_; Jim Crow into communities where it was but little, if at all, in existence
before Pear] Harbor. From Camp Custer in Michigan to Guadalcanal in the
South Seas, the Army has put its stamp upon official Jim Crow, in imitation of the
Southern states where laws separating Negroes and whites are as much a part of
government as are Hitler’s laws segregating Jews in Germany. Therefore, any con-
sideration of the current problems of the Negro people in America must concern
itself seriously with the question of what to do about the South.

The South opposes the Negro's right to vote, and this right is denied us in most
Southern states. Without the vote a citizen has no means of protecting his consti-
tutional rights. For Democracy to approach its full meaning, the Negro all over
America must have the vote. The South opposes the Negro's right to work in
industry, Witness the Mobile shipyard riots, the Detroit strikes fomented by
Southern whites against the employment of colored people, the Baltimore strikes
of white workers who objected to Negroes attending a welding school which
would give them the skill to rate upgrading. For Democracy to achieve its mean-
ing, the Negro like other citizens must have the right to work, to leam skilled
trades, and to be upgraded.

The South opposes the civil rights of Negroes and their protection by law,
Witness lynchings where no one is punished, witness the Jim Crow laws that deny
the letter and spirit of the Constitution, For Democracy to have real meaning, the
Negro must have the same civil rights as any other American citizen. These three
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simple principles of Democracy—the vote, the right to work, and the right to pro-
tection by law—the South opposes when it comes to me. Such procedure is dan-
gerous for all America. That is why. in order to strengthen Democracy, further the
war effort, and achieve the confidence of our colored allies, we must institute a
greater measure of Democracy for the eight million colored people of the South,
And we must educate the white Southerners to an understanding of such democ-
racy, so they may comprehend that decency toward colored peoples will lose
them nothing, but rather will increase their own respect and safety in the modern
world.

Ilive on Manhattan Island. For a New Yorker of color, truthfully speaking, the
South begins at Newark. A half hour by tube from the Hudson Terminal, one
comes across street-corner hamburger stands that will not serve a hamburger to
a Negro customer wishing to sit on a stool, For the same dime a white pays, a
Negro must take his hamburger elsewhere in a paper bag and eat it, minus a
plate, a napkin, and a glass of water. Sponsors of the theory of segregation claim
that it can be made to mean equality. Practically, it never works out that way. Jim
Crow always means less for the one Jim Crowed and an unequal value for his
money—no stool, no shelter, merely the _.m_svcammﬁ in Newark,

As the colored traveller goes further South by train, Jim Crow increases.
Philadelphia is ninety minutes from Manhattan. There the all-colored grammar
school begins its separate education of the races that Talmadge of Georgia so
highly approves. An hour or so further down the line is Baltimore where segre-
gation laws are written in the state and city codes. Another hour by train, Wash-
ington. There the conductor tells the Negro traveller, be he soldier or civilian, to
go into the Jim Crow coach behind the engine, usually half a baggage car, next to
trunks and dogs.

That this change to complete Jim Crow happens at Washington is highly sig-
nificant of the state of American democracy in relation to colored peoples today.
Washington is the capital of our nation and ane of the great centers of the Allied
war effort toward the achievement of the Four Freedoms. To a southbound
Negro citizen told at Washington to change into a segregated coach the Four
Freedoms have a hollow sound, like distant lies not meant to be the truth.

The train crosses the Potomac into Virginia, and from there on throughout the
South life for the Negro, by state law and custom, is a hamburger in a sack with-
out a plate, water, napkin, or stool—but at the same price as the whites pay—to
be eaten apart from the others without shelter. The Negro can do little about this
because the law is against him, he has no vote, the police are brutal, and the citi-
zens think such caste-democracy is as it should be,

For his seat in the half-coach of the crowded Jim Crow car, a colored man must
pay the same fare as those who ride in the nice air-cooled coaches further back in
the train, privileged to use the diner when they wish, For his hamburger in a sack
served without courtesy the Southern Negro must pay taxes but refrain from
going to the polls, and must patriotically accept conscription to work, fight, and
perhaps die to regain or maintain freedom for people in Europe or Australia
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when he himself hasn't got it at home. Therefore, to his ears most of the war
speeches about freedom on the radio sound perfectly foolish, unreal, high-flown,
and false. To many Southern whites, too, this grand talk so nobly delivered, so
poorly executed, must seem like play-acting.

Liberals and persons of good will, North and South, including, no doubt, our
President himself, are puzzled as to what on earth to do about the South—the
poll-tax South, the Jim Crow South—that so shamelessly gives the lie to Democ-
racy. With the brazen frankness of Hitler's Mein Kampf, Dixie speaks through
Talmadge, Rankin, Dixon, Amall, and Mark Ethridge.

In a public speech in Birmingham, Mr. Ethridge says: “All the armies of the
world, both of the United States and the Axis, could not force upon the South an
abandonment of racial segregation.” Governor Dixon of Alabama refused a gov-
emment war contract offered Alabama State Prison because it contained an anti-
discrimination clause which in his €yes was an "attempt to abolish segregation of
races in the South.” He said: “We will not place ourselves in a position to be
attacked by those who seek to foster their own pet social reforms.” In other
words, Alabama will not reform. It is as bull-headed as England in India, and its
governor is not ashamed to say so.

As proof of Southern intolerance, almost daily the press reports some new
oceurrence of physical brutality against Negroes. Former Governor Talmadge
was “too busy” to investigate when Roland Hayes and his wife were thrown into
jail, and the great tenor beaten, on complaint of a shoe salesman over a dispute
as to what seat in his shop a Negro should occupy when buying shoes. Nor did the
governor of Mississippi bother when Hugh Gloster, professor of English at
Morehouse College, riding as an inter-state passenger, was illegally ejected from
a train in his state, beaten, arrested, and fined because, being in an overcrowded
Jim Crow coach, he asked for a seat in an adjacent car which contained only two
white passengers.

Legally, the Jim Crow laws do not ‘apply to inter-state travellers, but the FBI
has not yet gotten around to enforcing that Supreme Court ruling. En route from
San Francisco to Oklahoma City, Fred Wright, a county probation officer of color,
was beaten and forced into the Texas Jim Crot coach on a transcontinental train
by order of the conductor in defiance of federal law. A seventy-six-year-old clergy-
man, Dr. Jackson of Hartford, Connecticut, going South to attend the National
Baptist Convention, was set upon by white passengers for merely passing through
a white coach on the way to his own seat. There have been many similar attacks
upon colored soldiers in uniform on public carriers. One such attack resulted in
death for the soldier, dragged from a bus and killed by civilian police. Every day
now, Negro soldiers from the North, returning home on furlough from Southern
camps, report incident after incident of humiliating travel treatment below the
Mason-Dixon line.

It seems obvious that the South does not yet know what this war is all about.
As answer Number One to the question, “What shall we do about the South?” I
would suggest an immediate and intensive government-directed program of pro-

——————— .
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democratic education, to be put into the schools of the South from the first grades
of the grammar schools to the universities. As part of the war effort, this is
urgently needed. The Spanish Loyalist Government had trench schools for its sol.
diers and night schools for ci en in Madrid under siege. America is not
under siege yet. We still have time (but not too much) to teach our people what
we are fighting for, and to begin to apply those teachings to race relations at
home. You see, it would be too bad for an emissary of color from one of the Latin
American countries, say Cuba or Brazil, to arrive at Miami Airport and board a
train for Washington, only to get beaten up and thrown off by white Southerners
who do not realize how many colored allies we have—nor how badly we need
them—and that it is inconsiderate and rude to beat colored people, anyway.

Because transportation in the South is so symbolic of America’s whole racial
problem, the Number Two thing for us to do is study a way out of the Jim Crow
car dilemma at once. Would a system of first, second, and third class coaches
help? In Europe, _,o_._.zmn_w. if one did not wish to ride with peasants and trades-
people, one could always pay alittle more and solve that problem by _Ei_.hm a first
class compartment almast entirely to oneself. Most Negroes can hardly afford
parlor car seats. Why not abolish Jim Crow entirely and let the whites who wish
to do so, ride in coaches where fow Negroes have the funds to be? In any case,
our Chinese, Latin American, and Russian allies are not going to think much of
our democratic pronunciamentos as long as we keep compulsory Jim Crow cars
on Southern rails.

Since most people learn a little through education, albeit slowly, as Number
Three, I would suggest that the government draft all the leading Negro intellec-
tuals, sociologists, writers, and concert singers from Alain Locke of Oxford and
W.E. B. Du Bois of Harvard to Dorothy Maynor and Paul Robeson of Carnegie
Hall and send them into the South to appear before white audiences, carrying
messages of culture and n_m_soﬂ,ms., thus c*ﬁmnnm:rm the old stereotypes of the
Southern mind and the Hollywood movie, and explaining to the people without
dialect what the war aims are about. With each, send on tour a liberal white
Southerner like Paul Green, Erskine Caldwell, Pearl Buck, Lillian Smith, or
William Seabrook. And, of course, include soldiers to protect them from the fas-
cist-minded among us,

Number Four, as to the Army—draftees are in sore need of education on how
to behave toward darker peoples. Just as a set of government suggestions has been
issued to our soldiers on how to act in England, so a similar set should be given
them on how to act in Alabama, Georgia, Texas, Asia, Mexico, and Brazil—wher-
ever there are colored peoples. Not only printed words should be given them, but
intensive training in the reasons for being decent to everybody. Classes in democ-
racy and the war aims should be set up in every training camp in America and
every unit of our military forces abroad. These forces should be armed with under-
mzs%sm as well as armament, prepared for :._m:nr_:m_ as well as E:Qm.

I go on the premise that most Southerners are potentially reasonable people,
but that they simply do not know nowadays what they are doing to America, or




262 FROM PLANTATION TO GHETTO: 1915-1954

how badly their racial attitudes look toward the rest of the civilized world. I know
their politicians, their schools, and the Hollywood movies have done their best to
uphold prevailing reactionary viewpoints. Heretofore, nobody in America except
a few radicals, liberals, and a handful of true religionists have cared much about
either the Negroes or the South. Their sincere efforts to effect a change have
been but a drop in a muddy bucket. Basically, the South needs universal suffrage,
economic stabilization, a balanced diet, and vitamins for children. But until those
things are achieved, on a lesser front to ameliorate—not solve—the Negro prob-
lem (and to keep Southern prejudice from contaminating all of America) a few
mild but helpful steps might be taken.

It might be pointed out to the South that the old bugaboo of sex and social
equality doesn't mean a thing, Nobody as a rule sleeps with or eats with or dances
with or marries anybody else except by mutual consent. Millions of people of var-
ious races in New York, Chicago, and Seattle go to the same polls and vote with-
out ever co-habiting together. Why does the South think it would be otherwise
with Negroes were they permitted to vote there? Or to have a decent education?
Or to sit on a stool in a public place and eat a hamburger? Why they think simple
civil rights would force a Southerner's daughter to marry a Negro in spite of her-
self, I have never been able to understand, It must be due to some lack of instruc-
tion somewhere in their schooling.

A government-sponsored educational program of racial decency could, fur-
thermore, point out to its students that cooperation in labor would be to the
advantage of all—rather than to the &mwmﬁsgmm of anyone, white or black, It
could show quite clearly that a million unused colored hands barred out of war
industries might mean a million weapons lacking in the hands of our soldiers on
some foreign front—therefore a million extra deaths—including Southern white
boys needlessly dying under Axis fire—because Governor Dixon of Alabama and
others of like mentality need a little education. It might also be pointed out that
when peace comes and the Southerners g0 to the peace table, if they take there
with them the traditional Dixie racial attitudes, there is no possible way for them
toaid in forming any peace that will last. China, India, Brazil, Free French Africa,
Soviet Asia and the whole Middle East will not believe a word they say.

Peace only to breed other wars is a sorry peace indeed, and one that we
must plan now to avoid. Not only in order jo win the war then, but to create
peace along decent lines, we had best start now to educate the South—and all
America—in racial decency. That education cannot be left to well-meaning but
numerically weak civilian organizations. The government itself should take
over—and vigorously. After all, Washington is the place where the conductor
comes through every southbound train and tells colored people to change to
the Jim Crow car ahead,

That car, in these days and times, has no business being “ahead” any longer.
War's freedom train can hardly trail along with glory behind a Jim Crow coach.
No matter how streamlined the other cars may be, that coach endangers all
humanity’s hopes for a peaceful tomorrow. The wheels of the Jim Crow car are
about to come off and the walls are going to burst wide open. The wreckage of
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Democracy is likely to pile up behind that Jim Crow car, unless America learns
that it is to its own self-interest to stop dealing with colored peoples in so anti-
quated a fashion. T do not like to see my land, America, remain provincial and
unrealistic in its attitudes toward color. [ hope the men and women of good will
here of both races will find ways of changing conditions for the better.

Omlas_w it is not the Negro who is going to wreck our Democracy. (What we
want is more of it, not less.) But Democracy is going to wreck itself if it continues
to approach closer and closer to fascist methods in its dealings with Negro citi-
zens—for such methods of oppression spread, affecting other whites, Jews, the
foreign born, labor, Mexicans, Cathelics, citizens of Oriental ancestry—and, in
due time, they boomerang right back at the oppressor. Furthermore, American
Negroes are now Democracy’s current test for jts dealings with the colored peo-
ples of the whole world of whom there are many, many millions—too many to be
kept indefinitely in the position of passengers in Jim Crow cars,

R

PoeMs
“I, Too™

I, too, sing America,

I am the darker brother.

They send me to eat in the kitchen
When company comes,

But I laugh,

And eat well,

And grow strong.

Tomorrow, I'll be at the table
When company comes.
Nobody'll dare

Say to me,

“Eat in the kitchen,”

Then.

Besides,

They'll see how beautiful I am
And be ashamed—

I, too, am America,

1925, 1959

“Harlem™

What happens to a dream deferred?
Does it dry up
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like a raisin in the sun?
Or fester like a sore—
And then run?
Does it stink like rotten meat?
Or crust and sugar over—
like a syrupy sweet?
Maybe it just sags
like a heavy load.
Or does it explode?
1951, 1959

Sources: (1) “The Negro Artist and the Racial Mountain,” Nation 122 (June 23, _wmﬂ..
reprinted with vm_.:.mmwoﬁ (2} "My America,” from What the Negro Wants by Rayford W.
Logan (Chapel Hill: University of North Carolina Press, 1944), pp- 299-307. Copyright 1944
by the University of North Carulina Press, renewed 1974 by Rayford W, Logan. Used by per-
mission of the v,:E er; and (3) "I, Too™ and “Harlem,” from Collected Poems by Langston
Hughes (New York: Alfred A. Knopf, 1994), Copyright 1994 by the Estate of Langston
Hughes. Reprinted by permission of Alfred A. Knopf, Inc. For subscription information to
the Nation, call 1-800-333-8536. Portions of each week’s Nation magazine can be accessed at
www.thenation,com,
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“The Negro Woman and the Ballot,” Alfice Moore Dunbor-Nelson, 1927

Alice Dunbar-Nelson (1875-1935) was born Alice Ruth Moore in New Orleans,
Louisiana, and attended both the University of Pennsylvania and Cornell Univer-
sity before becoming a well-known writer. At age twenty she published her first
book of poetry, Violet and Other Tales (1895). She moved to Brooklyn, where she
taught school and gave classes at Victoria Earle Matthews’s White Rose Mission.
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For several years she was married to poet Paul Laurence Dunbar, After Dunbar’s
death in 1906, she married a journalist, Robert John Nelson. Dunbar-Nelson and
her husband published the Wilmington Advocate newspaper in the 1920s, and
were active in black Republican Party politics. During the Harlem Renaissance.
her work received renewed critical attention by a younger generation of African-
American writers and poets. Dunbar-Nelson was an insightful political analyst,
and was for decades widely read in black publications, With the publication of
Dunbar-Nelson's diary in 1984, the existence of an active African-American les.
bian network in the 19205 and her relationships with other women became known
to scholars,

—

It has been six years since the franchise as a national measure has been granted
women. The Negro woman has had the ballot in conjunction with her white sis-
ter, and friend and foe alike are asking the question, What has she done with it?

Six years is a very short time in which to ask for results from any measure or
condition, no matter how simple. In six years a human being is barely able to make
itself intell gible to listeners: is a feeble, puny thing at best, with ::m@.io_uam
understanding, no power of reasoning, with a slight contributory value to the
human race, except in a sentimental fashion. Nations in six years are but the begin-
nings of an idea. It is barely possible to erect a structure of any permanent value
in six years, and only the most ephemeral trees have reached any size in six years,

So perhaps it is hardly fair to ask with a cynic’s sneer, What has the Negro
woman done with the ballot since she has had it? But, since the question contin-
ues to be hurled at the woman, she must needs be nettled into reply.

To those colored women who worked, fought, spoke, sacrificed, traveled,
pleaded, wept, cajoled, all but died for the right of suffy rage for themselves and
their peers, it seemed as if the ballot would be the great objective of life, That
its granting, all the economic, political, and social problems to which the race
had been subject would be solved. They did not hesitate to say—those militantly
gentle workers for the vote—that with the granting of the ballot the women
would step into the dominant place, politically, of the race. That all the mistakes
which the men had made would be rectified. The men have sold their birthright
for a mess of pottage, said the women, Cheap political office and little political
preferment had dazzled their eyes so that they could not see the great issues
affecting the race. They had been fooled by specious lies, fair promises and large-
sounding works. Pre-election promises had inflated their chests, so that they
could not see the post-election failures at their feet,

And thus on and on during all the bitter campaign of votes for women,

One of the strange phases of the situation was the rather violent objection of
the Negro man to the Negro woman's having the vote, Just what his objection
racially was, he did not say, preferring to hide behind the grandiloquent platitude
of his white political boss. He had probably not thought the matter through; if he




