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PREPARE # wusa
DEFEND YOURSELLF!

EGROES are rapidly coming North. Already large numbers

are here. It is foolish to think that they can come from the

ignorant, backward South, where even white people are ““far behind

the times,” and step right into a new heaven, as it were, in the

highly complicated and specialized industrial system they find at
their journey’s end.

It is a fact that the North is better because of the higher standard
of living and better educational facilities. But there is a certain way
to come into possession of these advantages. You must simply use
your head more. If you don’t become unionized, you will be mas-
sacred just as white men were at Herrin, Ill. If you don’t pay more
attention to your children they will be segregated as in St. Louis and
other centers. Northern white people haven’t time to dally with you.
You will find yourself set off in a corner and forgotten if you don’t
wake up.

The FRIENDS of NEGRO FREEDOM

offers a way out.

THE F.N.F. PROGRAM for 1923

Organize 100 Councils; Help Unionize Negro Migrants;
Protect Tenants; Push the Co-operative Movement Among
Negroes; Organize Forums for Publicly Educating the
Masses.

You should have a Council of the Friends in your town or city. For
particulars write

1he FRIENDS of NEGRO FREEDOM

2305 SEVENTH AVENUE NEW YORK, N. Y.

Mention T 4 MESSENGER




THE MESSENGER

561

T'he Messenger

Published Monthly by the
MESSENGER PUBLISHING CO., INC.

2305 Seventh Avenue, New York
Telephone, Morningside 1996

Editors:
A. PHILIP RANDOLPH and CHANDLER OWEN
Assistant Editor:
FLOYD J. CALVIN
Contributingl Editors:
WILLIAM N. COLSSIII*]]: WILLIAM PICKENS, GEORGE FRAZIER

LER, W. A. DOMIINGO
CONTENTS
Editorials ....oiiiieeteniiiiii i 561
Economics and Politics...........uteiiiiiiianannn 565
Education and Literature.........................o..e 571
Who's Who ............... R 574
Open Forum ...ttt e 576
Vol. V. JANUARY, 1923 No. 1
$1.50 per Year 15¢c per Copy

$2.00 Outside U. S. 20c Outside U. S.

Entered as Second Class Mail, July 27, 1919, at the Post Office at
New York, N. Y., under Act of March 3, 1879.

Editorials

A Supreme Negro Jamaican Jackass

FEW months ago Robert W. Bagnall, speaking
at the New York Forum of the Friends of Negro
Freedom, discussed “The Madness of Marcus Gar-
vey.” He marshalled ample facts to sustain his con-
tention. If any evidence had been lacking, however,
it was richly supplied when ‘“America’s Greatest
Laugh Maker’—Marcus Garvey—spoke at the State
Fair in Raleigh, North Carolina, last October 25th.
It is reliably reported that he addressed the Negro
audience as “Niggers” throughout his speech, a report
which is not denied by Garvey.
We have never known a Southern white cracker to

assume to address a Negro audience in such a man--

ner. In fact, if any white man had attempted to as-
sume such a privilege, the Negroes would have been
up in arms. Of course, no American Negro leader
—not even Giles Jackson—would have stooped to such
depths. It was left for Marcus Garvey from Jamaica
to play the role of monumental monkey, Southern
white man’s “good nigger,” clown and imperial
buffoon.

In his réle of unquestioned fool and ignoramus
Marcus Garvey proceeded :

When I came down here I had to get on a white man’s
train, on a white man’s railroad. I landed in a white man’s
town, came out here on a white man’s car, and am now
speaking from a white man’s platform. Where do you
Negroes come in? If I had depended on getting here on

anything that you have furnished I would have been walking
six months.”

Before proceeding to analyze this statement we
would have the reader note that this is the same N egro
who pitched over a million dollars of Negroes’ money
into the Black Star Sea, after collecting it under the
pretense that he was going to establish a ship line.

Again, one’s right to ride is not predicated upon his
owning a vehicle. No one, white or black, is called
upon to own a share of stock in a street car, railroad
or bus line in order to use these utilities. Why only
650,000 persons in the United States own the entire
railroad system with its securities. There are ninety-
five million white people in the country of which num-
ber 94,350,000 own no part or parcel of the railroads.
What white man from the Atlantic to the Pacific and
from the Gulf to Maine would argue that the other
94,350,000 white people had no rights on the railroads
because they do not own blocks of stock?

Moreover, the railroads themselves would not sup-
port this contention since they are supported chiefly
by the 104,350,000 people—white and black, who ride’
on them, but do not own them. To limit the users of
the railroads to the owners of the railroads, as pres-
ently constituted, would bankrupt every railroad in
the Umnited States.

This same rascally renegade and scoundrelly traitor
had the unmitigated effrontery to say: “If I had de-
pended on getting here on anything that you had fur-
nished, [ would have been walking six months.” Is
that so? We doubt it. In fact we know those very
dupes to whom Marcus Garvey was talking, along
with other poor, ignorant wretches, supplied the funds
with which he was able to secure his passage on the
railroads. And after all, owning the price of a ticket
is the chief factor in transportation. Who ever
heard, anyway, of a person’s going to a station window
for his ticket and being asked: “Do you own any
stock in this railroad?”

Such logic could emanate only from the diseased
brain of this Supreme Negro Jackass from Jamaica.

Angostura Bitters

The New York Times published the following ex-
cerpt a little while ago: :

That meetings addressed by members of the Ku Klux Klan
have been held with some frequency in New York City was
indicated yesterday by A. Edward Wupperman of 57 West
Seventy-fifth Street, secretary of the Wupperman Agency for
Angostura Bitters, who issued a statement explaining how
several of these meetings came to be held in his home. Mr.
Wupperman said he was not a Klansman, but became inter-
esged in the order through a friend who is a Kleagle in the
order.

About the time this report appeared the Angostura
Bitters Agency had a sign painted on a big billboard
in New York on the east side of Seventh Avenue be-
tween 139th and 140th Streets. It portrays Negroes
in Trinidad making this alleged medicine.

We also call attention to the blanket widely adver-
tised endorsement given this medicine by Negro
Alderman George W. Harris, of New York, and Mr.
Sol Butler, the eminent Negro athlete. These gentle-
men, of course, subscribed their names to the further-
ing of this herb among Negroes before it was publicly
known to be connected with the Klan. But now that

the facts are ascertained they should immediately send

an open letter to the public denouncing this company
and disavowing any previous friendship for them.
Negro newspapers that have heretofore published
advertisements of this medicine should refuse at any
price their future appearance in their columns.
Bitters is the right name, for this agency has some
gall. Advertising its medicine for Negroes to buy
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while it co-operates with the Negro’s most deadly
enemy, the Ku Klux Klan. What do Negroes think
about it? How do they stand on Ku Klux Klan
Angostura Bitters?

How do we stand? Well, even if Angostura Bitters
were any good for health, before we would help a
Ku Klux Klan agency, we would select a substitute
of lesser value. We would be too bitter against Angos-
tura Bitters ever to let a bit of it be bit by our biters.

Frame-Up

It is charged that the Siki-Carpentier bout was a
frame-up. We agree; Siki certainly framed Carpentier
up. He came near putting him into a frame box such
as we sometimes see undertakers handle.

" Carpentier says Siki was drunk. Siki retorts: “You
ought to be ashamed to be knocked out by a drunk
man.”

Migration

Negro-migration is on again. It is in full swing.
The revival of industry and the restrictions against
immigration are making openings in the North and
West for the Negro workers heretofore undreamed of.

The Negro papers are opposing any let-down in
the immigration restrictions. They are pooh-poohing
any liberal sentimentality. They say self-preserva-
tion is the highest interest and they will give no quar-
ter to “foreigners.”

The employers would remove the immigration bars.
At least, they would; and then they wouldn’t. They
reason: To let in more immigrants will increase the
labor market, force down wages, help break down the
labor unions. At the same time they argue: “The
immigrants are more radical, more socialistic, more
schooled in unionism than the Negroes. Besides,
white native workers will combine more readily with
white foreigners than they will with native Negro
workers.” We believe the white capitalists have in-
terpreted the psychology correctly, too.

Anyway, labor agents are active in the South. They
are securing Negro laborers so rapidly that the sta-
tions in Atlanta and large Southern cities are crowded
with Negroes going through to Northern cities. In
Georgia labor agents are required to post $1,000 with
the State Treasurer for a license for every county in
which they operate.

Does the South want to get rid of the Negro?
Hardly! If so, it would pay someone to take them
away, not place a prohibitive license upon their re-
moval.

The Northerners, more intellectual and adroit than
the Southern whites, are beating the latter at their
own game. “Warnings have been posted in a number
of counties telling the Negroes to leave, and it is
declared that this is the work of the agents, accord-
ing to information H. M. Stanley, Commissioner of
Commerce and Labor, has received.”

This procedure is patterned after the Ku Klux
Klan method of driving Negroes out, only it is not
sinister this time, but a ruse calculated to delude the
;S;outhern planters who desire to keep their Negro
abor.

- On with the migration. There is work aplenty
to absorb these workers in the steel mills, blast fur-

naces, mines, automobile factories, ship yards and
docks. Let us catch our Southern brothers by the
hand, show them how to adapt themselves to northern
customs. But pray, don't give them a U. N. I. A.
“trimming,” after the fashion of Marcus Garvey.

Initiating a Negro into the Ku Klux Klan

We read Mayfield’s Weekly, published at Houston,
Texas. We do not like many things said in it, nor do
they like the views we express in exchange. Neverthe-
less, it is frequently interesting. It opposed Harding’s
appointment of Walter L. Cohen, a Negro, as Con-
troller of Customs at New Orleans, on the ground that
he is “part Jew, all Catholic and half Nigger.” It
could not stomach a “Catholic and a coon.” Three in
one—Jew, Catholic, Negro. How does Cohen manage
to stay in Louisiana? It’s a mystery to us why he was
not thrown into the lake since he has not even got the
protection of the governor. Is that combination invin-
cible ?—or Achilles-like—vulnerable only in the heel ?

Again, if Cohen is “half nigger” "and half-white,
where did he get the white blood from? Or is his
blood red and simply his skin white, his nose aquiline
and his soul Catholic?

Mayfield’s Weekly settles the whole thing. Here’s
the way it is done. It says, “You see Cohen is a Koon,
was a Kike [It does not say how he lost his Jewish
blood—or do the Jews have blood?] and by religion
is a Katholic”” “Koon, Kike, Katholic” make him a
K. K. K., a member of the Ku Klux Klan! Thisis a
most ingenious method for a Negro to join the Ku
Klux Klan. Make no application. Just get a little
Jewish “blood ‘and join the Catholic Church. Then
presto! And this great organization of native, gentile,
protestant, white Americans is polluted with- every-
thing against which it is fighting, except alienism. And
a West Indian like Garvey who is not a native would
violate every tenet, except that Marcus would accede to
white supremacy here and sail for Africa to set up
black supremacy there.

“Ain’t it awful” about these “Kikes, Koons and
Katholics.”

(N. B.—In the South the term “coon” is one of
opprobrium used in referring to the Negro. It comes
under the same head as “nigger” and “darkey.”)

The Dyer-Johnson-Howard Triangle

The Dyer Anti-Lynching Bill is temporarily dead.
That is no fault of the N. A. A. C. P., nor of James
Weldon Johnson, its secretary, who worked inde-
fatigable and intelligently for it. That the bill had
merit may be deduced from its opposition. Your
enemies don’t usually oppose your measures unless
those measures affect them unfavorably.

It was argued that if passed the bill would not stop
lynching. Neither do laws against murder, burglary,
arson and other crimes stop those respective crimes.
The laws do deter, diminish and punish violations.
The same argument could be presented with greater
force against the Prohibition laws, and with equal
force against all laws.

The Republicans are responsible for the bill's defeat.
No one expected anything from the lynch-law Demo-
crats. Had they voted any other way they would have
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misrepresented their constituents. Not so with the
Republicans. They have a comfortable majority, large
numbers of Negro constituents and white constituents
who more largely believe in law and order than in mob
violence. The Republicans just yielded to the mobo-
cratic, Democratic South.

That a Negro from Mississippi like Perry Howard
should have used his influence to try to defeat the bill
(of course he had no power to defeat or to pass it) is
reprehensible. The Pittsburgh Courier very aptly
calls him “Pat’s Perry,” meaning that this Negro is
the handy man of Senator Pat Harrison, of Missis-
sippt. It is true, too, that no Negro whom Senator Pat
Harrison, of Mississippi, would O. K. is worth a
“tinker’s damn.”

We have received Perry Howard’s reply to James
Weldon Johnson. We read it carefully. It is weak,
petty, personal, not convincing. The apology is worse
than the offense. The Negroes of the country should
mark this hat-in-hand Negro from Mississippi, and
hereafter class him along with Marcus Garvey. Both
are liabilities whose room is more desirable than their
company.

Race Prejudice in France

We have repeatedly warned our readers that race
prejudice is not a peculiarly American product. It
is not ind1genous to Uncle Sam’s soil only. Given the
conditions it can grow anywhere. It can grow even
in France. The recent Siki-Carpentier boxing match
was an exciting cause which has spread prejudice with
unparalleled celerity. A despatch reads:

By a vote of 408 to 136 the Chamber rejected a motion by
M. Diagne, a deputy for Senegal, providing for the suspen-
sion of the subsidy which the French Boxing Federation
received from the government. This amounts to 300,000
francs a year. Diagne demanded that the money henceforth
be withheld from the federation because it suspended Siki for
nine months for hitting a non-combatant at a prize fight and
later revoked his boxer’s license forever as punishment for a
subsequent offense against decency.

“The disqualification of Monsieur Siki is an infamous injus-
tice,” said Siki's defender. “Justice should know no color line.
We must not condemn a man to starve without giving him a
hearing. If Monsieur Siki, who is only 23, carouses in bar-
rooms he is following one of the customs of your civilization.
You do not lift a finger against white merr who do the same
things.”

We are not devotees of the ring. We don't know
Siki personally. He may be simply a cabaret “rat"—
an underworld man. If so, he is “keeping up with the
Jones” in the prize fighters’ profession, for most white
prize fighters represent the lowest types. (Occasion-
ally we find a gentleman like Harry Wills among
Negroes, and when an alleged decent white prize
fighter was discovered, he was dubbed “Gentleman
Corbett”—so rare is this phenomenon.)

To return to race prejudice in France: M. Diagne,
Negro deputy in the French Chamber from Senegal,
scored in saying: “If Monsieur Siki carouses in bar-
rooms, he is following one of the customs of your
civilization. You do not lift a finger against white
" men who do the same thing.”’

There was no answer to this argument. The vote
against Diagne’s resolution, however, was 408 to 136.
Typically American—3 to 1! Most American Negroes
were shocked that their liberal, fair France should
vote this way. Not so with us. We realized that
Clemenceau was in America trying to arouse senti-

ment which might result in securing a cancellation of
America’s loan to France. Besides, American white
tourists are in France spending money as Frenchmen
have never before seen it spent. Just as those tour-
ists are catered to in Bermuda they will be catered to
in France. Moreover, Negro musicians are there
competing against white musicians. The white tour-
ists in France are patrons increasing employment of
Frenchmen. The Negro musicians are competitors of
French labor, depriving French workers of jobs. Is
there anything more likely than that prejudice. would
crop out?

Were it not that France has to depend upon an
army composed of nearly one-half Negroes, we sus-
pect that France would shortly become Americanized;
the land of “Libertv, Equality, Fraternity” would be
no more. As it is, we believe the France of vesterday
was fairer than the France of tomorrow. It was a
better land than it will be for people of color.

Beware!

Civil Liberty Passing

The annual report of the American Civil Liberties
Union brings to public attention the mounting Ameri-
can mob violence. It is not only increasing in the
South, but is spreading to other sections.

“The figures compiled from the Union’s records
show that from September 1, 1920, to June 1, 1922,
there were 85 lynchings, 51 cases of tarring and
feathering, 127 floggings, and 450 forcible mob de-
portations. Striking facts brought out by the figures
are that 30 of the 85 men lynched were white, as were
49 of the 51 persons tarred and feathered, and 90 of
the 127 flogged. Five of the victims were women, of
whom three were white. Negroes numbered less than
one-third of those attacked. The Ku Klux Klan was
identified with 53 of the mobs.”

The report says, “While most of the mob violence
took place in the South and Southwest, it was also
well distributed throrgh the Far West and Middle
West, with fewer cases in the East. The record
totals over 700 victims at the lowest possible count,
and over 800 including riot victims. The figures
are all doubtless low, because our records are neces-
sarily incomplete, based only on inadequate press
reports.”

This report is encouraging. It is the most buoyant
news we have read recently. Owuer one-third of those
Iynched from Sept. 1, 1920, to June 1, 1922, were
white people! Two-thirds of those attacked were
white. Good netws, the chariot's coming! What do
we.mean by that ? Elated that white people are tarred
and feathered? Proud of their persecution? Not at
all. We are simply overjoyed to see the lesson
brought home to all races. We realize that so long
as lynching and mob violence are confined to Negroes
the majority of whites will rest on easy consciences,
undisturbed about their Negro victimized brothers.
“The right hand will not knozo what the left hand
doeth” ; “the white hand will not know what the black
hand goeth through with.” Where interests are com-
mon, however, alliances are advantageous. Again,
the quickest alliances are formed when threats of
common danger brood upon the waters.

This augmented American savagery should be the
prelude to its end.
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. Economics and Politics

THESE “COLORED” UNITED STATES
ARKANSAS—A Study in Suppression
By WILLIAM PICKENS

A Former Resident of Arkansas and a Yale Graduate

This is the first of a serics to be published under the title of
“These ‘Colored’ United States.” A brilliant representative
from each State that has a goodly population of Negroes will
speak out as MR. PICKENS has done and say to the world in
plain language just what conditions they face.

¢ -GAKH-PA,” said the Sioux Indians, meaning
“Down-stream-people” ; and the French settler
of the 18th century, mn poor imitation of the sound,
repeated, “Ar-kan-sas,” which is pronounced Ar-kan-
saw. In territorial days this section was known as
“the Arkansas country,” and the state that was later
carved out of that territory was named Arkansas.
What is a state? Is it so many square miles, so
many ditferent kinds of mineral, breeds of hog, spe-
cies of hardwood and types of factory? Do such
statistics show the character of a state > —When asked
what kind of man a given man is, we might as well
answer by telling the number of buttons on his shirt,
the color of his coat, the width of his parlor and the
breed of cocks in his back yard. The character of a
state is not its mountains of quartz, its acres of cot-
ton and its prize Hereford bulls. It is rather the rela-
tion of that state as an institution to its people and
the relation of its people to each other.

What is Arkansas?

What is Arkansas? It might satisfy some merely
academic interest to know that Arkansas is in the
middle of the United States; that its northern and
western half is highland and mountains, and that its
southeastern part is rich and flat alluvial Mississippi
bottom land; that the boundary line between these
highlands and this flat land represents the primordial
shoreline of the Gulf of Mexico, and that the flat
alluvium was washed down from the higher parts of
the prehistoric continent, gradually filling out the great
Mississippi valley and continuing today to push out
into the Gulf at the deltas; that this inland country
was early claimed by the French; that it was bought
from Napoleon for a few million dollars, and that
this particular state represents a very insignificant
part of the investment; that the territory of “the
Arkansas country” was rather artificially created in
1818, being carved out of Missouri and the neighbor-
ing wastes ; that it was made a state in 1836; and that
it has made no contribution to human civilization
since.

Indeed no good thing can be named which would
be missing in the world tcday if Arkansas had never
been created by river silt and an act of . Congress.
There would simply be fewer lynchings, less peonage

and slavery, many gallons less of “moonshine,” and
the world might have escaped the invention of two of
its most murderous frontier weapons,—the Bowie
knife and the Colt’s pistol. Arkansas has been some-
what worse than a useless accident. We are not of
that breed of fatalists who affect to believe that every
individual man and fly and frog are necessary parts
of the cosmic scheme. We believe with all our might
that Nero, the World War and Arkansas might just
as well not-have-been.

The real Arkansas that matters is the character of
its people and their civilization. Why describe and
estimate Arkansas by telling that it has cypress woods
and gas? That it has 58 trees of commercial im-
portance, with 14 species of oak? That it has exactly
27 minerals whose names begin with A, from Actino-
lite to Azurite; 15 beginning with B, from Barite to
Brucite; a like number beginning with C, from Cal-
cite to Carbonite; and at least one mineral to begin
with any letter of the alphabet except X? These
items are the accidental coincidences of the works of
nature and of the alphabet-makers, and would have
existed if Congress had divided this piece of land be-
tween Missouri and Mississippi.

A better symbol of Arkansas would be the picture of
one of its county jails, product of its own civilization
and still to be seen. The one in Garland County was
built up like a pen out of great solid logs. Its only
window was the tiny square opening in front, through
which food and water were handed to the inmates.
The victims were thrust into this dungeon from the
top, after being led up a high stairway; they were
let down on a ladder and the ladder was then drawn
out, leaving them in a square wooden well, as it were,
and less decently penned in than the hogs of the neigh-
borhood. According to the records of Arkansas there
was sometimes only standing room in these wooden
Bastilles.

The best representation of the character of present-
day Arkansas would be two sketches; one from the
highlands where the poor whites live, and the other
from any one of the large plantations on the alluvial
plains, where live the great landowners and their
Negro serfs and peons. The picture of “The Arkan-
sas Traveler” has made familiar and famous the slat-
ternly family and household, and the general unpro-
gressiveness of the “po’ white” of the hill country—
the dirt-floor cabin, the coon-skin caps, the “moon-
shine” and the bevy of small children. The whole
family might sleep in this one room, the older folk
in rough beds attached to the corners of the cabin, and
the swarm of smaller children in loft beds reached by
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a ladder. But it was such a home as this that Abra-
ham Lincoln’s indolent father first erected for his
family in the wilds of Indiana. Only one Lincoln,
however, might ever come out of such a nest. This
type of human habitation in Arkansas has not yet been
entirely superseded by the unpainted, rough-timbered
two- and three-room houses that have sprung up with
the growth of lumbering centers and factory towns.
To one who has seen and moved among them, there
is no exaggerating the lankiness, ‘dirty carelessness and
profanity of the tobacco-chewing men, and the sallow
and Neolithic unloveliness of the pale, formless, long-
necked and sametimes disheveled women.

In many localities these hill whites pride themselves
on the fact that “no niggers are allowed” in their com-
munity. They have unreasonably, but very naturally,
hated the Negro ever since the black slave labor and
subsequent peonage were used by the wealthy whites
to force the poorer whites off the fat lands into the
barren hills. The poor free whites could not compete
against the labor of black slaves and peons, and very
humanly their resentment attacked the system that was
used against them at its most innocent but most vul-
nerable part—the black race itself. The “Hill Billies,”
as they were called by the aristocratic whites, could
not compete at farming against the great landowners
who used black slave and semi-slave labor; and so
nothing was left for them in the earlier days but to
hunt, fish, trap, engage in the illicit manufacture of
spirits, and ‘“hate niggers.” Mark Twain or some
other wag has said that their only form of recreational
exercise was ‘““to sit on a fence and have a chill.”

“Poor Whites”

One of the worst evils of slavery was the degrada-
tion of these people; and this accounts for their un-
doubted backwardness today. With the coming of
lumbering, factories and mining among them, they
became the chief element of labor in these industries,
and their material civilization was somewhat improved,
for the great land barons found their black labor more
profitable in cotton. Till this day these hill whites
never reflect on the origin of their celebrated hatred
for Negroes, and the traveler may still see signs like
these: “Mister Nigger, don’t let the sun go down on
you,” or “Nigger, read and run,” with the waggish
addition, “but if you can’t read, run anyhow.” When
trainloads of colored people recently passed through
this country, bound from the east to some great con-
vention in Muskogee, Oklahoma, they had to shut the
windows and pull down the shades to avoid the mur-
derous missiles that are sometimes hurled especially at
“a nigger in a Pullman.” When some of these unfor-
tunate whites visit a city like Hot Springs or Little
Rock and see the splendid achievements of the handi-
capped but educated and well-to-do Negroes, it does
not seem to lessen but to intensify their fear and hate.
Perhaps this is due to the fact that every demagogue
or anti-Negro politician who wants to carry an election,
will rush into the hill counties and make any incoherent
noise about “nigger domination” and the pressing need
of “keeping the nigger in his place,” which is always

Observing the holes in the cabin roof, the “Traveler” asked
the Arkansan: “Why don’t you stop the leaks in this roof ?”
“It’s rainin,’—I can’t work in the rain,” was the reply.
“Then why not stop the holes when it is not raining?”
“Wa-al, yer see, when it gin’t rainin’, it don’t leak.”

understood to be down and under. And so, just as
the helpless blacks were used to drive out and de-
grade the poor whites, now the renascent power of
these poor whites is being used in an effort to keep
down the rising free Negro—and these poor white
people have not read enough history to understand
that they are again beating around in the same cycle:
keeping themselves down and cheapening their own
status as men and workers, by serving as tools to the
richer whites for keeping the latters’ black labor under
and cheap.

“River Bottoms”

The companion-piece to this picture, in any series
illustrating Arkansas, must be one of the plantations of
the wealthy land barons, down in the river bottoms, a
day’s ride on the slow trains from the hill country. A
single planter may own many thousands of acres and
control everything in his county from the courts to the
church revival seasons. Schools are not allowed to
open when the children are needed in the fields; educa-
tion cannot interfere with cotton; and a Negro church
may be forbidden to open a revival to harvest in the
sinners until after the crops are harvested. The pres-
ent planter’s grandfather acquired this land from the
United States Government for nothing, and his father
sent east to the poor states of the Carolinas and
Georgia and induced Negro families to come west to
the land of plenty and “make a fortune” (as Croesus
was told by the oracle to go to war and “destroy a
kingdom™). This is the origin of ninety-nine per cent.
of all the fortunes of all these planters. The Negro
was induced by promise of higher wages and fabulous
crop returns. The land-owner paid the railroad fares
for the entire family, usually at greatly reduced rates
granted by the railroad companies, the benefits of such
reductions accruing only to the land-owner,—and the
head of the Negro family in some little hamlet of
South Carolina signed a contract that he and all his
household would work for some unknown master in
the river lands of Arkansas until these equally un-
known transportation costs and all other debts were
satisfied. As the planter had to furnish this family
during the first year with “rations” and a cabin at the
planter’s own price, this debt could be so piled up by
the time for the first “settlement” that the Negroes
would be deeper in debt than on the day of their ar-
rival. All the cotton raised by this black family would
be sold by the planter at prices unknown to the usu-
ally illiterate peons, and then credited to the Negroes
at whatever price the planter chose to fix. Even the
bills of the plantation doctor, who was much needed
during the first years of these unacclimated new-
comers, were paid by the plantation-owner and charged
with great profit against the accounts of the tenants
and laborers. It is plain that such a Negro debt-slave
might just as well try to lift himself over the fence
by pulling at his own boot-straps as ever to get out
of debt under such an arrangement, unless the planter
had a better consciénce than nine-tenths of mankind
have. The only way many of these colored folk ever
got free again was to pack their goods clandestinely
and steal away at night, and so add to the reputation of
their race for “jumping its contracts.” If they were
caught before they got too far beyond the range of
local jurisdiction, they were brought back and fined,—
and the ignorant Negro considered the “justice of
the peace” as the last court of appeal,— which it was
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in fact for him, as he had no money to employ lawyers
or make bond, if indeed there was ever a lawyer in

_such a place that would oppose a great planter for a
Negro peon.

All accounts were kept by the planter, and nothing
was ever given to the tenants in writing; so that
“settling time” meant only that the heads of the Negro
families were to gather at the planter’s house and
hear each in his turn what the status of his debt was.
Most of these peons did not know one Arabic figure
from another, but they could be robbed of everything
but their humor, and as they waited their turn, they
would sarcastically sing the refrain:

“Noughts a nought

An’ figger's a figger:
All fer de white man—
None fer de nigger.”

“Leading a Dog’s Life”

This epigrammatic rhyme expressed their humorous
conception of the “figgering” legerdemain with which
the white planter always came out ahead, with the
Negroes still in debt.

The social morality in such a little land-barony does
justice to its other marks of civilization. The planter
and his sons and overseers were almost as free with
the desirable-looking and unprotected Negro women
as the old slave masters had been. There were to
every wealthy white man’s credit at least two families,
—one white and small, the other colored and large.
In so far as they were able, the Negroes, of course,
imitated their “betters.”

In spite of these handicaps in the thirty years begin-
ning in the middle 80’s, when many Negroes were
carried west by this camouflaged slave traffic, at least
a few of these colored folk and their descendants, by
sheer grit and by one and another miracle, had man-
aged by the time we declared war on Germany to
become land-owners by splitting off small pieces from
these baronial estates. A larger number were renters
and share-croppers, most of them still in debt. The
war boosted the prices of cotton fabulously, and these
prices threatened to release these Negroes from debt
and to deprive these planters of their bound labor and
of their usurious mortgages. Then the inevitable hap-
pened: The planters very naturally sought to fore-
stall this calamity,—by keeping the price down to the
Negro who had to sell his cotton to them or thru
them, while they in turn sold into the markets of the
world and reaped the war profits. But by this time
many of these Negroes could read, in spite of the
poor schooling which they had been given, and they
organized and began a perfectly lawful and non-
violent contention for the market prices. They hired
white Arkansas lawyers to secure their charter and to
help them in their suits for a just share of the profits.
Then the planters took the next natural step of the
desperate overlord: they fired on a perfectly peaceful
meeting of this Negro farmers’ organization assembled
in a church, and then wired the powers-that-be, the
governor and other state officers, that the Negroes were
in insurrection! This governor, who held his office by
virtue of the usual pledge to the hill people and the
planters to “keep the Negro down,” did not investigate
or hesitate. He got together all the troops he could
lay hands on and rushed down into the alluvial plains
to make good. Hundreds of Negroes were shot down

at sight, many while at work in the fields; large num-
bers were imprisoned and twelve were condemned to
the electric chair. No white rioter was arrested,
accused or molested by the state, altho white maobs, not
only of Arkansas but of ruffians from the neighbor-
ing states, had poured in and held a carnival of death
for days. The only white man arrested and mistreated
was one of the lawyers whom the Negroes had em-
ployed to take their cases against the planters.—The
twelve innocent men have not yet been electrocuted,
but their cases are still pending in the courts, after
a nation-wide fight in their behalf by white and colored
people for nearly three years (May, 1922).

Arkansas “Prestige”

That is Arkansas! Why, then, should one think that
he has described Arkansas by telling that it produces
3 billion feet of pine lumber in a single year,—that
a certain one of its Hereford bulls, who bore the
aristocratic title of Point Comfort XIV, won the
Grand Championship of all bulldom in 1914,—or that
the state grows six varieties of useful nuts in addition
to the worse than wuseless “nuts” of its Mediaeval-
minded law-administrators? Arkansas ranks 20th in
the total output of its crops, but it ranks 6th in the
total output of its lynchings, and higher still in the
horribleness of those murders. The state produced the
largest nugget of zinc and the largest nugget of lead
ever taken out of the ground; but also the largest and
most murderous riot against the helpless in the history
of the whole South, and the most deliberately cruel
burning of a human being (Henry Lowry) in the
history of the world. Arkansas was the first Southern
state to ratifv the suffrage of women, but is also a
leader among the states in denying equal citizenship of
and kind to 38% of its most loyal people, men and
women. It was first to pass a Bone Dry Law, and is
foremost among those who oppose a law against lynch-
ing. It has the highest mountain west of the Alleghe-
nies and east of the Rockies,—and in some years the
highest homicide record in an even wider area. It
boasts of 85,000 bales of cotton from 75,000 acres, but
cannot boast of the semi-slave labor that produced it.
Its people boast that they have fewer undertakers (not
fewer deaths) to the population than any other state,—
as if the Africans of the Congo and the Fiji Islanders
could not make the same boast. And we will leave it
to the reader’s sense to catch the humor in the two
following boasts from an enthusiastic booster of
“Ark’nsaw,” who says: “Arkansas has more pure bred
swine than New York, Pennsvivania, California and
Michigan,” and as if that were not enough, he goes on:
“Arkansas offers ideal conditions for the raising of
goats. It ranks second in goats. They are great land-
clearers.” :

The Race Question

The state of Arkansas is inhabited by one and three-
quarter millions of people, and it boasts at the top of
its voice that among them are only 14,000 foreigners,
as if it would not be g better state if outside civiliza-
tion could invade it. They are opposed to immigration,
although the inbreeding of their present ideals means
backwardness. If you talk with an Arkansan about
education in his state, you will find that he will en-
deavor to speak in general terms of the whole bodv
and not to dissect it “along the color line.” He will
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speak of a total school property of $20,000,000 and
of an annual taxation for school purposes of $8,000,-
000, but you will have to find out for yourself that
perhaps less than 10% of these sums is invested in
the education of nearly 40% of the state’s people.—
In Arkansas, as in the other Southern states, this
question of the Negro is the skeleton in the closet,—
the cancer in the system. And the discouraging feature
in the presemt gemeration is, that most of the whites
do not seem to realize that they and their children can
never be much higher in civilization than they are
willing for the blackest of their black people to become.
To many millions of perfectly law-abiding American
citizens a trip on a “slow train thru Arkansas” is one
of the horrors of life. On a Pullman car from St.
Louis to Little Rock an educated and well-behaved
young man was threatened with death by shooting, be-
cause he occupied a berth on that train against the
wishes of some ‘“Arkansas fellers” who also had
berths. The Pullman conductor and the conductor of
the train, being also “fellers” of Arkansas, took the
side of the gang and had a sheriff threaten the mis-
treated passenger with arrest when he reached the
capital of the state. On another occasion a man was
condemned to be hung in Arkansas because he and
a woman were discovered kissing each other. Both
parties were unmarried and the man was convicted of
“rape.” The conscience-worried woman finally gath-
ered together a number of preachers and went to the
governor and explained that she and this man had
been intimate friends for 15 years and that they would
have been married long before if it had been possible
for them to marry in Arkansas. The governor re-
fused to act, nevertheless, but much pressure by a
few people of better conscience finally secured the
intervention of a Federal court. How outrageous!
and not the less outrageous because the victimized
man in both these cases was black and the other par-
ties white. Why, then, should Arkansas people boast
that their state equals any state of the Union in the
yield per acre of lespedeza, about which most men
know nothing, while their state equals any and excels
most in repressive laws and mediaeval customs?

Where Negroes “Get Off”

A few months ago a colored woman was awarded
a judgment of only fifty dollars against a railroad
company in Arkansas, for having been put off the
train with her young child in the open country because
she refused to go and take a seat in the smoker when
the Jim Crow car was crowded out. She is a woman

of culture and refinement, a teacher in college, and
her husband is a college officer. She spent money and
time in this suit against the road for a year. This
judgment of fifty dollars by the court is a license to
the railroads of Arkansas to do as they please with
the rights and privileges of the colored population.
Only very few of those who are so mistreated would
ever dare enter suit under any circumstances, and to
fine the railroads fifty dollars becomes a joke. A
court might as reasonably pretend to break wp illicit
whiskey selling by fining the bootlegger five dollars
when it is proven that he sold a barrel of liquor, even
though they may catch him with only every tenth
barrel! The small fine in the case of the gross mis-
treatment of a colored woman serves only one pur-.
pose: it sustains the law sufficiently so that in case
the railroad should treat a white person in the same
way, it could be fined and fined more heavily. And
why did this woman object so strenuously to going
into the men’s smoker? The appearance of a lone
colored woman among white men in Arkansas is the
signal for indecent talk of all sorts. The gallant
gentlemen immediately begin to insult her, by remarks
to each other. “Do you talk like that before ladies?”
one will ask clownishly, in order to elicit from
another (as in minstrel shows) the reply: “Why,
there h’ain’t no lady in hyeah.” Any colored woman
who knows, would rather be put off the train and
take her chances in the wild woods. There is great
pretense in Arkansas, as in all the South, that white
women are greatly in need of protection against Negro
men, but it is known the world over that sex-imposi-
tion is by the strong against the weak. It never has
vet been that the colored woman was half as safe in
the proximity of white men as is the white woman in
the midst of colored men in the South.

Such is the character of the Arkansas of the pres-
ent, one of the strongholds of the Ku Klux Klan and
the home of the Ancient Concatenated Order of Hoo
Hoo. If in the first year of the 19th century the
primeval gulf had rolled again up the valley of the
Mississippi and covered the rich black plains to the
original water line, nothing would be missing in the
world today except Bowie knives, unmeasured misery
and an unaccountable number of horrible homicides.

WiLLiaM PICKENS grew up in Arkansas. His father moved
from South Carolina when William was a small boy, to one
of the “peonage” farms the author has pictured. He got away,
however, and after going through High School at Little Rock,
continued his studies until he won a Bachelor of Arts degree
and the TEN EYCK oratorical prize from Yale University.

The Only Way to Redeem Africa

By A. PHILIP RANDOLPH

This month Mr. Randolph respecifully suggests to Brother
Marcus that he might more easily set up a Negro government
in Jamasica (not Long Island), where he was “bred and born,”
and where Negroes by far outnumber the whites—than n
Africa where he has never been, nor is likely to go; and also
it is pointed out that he might kick Uncle Sam out of Haiti,
since Haiti is a Negro Republic that fought her own revolu-
tion and won her liberty from the French. But both these
motions are out of order because Brother Marcus can get to
Jamaica, and he can get to Haiti. It is only the things that he
can't do that he is so bent on doing.

Black African Empire Idea

O F course, there is nothing more normal and logi-
cal than that the idea of building up a Negro
empire should flow from the “Back to Africa” move-
ment. A word about the difficulties to be overcome.
First, with the opposition of the white powers, it
would not be possible for the Garvey crowd to even
land in Africa. "' Second, granting that thev were
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allowed to land, they would have nothing to conquer
Africa with, for it is not conceivable that Great Britain,
France, Italy or America would supply their foe with
the means for overthrowing their own dominion any-
where ; and there is no spot in Africa where a landing
<can be effected which is not controlled by a great
white power. In Africa, three obstacles would have
to be overcome by the Garvey group, namely, the great
white powers, the natives who are opposed to alien
rule, and nature in Africa, such as the intensely hot
tropical climate, the uncultivated soil, the wild beasts
and deadly reptiles, together with a forbidding forest.
Neither one of these three obstacles could a group of
uneducated, unarmed and unorganized Negroes—such
as the Garvey crew—overcome.

Establishing a Nation in Jamaica

In view of the foregoing difficulties, it ought to be
clear to the most Africoid-Negro Garveyite that it
would require unlimited technical, scientific skill and
knowledge, together with billions of dollars of capital
to subdue, harness up and develop the nature aspect of
Africa alone, to say nothing of driving out the en-
trenched white powers and subjecting the intractable
natives. Comquering Africa is not any less difficult
than conquering Europe. o

Thus, I think that we are justified in asking the
question, that if Mr. Garvey is seriously interested in
establishing a Negro nation why doesn’t he begin with
Jamaica, West Indies (not Jamaica, Long Island).
Jamaica is but a small island with a population of
850,000—the white population consisting of less than
20,000. Obviously, on a small island where the ratio
of black and white inhabitants is 42 to 1 the Negroes
ought to be able to overcome the whites and establish
control. Then, too, Jamaica is Mr. Garvey’s home.
He ought to know the geography of the island, the
language and customs of the people. In other words,
he is far better qualified to establish a Negro nation
in Jamaica than he is in Africa—a land which he has
never visited, of the customs and language of whose
inhabitants he is entirely ignorant. Besides, I submit
that it is much easier to overthrow oné white power
such as controls Jamaica, than it is to overthrow six
white powers equipped with the greatest armies and
navies the world has ever known, such as control
Africa.  And, too, it requires much less capital, less
brains, less power. Don’t you think that Jamaica is
the logical place for Mr. Garvey to begin his plans
for establishing a Negro nation?

There is also Liberia who tried to sell her independ-
ence to the investment bankers of America for a loan
of $5,000,000. If Mr. Garvey is so interested in a
Negro nation, why didn’t he come to the rescue of
Liberia, by raising five millions, to save her from being
gobbled up by the American Imperialist Eagle. No,
he didw't do that, but responsible persons say that he
raised money presumably as a loan for a redemption
fund for Liberia and that only an insignificant part of
it was ever used in the interest of Liberia. As an
evidence of the thought which Liberia gave the Garvey
movement, when President King of Liberia was in
the United States secking a loan of frve million dollars,
he never had the slightest association in any way with
the Garvey outfit. Besides, Haiti is a struggling black
nation which needs help. Why doesn’t Mr. Garvev
expel the United States from Haiti? Here is a black

people who won their liberty over a hundred years
ago. Now they are under the imperial heel of the
United States. Why doesn’t Brother Marcus help keep
a Negro nation independent instead of trying to build
up a new one? For if a Negro nation is all he wants,
then he has two: Liberia and Haiti.

Passing of Empire Building

But granting that it were possible to establish a
black empire in Africa, it would not be desirable.
Black despotism is as objectionable as white despotism.
A black landlord is no more sympathetic with black
tenants than white landlords are. A Negro is no more
interested in having his pocketbook stolen by a black
thief than he is in having it stolen by a white thief.
Death is no sweeter at the hands of a black murderer
than it is at the hands.of a white murderer.

Again, empires are passing. Witness Russia, Ger-
many and Austria-Hungary. Garvey has begun Em-
pire building too late. Even Germany started in the
empire business too late. She wanted to build a
“mittel europa” from Berlin to Bagdad, but she was
thwarted. Great Britain, France, Italv, and Russia
of the Czar were not interested in having any more
competitors in the empire business. Hence they
crushed her. Such would be the fate of an African
empire, granting that one could be established. It is
also of special moment to note that no people love
empires save the ruling class who live by the exploita-
tion of the subject or working class. Such was the
reason for the revolt of the Russian people against the
Russian empire. The ruling and subject classes were
both white, but that fact did not keep back the revolu-
tion. Note also the revolutions in Germany and Aus-
tria-Hungary, and the revolt in Ireland, India and
Korea against empire-rule. Then there is Mexico
vnder Diaz. Oppression produces revolutions whether
in white or black empires. Thus, an African empire
would last no longer than the African workers became
conscious of oppression and their power to remove it,
and then, they would overthrow and decapitate a black
king as quickly as they would overthrow and decapi-
tate a white king.

The Black Star Line

In harmony with the “Back to Africa,” “anti-white
man and “Negro First” doctrines, the Black Star Line
is the maritime appositive of the White Star Line,
the Red Star Line, etc. Mr. Garvey never took any
thought of the existing monopoly in the shipping busi-
ness, the need of hundreds of millions of capital,
banking houses to manipulate international exchange,
as well as the necessity of having experts in the ship-
ping game to handle the business. The absence of
either one of these indispensables would spell failure
to any shipping project, and needless to say that Mr.
Marcus neither had nor has either. Think of the
Black Star Line competing in maritime affairs when
the United States Government is compelled to subsi-
dize the United States Marine. It is difficult to make
the shipping business pay when operated by the best
brains with unlimited capital. What will the black
Star Line do without brains or capital? Negroes can
no more expect to succeed in the shipping business
than they can hope to succeed in the subway or tele-
phone or gas business in New York City, or in the
railroad business tetween New York and Chicago or
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New York and Washington, D. C. These are monopo-
lies that cannot thrive where duplication or compe-
tition exists. It is sheer folly to talk of building a
ship line to transport Negroes only. Not enough
Negroes travel to Africa, the West Indies——or to
anywhere for that matter—to support such an enter-
rise.

P It would appear, then, that Mr. Garvey is not so
much concerned about the soundness, feasibility or
value of a project as he is about getting together some-
thing that will duplicate the efforts and works of the
whites. As fortune or misfortune would have it, he
always selects the most impossible things among the
whites to imitate. His policy is to run the entire gamut
of slavish imitation from empire building, ship lines,
a Black House in Washington, D. C., a Black Cross
Nurse, A Provisional President with a Royal Court.
(Little different this, eh?) Presidents don’t have
courts; it's the pastime of kings; but what's that
ridiculous contradiction to the “Most Dishonorable,”
etc.

Garvey’s Imitation Doctrine

The Garveyites are so strong on imitation that they
attempt to justify the Black Star Line disgrace by
pointing to the millions of dollars that the United
States Shipping Board lost. In other words, if a white
man takes arsenic, a Negro ought to take it too. A
sort of getting even policy, with the Negroes always
the victim. Think of Negroes competing in losing
money with the United States Government, which has
the power to tax both white and black to raise revenue.

If Mr.~Garvey was competing for the first prize for
producing the largest number of failures among
Negroes, he would win with hands down. All his
.efforts are of a piece with the Black Star Line in
‘practicality. As fast as one little, dirty, mismanaged,
junk grocery shop fails, he starts another one in his
senseless efforts to compete with James Butler,
Andrew Davey, The Atlantic & Pacific Tea Co. and
Daniel Reeves, the largest chain store systems in the
-world, operating with hundreds of millions of capital,
and the greatest business experts in their line.

In order to inveigle the enthusiastic but uncritical,
‘the Brother proceeds from one pipe-dream to another,

calling for each and every Negro of the 400 millions
in the world, (remember 1’s not one more and not one
less) to slip from one to one hundyed beans into his
various schemes, and new ones are always in the mak-
ing. Note the Booker T. Washington University, if
you please, the Negro Daily Times, The Phyllis
Wheatley Hotel, the Universal Publishing House.
These gestures are intended to impress the Garvey
fanatics with the idea that they are owned by the
U. N. I. A, that they represent great business strides
of the organization, so that they will not be unwilling
to dig down into their jeans again for more cash to
drop into the Garvey bottomless money pits. It is too
evident that the runming of the Negro Dailv Times
will rival the Black Star Line in not runming. It is
well that the Negro is not fated to depend upon this
Times to find out the time of the happening of any-
thing. They will not be able to even buy the paper,
to say nothing about printing it. And, of course, the
Booker T. Washington University is mere moonshine.
It will neither have students nor teachers. Students
will not trust it to give out knowledge,; nor till teach-
ers trust it to give out pay.

Bogus Membership

But if there were any grounds of reality to his
rabid, sensational, theatrical, kaleidoscopic blandish-
ments, then Brother Garvey ought to be able to operate
some of the smaller things, at least.

For instance, if he actually had 4,500,000 mem-
bers in his orgamization paving dues of 40 cents a
month, he would have a revenue of $1,800,000 per
month or $21,600,000 a vear. But it is obvious that
if he were getting that revenue, it would not be neces-
sary for the “Yarmouth,” a ship for which the U. N.
I. 4. paid the handsome sum of $145,000, and nupon
which, according to Mr. Garvev, testifving in the
Seventh Municipal District Court, thev had lost $300,-
000 on its first vovage, to be sold at auction, by the
United States Marshal on December 2, 1921, for the
pitiful sum of $1,625. Nor would it be necessary for
the organization to be constantly sued for wages by
its emploves.

(To be concluded next month)
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LOVE

A Type oF TruTH Founp CHIEFLY IN WORKS oF FIcTioN
By CHANDLER OWEN

L()\'E is usually mentioned in a vein of levity.
This subject is supposed to suggest a subdued
smile. Most scientists tacitly agree that this delicate
sentiment is too subtle, too intangible for cold analysis.
Even the psychologists ignore it. William James may
discuss **Varieties of Religious Experiences”; Mun-
sterberg may dissect the subtleties of hypnotism and
advocate the use of a psychologist in courts to deter-
mine whether the witness is telling the truth; Thorn-
dike may urge a keener conception of the functioning
of the child mind as an aid to imparting knowledge to
the young; McDougall may pry into instinct; Elwood
treat the psychological aspects of sociology; Loeb the
dynamics of living matter; and Parmalee the science
of human behavior. These are worthy themes. Not
so with love. It is superficial, petty, fickle, light, unim-
portant! So say the philosophers, but not philosophy!

Outwardly ignored, love is inwardly embraced;
publicly spurned, she is privately worshiped; overtly
denounced, but covertly adored. Philosophers may
sneer at her in pretense; with heavy hearts they will
yet sneak back to her in the dark. Philosophy realizes
that love’s Promethian fires multiply the varieties of
religious experiences. It sends more witnesses to the
witness stand than any other force in the universe. It
creates the child mind; it feeds and warms the mater-
nal instinct. It is the chief psychological aspect of
sociology. It is a dynamo of living matter. It sways
human behavior like a tidal wave whose titanic ocean
is often made to clinch its fists, grit its teeth, and
froth at the mouth, while the human boat is tossed
ruthlessly, wildly, recklessly, ceaselessly upon its
saturnic sea.

In this article I shall deal only with those kinds of
love which precede marriage, namely, natural and
romantic.

Natural Love—the Real Thing

Natural love is the basis of all other kinds. It is
the most physical. In this respect it follows the monis-
tic trend of all psychic forces. By monistic I mean
the thread of unity which runs through the universe.
For instance, we do not think of thought except within
a brain; we cannot imagine feeling without physical
nerves ; the soul suggests physical self as its vehicle;
life bursts forth only from a potentized physical cell.

Natural love is the interest which is generated by
the crave of sex. It has been considered base because
in the metaphysical stage of development matter was
deemed crass and bad, while only spiritual forces were
adjudged worthy. The folly of discarding or berat-
ing a thing because it has a material and physical
basis may be seen by an examination of relation of
natural love to life and human society. Natural love

—the crave of sex—the attraction of sperm cell (man)
for ovum cell (woman) is the motive power. This
love is simply a burning desire—a driving thirst—a
liquid flame of passion. Its satisfaction creates happi-
ness. This happiness is the only guarantee for the
perpetuation of the human race. Men and women do
not mate becausé of a desire for children. They mate
because it is pleasant. Reproduction is just the natural
incident—not the intention or the moving cause. It
is like the alimentary appetite, or the desire for food.
Satisfying the desire is the reason for eating—not the
aim to nourish the body. If eating did not yield
pleasure, however, the individual would die of starva-
tion without being conscious of it. Life would go out
unwarned—unheralded. So just as the desire for food
is the perpetuation of life for the individual ; the desire
for sex satisfaction or gratification of the reproductive
desire is the guarantee for perpetuation of the race.

Natural love then is the human race’s life insurance.
It is insurance not in the sense of paying a benefit
when death comes, but in that it prevents the death
of the race. Natural love is society’s sentinel of
safety. It pricks and prods and goads us on to action,
ever reminding man that he must continue to repro-
duce or the human race will die. And with what
ecstacy, with what supreme delight do we obey this
irresistible call!

Romantic love is a product of natural love. It is
derived from the latter. It is more refined and
spiritual, more recent in its origin, but not so neces-
sary as natural love. The human race existed long
before its arrival on the scene and might have con-
tinued to do so indefinitely. Not so with natural
love. It is to the existence of the human race what
cause is to effect. Without it life goes out; society
becomes extinct.

Romantic love has thrown over the universe a man-
tel of beauty. It has burned into the human heart a
hectic fervor. Its deft hand has tapped a reservoir
of rich feeling. From its deeps, like a mighty ocean,
has swelled forth a warm Gulf Stream of emotion
upon whose wild, dashing waves a wealth of art has
been washed upon civilization’s shores.

Out of the soul-well of love—both natural and ro-
mantic—culture has been drawn.

The influence of love is wide, varied, variegated.
It is not only the basis of human society; it is the
dominant factor in human culture. The theme of most
dramas, it controls the stage. Tragedy usually por-
trays its wrecks; comedy the fortune of those who
escaped its blight—not entirely, perhaps, but still able
to smile, even though a sardonic smile.

The screen depicts chiefly the life of love. The
silly women, the light-headed (or is it light-hearted)
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men, style, fashion display, intrigues, plots, deception,
murder, lying, stealing, infidelity, debauchery, seduc-
tion, kissing, caressing, embracing—are these not love’s
realism reflected on the cinema? Why, it must have
suggested itself to any true thinker that the very popu-
larity of the movies 1s due to the fact that they strike
deep into and penetrate life as it is—life as we all
know it to be—but dare not confess it!

“You Made Me Love You”

Music yields to affection’s touch. The rage of rag-
time is the story of primitive natural love. Its almost
world-wide reception once more attests the uniformity
of human nature. Its themes are frequently sexual
or sex-suggestive. Its rythym stirs; the soul sea be-
comes billowy; we must move; pandemonium reigns
and we are at its mercy. Just recall a few of the most
popular rag-time and jazz numbers of each year. Re-
call the words, the music. Do not sex, love, predomi-
nate in them? The light sentimental lyrics are more
sublimated than the jazz or rag-time. They emanate
from romantic love. So do the operas. Yet love as
their theme holds sway. Who does not remember the
songs: “Love Me and the World Is Mine”: “A Little
Love, a Little Kiss”; “Mighty Lak’ a Rose”; “Love
Will Find the Way”; “You Made Me Love You,
I Didn’t Want To Do It”; “My Little Persian Rose”;
“Answer” ; “I Hear You Calling Me”; “Whispering” ;
“The Merry Widow Waltz”; such operas as “Madam
Butterfly,” “Aida,” “Tannhauser,” “Lucia,” “Tales of
Hoffman,” with its “Then You'll Remember Me,” and
the “Bohemian Girl,” ad infinitum.

The universality of mixed dancing is another irref-
utable witness to the universal sway of love. Much
jargon and balderdash have been shed about the
easier dancing with a woman if you are a man, and the
easier dancing with a man if you are a woman. There’s
no truth in the claim. A man can dance more easily
with a good man dancer than with a bad woman dancer.
A woman can dance better with another good woman
dancer than she can with a bad man dancer. But
men want to dance with women and women choose
to dance with men. No one wants a rooster or a hen
dance! Why? Habit, you say. Well, whence came
the habit? Why the same habit all over the world?
Besides, habits have causes like other effects. And
that cause is the mutual craving of cells, of sperm
cell for ovum cell, of man for woman; that is, love.

Is Church Shouting Sacred “Shimmying?”

Of course, religious people would claim that their
lamp and guide—religion—is not touched by any force
so base, so primal and materialistic as natural love.
Not so, however. Most religions and cosmogonies are
founded upon just this force—natural love. It is the
story of Adam and Eve and the forbidden fruit. The
fall of man refers to the sexual act. It is the kernel
of the ancient Greek legend of Paris and Helen. In
fact the writer believes shoutmg (religious shoutmg
in church) is the expression of the same emotion as
dancing. Both, too, are rooted in love—and its
heightened emotions.

Novels are generally termed fiction—a connotation
calculated to imply that the subject matter is not true.
On questlons of love, though, they are about the only
books in which the truth appears. Fiction is more

true to life than most alleged scientific books. That is
why it is so widely read. If such books tell too much
truth they are censored and suppressed—an apt
evidence of our hypocritical civilization, our false
culture.

Poetry, painting, sculpture, architecture — that
“quartet of Art”—have built rather firmly upon love’s
foundation. Poets have sung, painters have portrayed
in colors, sculptors have chiseled and carved, archi-
tects have designed, for ages, in answer to the whispers
of the wishes of Venus—the goddess of love.

Is there any wonder Schopenhauer said:

When we consider the important role that sexual love in
all its grades and shades plays, not only in drama and fiction,
but also in the real world, where, next to the love of life, it
shows itself the most active of all impulses, constantly absorbs
half of the powers and thoughts of the more youthful portion
of mankind, is the final goal of almost every human effort,
exerts a fatal influence upon the most important events,
interrupts the most serious occupations at every hour, some-
times drives the greatest heads for a time into delirium, does
not hesitate to disturb the transactions of statesmen and the
investigations of savants by bringing in its love letters and
locks of hair and slipping them into ministerial portfolios and
philosophical manuscripts, plots daily the most involved and
wicked intrigues, dissolves the most worthy relations, rends
the strongest bonds, sacrifices to itself sometimes life or health,
sometimes wealth, rank, and happiness, nay. even, makes the
honorable conscienceless, the faithful traitors, and becomes
a fiendish demon, seeking to pervert, confound, and overthrow
all things;—we are naturally moved to cry out: why all this
fuss? What means this rush and roar. this anguish and
despair? The simple meaning is that every Jack has his Jill.
But why should such a trifle play so great a role and continue
to bring disturbance and confusion into the well regulated
life of man? But to the serious inquirer the mind gradually
reveals the true answer: It is not a trifle with which we are
dealing here; it is a matter whose importance is fully commen-
surate with the zeal and eagerness with which it is pursued.
The ultimate purpose of every love affair, whether it bz
played in sock or buskin, is more important than any other
purpose in human life, and therefore altogether worthy of the
profound seriousness with which it is prosecuted.

Tennyson exclaims: [t is better to have loved and lost than
never to have loved at all.

“Tell My Fortune—Whom Will I Marry?”

Indeed the interest in love is so high, valuable busi-
nesses have been built upon its outcome. Fortune-
telling, palmistry, horoscope, sellers of love powders,
conjure doctors are evidence of the limit to which
people will go to ascertain what love holds in store
for them.

Inspirer of poet, coquetting companion of composer,
whispering muse for singer, unfailing friend of man
at the keys, intensely loyal while friend, implacable
foe when lost, mad, blind, unreasonable and unreason-
ing, upsetting the whole nature at times; again, toler-
ant, forgiving, considerate ; the elixir of life, rapturous,
sweet, the fount of feelmg, eyes scmtlllatmg glittering
and dancing with joy; sometimes tear-filled with sor-
row; the hectic flush of passion, the warm glow of
indulgence—these are the work of that Demon—or
is it that Goddess—of Love!

(Continued next month)

[Ladies, what do you say? Gentlemen, have you
lost hope? If there s any point not quite clear, just
write the Editors. But vou are welcome to write
anyway. Open up vour heart tn our Open Forum
Department.]
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White and Black

THE TREND OF THE RACES
By DR. GEORGE E. HAYNES

Council for Home Missions, Publishers, New York

[GeorGe EpMUND HAYNES hails from Tennessee. He holds
a Bachelor's degree from Fisk University, studied at the New
York School of Social Work, is a Master of Arts from Yale,
and Doctor of Philosophy from Columbia. He was Director
of the Bureau of Negro Economics during the War, some-
time Professor of Ecomomics at Fisk, and is now Secretary,
the Race Relations Commission of the Federal Council of
Churches of Christ in America, New York.]

This work represents an expenditure of indefatigable zeal
by its author, Dr. Geo. E. Haynes. From the standpoint of
subject matter, however, the author has presented very few,
if, any, new facts. What he has accomplished is the com-
pilation of a mass of hitherto uncollected material and the
fashioning of many published and much unpublished data
into a compact little volume, sufficiently unscientific to afford
good reading to one of average training.

From the title of the book one naturally expects the author
to say just what is the trend of the races. Where are they
going? Are their courses gradually merging one into the
other or does the hiatus between them continue to widen?
Does the persistent manifestation of the Negro’s race con-
sciousness mean that he is beginning to live in a world dis-
tinct from the world of white? These questions, in spite of
many allusions to inter-racial co-operation and the suggestiv-
ity of the title, are not answered satisfactorily. Too much is
left to the reader’s imagination. Exception may be taken
to this criticism on the score that the author’s many cita-
tions of co-operation through inter-racial committees are
evidence of the growing spirit of fellowship between whites
and blacks. The work of these committees must not be
underestimated, however. Yet when the millions of the white
and black masses—steeped in the traditions of their environs
—are considered, the facts presented by the author hardly
warrant any such an assumption. Certainly, the facts pro-
duced seem to suggest that the birth of these committees
is a tacit recognition of the continual widening of the gulf
between white and black folk.

The book is written with a sort of vague agnosticism. So
much so that it is difficult to determine the ground upon
which its author stands. It is true that the South, in con-
junction with certain missionary agencies, is doing a little
in the way of Negro education. But what does the author
wish us to infer by saying in one breath, “In 1920 it was
reported that $13,000,000 was appropriated from public funds
for Negro schools in Southern states,” (page 48), and follow-
ing very closely with, “In 1920 a most careful accounting
showed probably not more than one hundred real public high
schools for Negroes in the towns and cities in sixteen South-
ern states. There were none in the rural districts, excepting.
probably, a few county training schools, that may be so rated”
(page 49)? In view of evidence to the contrary, we assume
that these facts are given to emphasize the lamentabls meager-
ness of expenditure for Negro education in the South.

By penetrating beneath a profusion of statistical informa-
tion and platitudinous outbursts, which at best beguile the
unwary, one finds trickling here and there questions and
quotations which seem to reveal the author’s subconscious
misgivings as to the efficacy of his formulae of “Good Will”
and “Christ-like. Spirit” in effecting better racial fellowships.

(Continued on page 575)

The Assistant Editor Sees “Seven-Eleven”

We have seen everything worth seeing (and a lot
not worth seeing) in Harlem theatres during the past
two years. Some very good “extravaganzas” have
come and gone. Promising, ambitious young authors
have delved deeper and deeper into our racial history
and succeeded to a fairly good degree in presenting
both savory and unsavory reminiscences of our past.
A few left us and went to Broadway. A few came
from Broadway to let us see their last acts.

But the most refreshing and stimulating “riot of
mirth and song” yet to arrest our attention was Gar-
land Howard’s “Seven-Eleven,” at the Lafayette re-
cently. Of course there were glaring defects, but a
Negro playwright must be measured from the front,
not the rear. A Negro play must be thought of in
terms of “it is better than anything we have seen”
rather than “can’t they see the psychology of those
‘color’ scenes goes against the grain?”

Garland Howard has made an intelligent effort at
offering something more than a mere “time killer.”
There is scarcely a dull moment in the whole two
hours. (It does seem, though, he is a poor judge oi
pretty girls.) F.]. C

On Enjoying Harvey’s Minstrels

Why the theatre? For recreation of course. Tired
Harlemites, getting home from five to seven o’clock,
want to go somewhere and revive their spirits, de-
pressed by a day’s work.

The average parader of the Avenue is about 7th
grade in intelligence, works where he comes in con-
tact with well-behaved people and knows fairly well
how to deport himself. Hence he appreciates musical
comedies and minstrels. Give him first rate drama and
he thinks the box office is trying to get something for
nothing; offer less than “Strut Miss Lizzie” and he
asks what do you take him for.

Such thoughts bobbed up of their own accord when
the curtain went up at the Lafayette. It was the pre-
miere of Harvey’s Minstrels. (Incidentally the min-
strels were good. We got some deep, healthy laughs.
That’s what we went for. A little improvement on
girls this time, too, but not much!) F.J. C.

Cafeteria

Open till 3 a.m.

Roosevelt

Viriery orF Luxcaes
served at reasonable
prices. € At our Foun-
tain best pure fruitsodas
and malted milks.

In Roosevelt Theatre Building

Corner 145th Street and Seventh Avenue, New York City

Mention THx MzssengEa



THE MESSENGER

Who’s Who

THE MIRRORS OF HARLEM

StubiES IN “CoLORED” PsycHO-ANALYSIS
By FLOYD J. CALVIN

We have with us today our esteemed contemporary, Doctor
William Edward Burghardt DuBois, “the intellectual leader
of American Negroes” and the Race’s “imost worshipful”
Tragi-Comedy.

W. E. B. Du Bois

Editor, “The Crisis,” and Director of Publications and
Research for the National Association for the Advance-
ment of Colored People.

Part I—Tragedy

HAVE read “The Negro in the South”; I fol-

lowed until the wee hours of a morning the grip-
ping tale called “The Quest of the Silver Fleece”; one
of the nearest volumes to my heart is “The Souls of
Black Folk”; an unforgettable thrill of pride came at
my completion of “John Brown”; the flames of
smouldering tragedy are fanned by my recollection of
“Darkwater.” For years I have read The Crisis edi-
torials and I take pride in the confession that I am a
worshiper of Du Bois.

* kX

It was in a Baptist church at Newark, N. J. The
evening session of the twelfth annual meet of the
National Association for the Advancement of Colored
People was soon to begin. I had a seat in the balcony.
On the main floor below there was hustle and bustle.
Lady agents were selling Crises, pamphlets, badges,
tickets, etc., in a hurry to cash in before the house
was called to order. Du Bois stood by a huge post
in the middle of the throng—looking. I felt like
calling jovially, “Hello, Doctor!” but his air seemed
to return the reply: “The stars are very beautiful

tonight.”
x k%

I was rushing home from my day’s work, obsessed
with thought. Suddenly I seemed to get a glimpse of
the photographic mustache of the Kaiser. I took a
few steps further, then halted to see what had caused
such a vivid illusion. I looked behind me and got a
glance at one side of that self-same likeness as a
man’s head turned and looked across the street. I
whirled and followed. An elderly gentleman, wear-
ing a cap, gazed right and left as he crossed 137th
Street at Seventh Avenue. A non-acquaintance would
have thought it his first time in New York. This
passage from “Darkwater” came to my mind:

“Again New York and Night and Harlem. A dark city of
fifty thousand rises like magic from the earth. Gone is the
white world, the pale lips, the lank hair; gone is the West and
North—the East and South is here triumphant. The street is
crowded with leisure and laughter. Everywhere black eyes,
black and brown, and frizzled hair curled and sleek, and
skins that riot with luscious color and deep, burning blood.
Humanity is packed dense in high piles of close-knit homes

that lie in layers above gray shops of food and clothes and
drink, with here and there a moving picture show. Orators
declaim on the corners, lovers lark in the streets, gamblers
glide by the saloons, workers lounge wearily home. Children
scream and run and frolic, and all is good and human and
beautiful and ugly and evil, even as Life is elsewhere.”

* Xk ¥

The Y. M. C. A. was crowded. Dr. Du Bois was
speaking. He held a pointer in his hand, for he was
demonstrating something about health to the attentive
young men before him. Suddenly, after delicately
stressing a point, he faced his audience squarely,
turned his head to the left, raised his chin slightly,
and gazed intently into—the Beyond, I guess. Pres-
ently he was back again, with an indulgent smile, and
proceeded with his lecture.

* kX

He was to speak at 4 p. m. At 4 p. m. he was there,
for I casually followed him from the corner at Lenox
Avenue and 138th Street. The church was empty.
He walked up and down the vestibule about ten
minutes, then went away.

An hour later the crowd gathered. "The chairman
announced the Doctor was not present—had been and
would return. He did not return. An indignant
atmosphere against haughtiness grew over the room.

* X Xk

Dr. Du Bois is a man of profound learning and cul-
ture. Almost every Negro editor, when attempting
to criticise him, allows what seems to be a personal
grudge against his superior station to enter the argu-
ment and obscure the main issue. For instance, last
summer, he was attacked for criticising Lincoln’s
ancestry. His original arguments and facts have not
yet been successfully refuted, although he was almost
universally branded as a mud-slinger. And again,
not long ago, he, along with several other colored
people, danced at the Hotel Astor downtown. Narrow
Negro editors who were more envious of this small
compliment than anxious to express fair criticism,
jumped on him alone. The editor of The Crisis has
his faults and makes his mistakes, but he is seldom
taken to task for them intelligently.

(The writer is not a personal acquaintance of Dr.
Du Bois.)

Part II—Comedy

Although I worship at the shrine of Du Bois the
Artist, I do not and would not follow him as a racial
leader. :

* % %

My friend dropped back in his chair. He spoke

earnestly, with a sympathetic note of apology run-
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ning through his words. “I like him, honestly, I like
him. I like his writings, I like to hear him speak,
but I swear, in my opinion, he hasn’t the qualities of
a leader. He is for the super-cultured only.”

*x % Xk

“Herein lie buried many things which if read with
patience may show the strange meaning of being black
here at the dawning of the Twentieth Century. This
meaning is not without interest to you, Gentle Reader;
for the problem of the Twentieth Century is the prab-
" lem of the color-line”—Du Bois’s “THE SouLs OF
Brack Fork.”

x % x

The strength and ability of a popular leader are
judged by his actions in a crisis. The masses acclaim
him in proportion as he takes a determined and
unequivocal stand on issues affecting their interests.

The record of Dr. Du Bois shows that just when
he should have declared himself, his first reaction was
not to react. .

*

In October, 1919, THE MESSENGER said editorially :

“Elsewhere in this issue we publish a poem by
Archibald H. Grimke. While the poem itself is inter-
esting and courageous, dealing with what we know to
be unquestioned fact, the correspondence of certain
publications which refused to publish the poem is very
interesting.”

THE MESSENGER quoted in full two letters from Dr.,
Du Bois to Mr. Grimke. The first was as follows:

“Please let me have again the poem on the soldiers
which was accidentally returned. I may be able to
use it in the June number.” [The June. 1918, number
of The Crisis.]

The second letter, written a few weeks later, was
as follows:

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

“I would ot dare, therefore, to print this just now.
I am sorry.’

THE MESSENGER, among other things, added:
“Almost anyone after reading this poem would very

naturally wonder why The Crisis magazine, sup-
posedly published by and for Negroes, could not pub-
lish this poem written by a scholarly man.’

It is only fair to append that although Dr. Du Bois
was specially warned, THE MESSENGER went right
ahead and published the poem and nothing happened
except a little bluster by the Department of Justice and
the Senate. (Presumrably this is what Dr. Du Bois
could not bring himself to face.) And also, while
passing, it might be well to record that the Lusk Re-
ports on radicalism gave THE MESSENGER quite a bit
of free advertising. THE MESSENGER has learned
from experience that it takes only a little courage to
cope with those forces that have the presumption to
“specially warn” people.

TuE MESSENGER is the only Negro publication that
has fundamentally inquired into Dr. Du Bois’s editorial
habits and methods. Readers of this journal might
recall “The Crisis of the Crisis,” “Du Bois and the
Crisis,” “Mr. Grimke and the Crisis," “Du Bois Fails
as a Theorist,” “Du Bois on Revolution,” etc., for sub-
stantiation of this claim.

*x k%

A large group of Negroes have arrived at the stage
where they no longer accept dictatorial leadership.
They demand an open hand. They are quite able to
distinguish the good qualities from the bad, and if a
man be courageous and true, although with his short-
comings, they will still acclaim him.

* %X %k

“The ordinary mind assumes that, if vou are in
sharp controversy with a man on one issue, you must
have a poor opinion of that man. I could never, for
snstance, make people believe, when I was attacking
Roosevelt on some issues, that I had not ceased to be
a general admirer and supporter of him. Also, when
I was an energetic supporter of Mr. Wilson I could
not make people understand that I did not thereby
agree with every one of his principal policies.”—Nor-
MAN Harcoop, in Hearst's.

Next month I will introduce that modest and aristo-
cratic’ “professor” of Lincoln Republicanism, Editor
Fred R. Moore, of the New York Age,; and the genial,
timid, Harvard and Yale graduate, William H. Ferris,
Editor, The Negro World.

White and Black
(Continued from page 573)

In more than one instance does he recognize that age-long
craditions and racial misconceptions have been crystallized into
well-nigh indissoluble sentiments and ideals. “Thus men and
women who think of themselves as good Americans will
argue that the Negro is all right, but that it is ordained of
God that he should be a hewer of wood and a drawer of
water. Or again they grant that the Negro must be given
opportunities, but declare at the same time that he must be
made to ‘know his place.’” (Page 139). Christianity (as
viewed by these folk) does not filter through these inherited
attitudes of a century or more. As the author himself quotes
on page 48, “the thing hardest for me to understand about
some of my white friends, men whom I know intimately to
be men who are square and liberal in all my dealings with
them, is their willingness to go into a meeting and agree

to take public school funds rightfully belonging to Negroes
and appropriate them for schools for white children.”

What people of this type need is not more religion nor
more gospel—for they have both, however primitively incon-
sistent and sodden with animosity. They need a loftier con-
cept of God, and a reconstruction of religious ideas. Until
education dissipates the mythologies of racial inequality, we
may expect that in the emotional stresses of life the gospel-
veneered will crack and peel, exposing their detestable exter-
nalities of bigotry and race hatred.

ABraM L. Harris.

[ABraM L. Harris is a native of Richmond, Va. He is a
1922 Bachelor of Science from Virginia Union University,
a student last summer at the New York School of Social
Work, and is now a student of Journalism at New York Uni-
versity. He is also Assistant to the Director of the Depart-
ment of Records and Rescarch of the National Urban Lcague
New York.]
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Open Forum

THE PRESENT SOUTH

(Concluding “Eight Wecks in Dixie”)
By FLOYD ]J. CALVIN

[Mr. Calvin this month takes up his narrative at Hope,
Arkansas, where the second installment, last month, was
concluded.]

UT in the midst of it all came a shock—what may

never happen at a given place, and still may
occur today or tomorrow, anywhere. It's like a
riddle: It is at all times possible and yet may never
be probable.

On July 27th, John West, Negro, was taken from
the streets of Hope and lynched.

I didn’t see it. I saw its effect. ]

John West was an elderly man, concrete finisher,
from Emporia, Kansas; imported by a paving com-
pany then engaged in paving the streets. He was
one of the highest paid men on the job and had white
men as subordinates. He drank from the same cup
the white men used. One white man objected and an
argument and fight ensued. West whipped the white
man up terribly, then said in public what he thought
of the White South in general. Both men paid fines
for disturbing the peace—West about three times
what the white man paid. Then he (West) bought
a ticket for Texarkana and boarded train No. 35, at
12:10 P. M., starting home. The mob knew his moves
and had everything planned. Six miles below Hope
the train stopped for water. A crowd of white men
rushed into the colored coach, overpowered the Negro,
took him off and there was the mob which took him
into the woods and shot him to death.

The afternoon papers reported the fate that met a
“presumptuous nigger” and that was all.

The town moved on quite normally and I went
ahead enjoying myself. It was the second Negro
lynched in Hope within eighteen months. The first I
knew personally, and his wife’s voice tremored when
she spoke to me. One of his friends explained the
tragedy as she pointed out hig grave in the colored
cemetery where the white people dumped him and
called it a burial. Those were “the good 100 per cent
American white people” the Superintendent referred
to when he was imploring Negroes not to join the
Catholics. That is why I laughed! “How can I hear
what you say, when what you are is continually ring-
ing in my ears.”

The tragedy was on Friday. The following Mon-
day a crowd of the younger set left for Detroit, Chi-
cago and Gary, some declaring thev never wanted to
see the town again.

% % *

Politics timidly showed itself too. 1 say timidly

—referring, of course, to its bearing on Negroes.

The one party—the Democratic—held its primary
during my sojourn, for the entire state as well as for

local offices which I could observe at close range. The
newspapers were always filled with the regular politi-
cal activities of the Klan, from paid advertisements
espousing the cause of their candidates to front page
news features describing their sensational campaign
meetings. In the end the Klan triumphed.

No Negroes voted. They are plainly told they are
not wanted in the Democratic party. Many attend
the “stump speech” gatherings, and others even do
much minor work in behalf of long-standing friends,
but that is all. (I heard of rare instances where
sentimental servants were taken along and allowed
to vote with their employers, but this was both “per-
sonal and private.”) The City (white) Superin-
tendent of the Hope public schools (including the
Negro) however, did say before the colored teachers
assembled that he wished the Democrats would change
the law and allow Negroes to vote the Democratic
ticket, for he felt sure the time would come when the
(““100 per centers”) would need good, loyal colored
people to help defeat the Catholics.

* * *

On August 22 I left Hope and started for New
York. At Little Rock I stopped over eight hours and
spent some time at the Bush Hospital, from which
my cousin, Miss Lena B. Fontaine, will soon be a
graduate nurse. From there I went to the Mosaic
Temple, Sth and Broadway, one of the most impos-
ing Race buildings in the state, in which my aunt,
Mrs. C. C. E. Bell, has an office as one of the execu-
tives of the fraternity.

At 8 P. M. I left the Union Station on a “bee line”
for Harlem, New York City. At 8:30 A. M. next day
I changed to the Pennsylvania in St. Louis; 3:30 P. M.
Thursday found my hopes gratified. Thus I had been
South and returned. Three thousand miles were done.

* * *

Out of this mass of observation and experience I
have attempted to reach some conclusions, to wit:

On the surface the black people of Dixie seem happy
enough, but underneath a peaceful revolution is
slowly but surely making headway. Times are surely
growing worse. There is a reason. Progress means
change. When the change among the Negroes is for
the better the Southern whites can’t stand it. Theo-
retically they want the Negro to go to school, become
educated, acquire property. But with that comes
something else. A man of education and property is a
man of standing. He should be consulted on im-
portant questions. He should be respected. He
shouldn’t have to suffer petty indignities.

But where is the Southerner who won’t tell you:



THE MESSENGER

577

“Education is all right, but a nigger is a nigger just
the same.” The theory and practice are different.
They produce a paradox. One side must give way
—must concede. The Negro knows nothing else but
concede “but he's getting damn tired of conceding
ALL the time.”

There will always be some poor Southern whites.
They are the proudest people in the world. You can’t
insist that they treat you as a human being. They
do so if they want to—but it is optional with them.
The better element may sympathize with you, but you
are still helpless. “A chain is no stronger than its
weakest link.” Basically, the most prosperous South-
ern Negro is at the mercy of the most ignoble South-
ern white. There is no laze when it comes to a show-
down between white and black.

All Negroes know this. Some may live 40 years
and never have a single instance of trouble. But the
brutal fact stares them in the face—if it ever comes
to a showdown. And the least thing can bring this
showdown. “Would vou put a nigger before a white
man?” (That “nigger” may be Major Moton or he
may be any obscure Southern peon.) Where is the
Southerner who wouldn’t quail? They may all re-
gret it afterwards—but for the moment: “White
Supremacy” with capital letters. And those whites
who would bravely stand out against it—“they are
‘nigger’ lovers—shoot ’em like dogs!’

This is the actual situation. It is not true in every
case, but it may be true in any case. And every Negro
knows that any case might be his own.

Underneath the revel and merrymaking is a nerv-
ous tremor. Always be careful. The mob is a pos-
sibility for any Negro. Each fine house and each
automobile may be in ashes next week this time, or
they may be here indefinitely.

What has this state of affairs produced?

It has produced steady emigration. (Among the
most ignorant and uninformed, it has produced the
desire to blindly want to go to Africa—anywhere to
get away from down there!) They no longer leave
in great crowds to go to work, but they sell out de-
liberately for the highest price they can get and go
North or West and invest. ‘“Thought you were leav-
ing here last week?’ “Well, I didn’t get to make
that deal. There isn’t any rush. I'm laying for the
best price.” “Better come go with me.” “Where are
you going?” “California.” “Wish I was ready. As
soon as I can sell out I'm going too.” ‘“Well, good-
bye—I'm sorry to see you go. Think you’ll ever come
back?” “Huh, what for?” “’Speck I'll be up there
too before long.” “Sister Gamble, the last of my
children’s gone. I hate to see 'em leave, but ef they
can make it any better up there I'll be satisfied. So
_long as I can hear from ’em I won't worry.” “Yes,

chile. It sho’ ain’t nothinw’ here.” “I ain’t particular
about going myself. I'm getting old. But these little
fellows here need a better chance than I had. If they
can get it anywhere else I say Go.”

And that’s it—Go! GO! Always somebody going.

This verse which I heard in Sunday School on July
9 seems expressive of the spirit of those who stay:

We wield no carnal weapon
And hurl no fiery dart;

But with words of love and reason
We are sure to win the heart,

And persuade the poor transgressor
To prefer the better part:
Our cause is marching on.

Now and then one returns on a visit. “I'm so glad
to see you. How long will you be here?” “About a
month, Just -got a short leave from my job. Want
to see all the folks, then I'll be satisfied.”

They are going to the cities. The problem of the
future, then, will be more difficult and complex.

In New York, Boston, Buffalo, Chicago, Detroit,
Gary, Indianapolis, Cleveland, Philadelphia, St.
Louis, Los Angeles, Seattle and other centers are
goodly populations of Negroes. They are generally
unschooled in the art of city life. Down South they
were usually not allowed to exercise authority, but
up North every man is his own boss. Nobody comes
to him and tells him what to do. He must think and
plan for himself.

One who is not accustomed to thinking and plan-
ning must necessarily be coached along. The simple
and gullible fall easy prey to sharks and swindlers.
The laborers are not unionized. They don’t under-
stand collective bargaining. White unionists are not
forward in extending a welcome hand and are fre-
quently antagonistic. If they don’t join unions they
become scabs. This breeds race riots in Northern
cities. The children must go to school in a new en-
vironment—an environment which is based on the
parent taking on intelligent interest in the child. Most
Negroes are slipshod in this at best and where the
teachers are white, are either timid ot afraid. There
the colored child is practically “froze out.”

These people need to be brought together, system-
atized, instructed, taught how to act for their economic
and social interests.

How will this be done?

Obviously it must be done through organization.

The Friends of Negro Freedom, then, with a pur-
posed economic and social program, must organize and
emancipate the Northern Negro workers.

[THE MESSENGER fnvitcs comment and criticism on the entire
series, and especially the final installment of “EiGHT WEEKS
IN Dixie”’)

BATOUALA AND OWEN

RS. MYRA R. COLLINS (white), of Los

Angeles, Cal,, noticed a slight mention of the
great Negro novel, “Batouala,” by Rene Maran, black
Frenchman, in the Los Angeles Daily Record. She
felt moved to write the following letter, which was pub-
lished by that newspaper’s editor:

Editor, The  Record: Thanks to your book reviewer for
mention of the book “Batouala” by Rene Maran; “small favors
thankfully received, larger ones in proportion.” But I wish
to remind him the book is not new. I heard of it a year ago.
However, to the majority it may be, seeing that Maran is of
colored ancestry. You might do well to send for a copy of
July Messenger if you have not already seen it—2305
Seventh Avenue, N. Y., Chandler Owen’s paper. Some place
in Los Angeles on sale. In reviewing his trip in March and
his visit here, considerable mention of the courtesy of The
Record is given,

His little paper each month gives out more truth pertaining

“to all questions at issue than any one other in circulation, I

guess, unless the Literary Digest. The man himself can talk
faster, say more in the length of time he talks, and at the
same time amuse his hearers with original humor while im-
pressing them with the facts he drives home. He has the
ability of combining fun with purpose, a thing not many are
capable of doing.
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The “courtesy of the Record,” which she mentions,
was the following which appeared in its columns last
March when Mr. Owen was on his Western tour:

“No Negro visiting Los Angeles in years, perhaps
ever, has caused as much intellectual stir among whites
and blacks as Chandler Owen, brilliant editor of TuE
MESSENGER.

“Arriving here a few days ago he has been kept in a
continuous whirl of conferences, committee meetings,
dinner engagements with notables, non-notables and
impassioned public speeches that would have dried up
the good humor and killed the mental resiliency of a
less vigorous soul. Owen seems to thrive on it, to
exult in the fact that in all this furore of activity he
is able to draw not only his race but humanity at large
a little farther along the path of progress.”

LES NOIRES

“Trés gentils—les noirs,”

So the French girl said;
How the phrase did jar

My friend! Flushing red,
“We at home don’t go

With those—colored men.”
Quoth the French maid, “Oh,

Don’t they like vou, then?”

ROBERT L. WOLF.

A Bappy
Netw Pear

We hope that 1923
will see greater
strides among Colored
Workers in the march
of Labor Unionism.

o

United Cloth Hat and Cap
Makers of North America
41 Union Square, New York

M. ZARITSKY, General President
M. ZUCKERMAN, Gencral Sccretary-Trcasurer

Official Publication
“THE HEADGEAR WORKER"
J. M. Buddish, Editor

LETTERS

LITERARY EXCELLENCE

Editors, THE MESSENGER:

Through the courtesy of a friend, Mr. Howard Roberts,
1 have been abl: to enjoy, enthuse and be amazed at the
literary excellence of your exceptionally brilliant magazine.

As a social worker I eagerly grasp every opportunity of
study, which will give me a clearer and morz profound mental
and spiritual vision of social and economic affairs, to the end
that I may most effectively and practically do my little bit
in the tremendous task of attempting an adjustment of this
seeming chaos in which the human family is plunged.

1 am grateful to the Divine Mind who rules our destinies
that I have been given this welcome encouragement in my
work, by seeing this convincing proof that the African race
is making the most tremendous strides toward mental evolu-
tion—in fact the pinnacle reached at the present time is
higher in the short space of say forty years than the tardy
upward white Christian crawl of two thousand years' duration.

Litiax CHARB,
Philadelphia, Pa.

THE “BLACK DROP”

Editors, THE MESSENGER:

Scanning over the articles of the Examiner for October 13,
1922, 1 chanced to see one headed: “Tragedy of the "Brack
Dror’ in the Pretty Nurse’s Blood.”

If the mother of Miss Sarah Cleas of Rochester, New
York, had instilled in the heart of her daughter and grafted
into her mind when she was a mere child, those unfailing
principles which make for the betterment of home, country,
people and God—in lieu of those which caused the tragedy—
how different would conditions be at this time with both
her daughter and herself? But alas, owing to existing prej-
udices, the opportunity for advancement for her (Miss
Cleas’) future success would be greatly deteriorated if the
fact was known that in her veins ran a strain of Negro blood.

On the contrary, if the truth was known and allowed to
hold full sway, the chances for her child's (Mrs. Cleas’)
advancement and opportunities would have be:n greatly
ameliorated. “Evcn a child maketh himself known by his
doings.”—Prov. 20-11. (This Biblical quotation is applicable
tiot alone to a white child but to all the hand-made per-
sonalities of the Creator, irrespective of race, color or pre-
vious conditions.)

Who first put that strain of Negro blood there? It must
have been ardently desired, ctherwise it would not be potent.
Plant the seed of Truth, and it is everlastingly reproductive
in its likeness and image.

L. M. E. Howarn.

Vallejo, Cal.
A VOICE FROM ENGLAND

[The writer of the following lctter was formerly a pro-
fessor in Vanderbilt University at Nashuville, Tenn. On ac-
count of his wviews on various questions he was forced to
resign, and wcent back to his home country from whence he
now writcs.—THE EbpITORS.]

Comrades:

Almost three years ago I left America. Only now I find
that THE MESSENGER has discontinued itself. And what I
must write is that I am no longer quite so busy or so poor,
and I want to recommence THE MEsSENGER—although there is
nothing effective that I can do for the Negro aspect of the
cause: other sides are more effectively to bhe dealt with over
here.

I should like to tell you that I owe much of my education
—or rather my first inspiration—as a Socialist, to the history
of the Negro cause. My mother gave me a Life of T. I
Buxton when I was about 14 and. as I read this account of
him and his co-liberationists, Wilberforce and others, [ was

Mention THe MESSENGER
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struck with amazement that anyone in those days could have
been anti-liberationist. “How ardently,” I said to myself,
“would I have worked for so obviously great and just a
cause, and how I regret that there is no great and clear
cause like that to work for in the world today—this civilized,
modern, admirably enlightened world!” However, about two
years later Bellamy wrote “Looking Backward” and it dawned
upon me that the modern world was perhaps no better than
the old. Carpenter’s “Civilization, Its Cause and Cure” made
“perhaps” a certainty and very soon I saw that Negro slavery
was but a drop in an ocean of social injustice—that there is
today a cause as clear as the one that Garrison and Wilber-
force championed, and yet as vehemently opposed by a people
of “good education” and “high morality.”

I don't quite know why I am giving you the trouble of
reading these rather “disillusioned” views of a sympathiser
who has done little enough of practical work to show his
sympathy. It is just the garrulity of oncoming old age, I
suppose—the attitude of the veteran who was never out of
barracks except for an occasional skirmish, but who likes to
give a pat on the back to the young fellow who is engaged
in the great war. Not but what I have had a few bombs
upon me in my time, and you may have heard of the one
which dropped upon me in Nashville and turned me out of
America.

I am sending $8.00, and if that does not cover the unpaid
MEesseNGERs that I have had, just send in the bill,

RusseLL Scort.

Capel, Dorking.

FROM HONDURAS

Editors, THE MESSENGER:

Enclosed find subscription to THE MESSENGER, to begin
with the first number of the fight against Marcus Garvey.

CALviN B. McBRripE.
La Cciba, Republic of Honduras.

Here and There

Editors, THE MESSENGER :

I have a young colored friend who is not a d—d fool and
I want him to have a copy of your journal, so please send
one to me. Tom RoBERTS.
Green Leaf Springs, Fla.

Lditors, THE MESSENGER:

I am enclosing herewith a money order for one year’s sub-
scription to THE MESSENGER magazine to be sent to Mr. --- -
For any subscription I may chance to send in I expect no
commission. I am being more than paid by the social well-
being which THE MESSENGER is making possible for me and
the millions of other Negroes throughout the world.
THOMAS KIRKSEY.
Boston, Mass.

Dear Comrades:

I am not sure that my subscription will expire, but it
will do no harm to send you the money now to renew it for
a year. I wish you had a million readers, white as ‘well as
colored. People of both races need such a magazine.

ALGERNON LEE.
New York, N. Y.

Do You Keep Roomers?
or even private

You constantly need Bed Sheets, Pillow Cases, Bed
Spreads and General House Furnishings

Try My Easy Payment Plan

Drop a Postal or Phone and a representative will call with
samples and particulars

S. J. WEISEL

2305 SEVENTH AVENUE
I_Vear 135th Street

NEW YORK
Telephone: University 4703

‘To
Colored Children

E extend to col-

ored children--
for whom we make
clothes as well as white
--sincere greetings and
best wishes for the
New Year.

Children’s
Clothing Workers’ Joint Board

Amalgamated Clothing Workers of America
799 BROADWAY, NEW YORK

J. GOLD M. GIMBER
Manager Secretary-Treasurer
L. D. BerGer, EpMoND GOTTESMAN,

Busincss Manager Secretary-Treasurer

UNITED
NECKWEAR MAKERS
UNION

LOCAL 11016, A. F. OF L.
7 EAST 15tH STREET, NEW YORK

People’s House

Sreetings
and sincere wishes
for success

When in the Gents' Furnishers,
ask for Neckties with the Union
Label.

United Neckwear Makers.
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Greetings

to our Negro Brothers and Sisters. We

appreciate what you are up against and wish

-the New Year may bring you a brighter and
better day.

&

AMALGAMATED CLOTHING WORKERS
OF AMERICA

31 UNION SQUARE NEW YORK, N. Y.
: Suite 701-715
¢
SIDNEY HILLMAN JOSEPH SCHLOSSBERG
General President General Sec’y-Treas.

General Executive Board

AUGUST BELLANCA
HYMAN BLUMBERG
LEO KRZYCKI
SAMUEL LEVIN
LAZARUS MARCOVITZ
A. D. MARIMPIETRI
ABRAHAM MILLER
PETER MONAT
SIDNEY RISSMAN
FRANK ROSENBLUM
MAMIE SANTORA
STEPHAN SKALA
MORRIS WEINSTEIN
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Greetings

TO COLORED WORKERS

&

INTERNATIONAL
LADIES GARMENT WORKERS' UNION

with AMERICAN FEDERATION of LLABOR

3 WEST 16th STREET
NEW YORK

¥

BENJAMIN SCHLESINGER ABRAHAM BAROFF

President Secretary-Treasurer

General Executive Board

SALVATORE NINFO
First Vice President
PANNIA M. COHN
MEYER PERLSTEIN
HYMAN A. SCHOOLMAN
ELIAS REISBERG
SOL. SEIDMAN
JACOB HALPERIN
JACOB HELLER
ISRAEL FEINBERG
SAMUEL LEFKOVITS
JOSEPH BRESLAW
MAX GORENSTEIN
DAVID DUBINSKY
HARRY WANDER
FRED MONOSSON
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‘Be A Motion Picture Operator

100 Colored Men Wanted to Learn the Trade

Theatres are on the increase. There are only 11 licensed Negro motion
picture operators in New York. There is room for 100 or more if they
will qualify and intelligently demand their rights through organized effort.

Thousands of Negroes attend New York theatres. The price of their
ticket pays the high salaries in which they have no part. In order to get
your part you must first become a master workman, then get in line with
other master workmen who are earning from $45 to $130 a week.

You can easily equip yourself. For particulars call or write

“MOTION PICTURE OPERATOR"

c/o The Messenger,
2305 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y.

FOR THE NEW YEAR

YREETINGS and best wishes to the Colored Socialists, trade

unionists and to the readers of THE MESSENGER, the publica-

tion whose endeavor is to elevate the colored worker to a plane of
equality with his white brothers.

THE MESSENGER is the only journal that is striving in the interest
of the colored worker, as well as of the white worker.

For this reason, we, the Joint Board of the Cloak, Skirt and Reefer
Makers’ Union, are ready to support this journal and we urge upon
every liberal-minded person that he also support this publication.

Fraternally yours,

L. LANGER, Secretary.

Cloak, Skirt and Reefer Makers’ Union of New York City

Mention THE MEssexcer
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Established 1907

NAIL & PARKER

REAL ESTATE

145 WEST 135th STREET, NEW YORK CITY

PHONE—WRITE—OR CALL
TELEPHONE MORNINGSIDE 7682-7683

We are specialists in Harlem
and Colored tenement proper-
ties.

Management of Properties
Solicited.

Our Investment Department
contains best offers in Har-
lem. -

Years of experience have
made us discriminating spe-
cialists in choosing best prop-
ositions.

Collection Department

Over A Million Dollars Annually

This is made possible by our
vision and experience of years
in supplying the wants and
needs of hundreds of success-
ful and satisfied clients.

We have the property best
suited to your requirements.

An interview places you under
no obligation. It is respect-
fully requested.

You owe it to yourself to
investigate.

Mention TrE Mzsszxcen







BROWN & STEVENS, Bankers

PHILADELPHIA, PA.

Wish all of their friends

A iﬁappy New ’lﬂvar

E offer as a special investment attraction our 6% Cer-
tificates of Deposit. : These Certificates of. Deposit are
, issued in denominations of $100, $200, $500 and
$1,000, and bear interest atthe rate of 6% per annum. They
are redeemable if the owner desires, at any time after one
year, upon thirty days’ notice.
We know of no better investment for conservative people
than Certificates of Deposit—they combine safety with splendid
interest returns. g '

Banks will lend money-on Certificates of Deposit.

These Certificates are issued by the largest colored bank
North. A bank that has One Hundred Thousand Dollars
deposited with the Banking:Department for the protection of
depositors—a bank that has just finished paying out Ninety-
eight Thousand Dollars to its Christmas Club members.

Certificates of Deposit may be purchased on the partial
payment plan.

Start today—it will be the wisest, safest and most profit-
able investment you have efer made.

+

!

Address
E. ¢ BROWN
¢/o Browny & Stevens, Bankers

Broad and Lombard Streets
Philadelphia, Pa.

——

.

BROOKLYM EAGLE PRESS
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