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BRIEF BIOGRAPHY
FLETCHER ]. MOSELY

By THEOPHILUS LEWIS

Author of “Seven Years for Rachel”
and “A Deserter From Armageddon”

LETCHER JOSEPHUS MOSELY was born
with a mole on his neck, and the officiating mid-
wife, who was as well versed in occult matters as she
was in obstetrics, prophesied that he would be hanged.
Folks were careful to keep the baleful knowledge from
the family’s ears, however, and the brown-skin baby
grew up and reached manhood without ever becoming
aware of the doom hanging over him.

The summer of his thirty-first year found him mak-
ing a living as an itinerant waiter at the Prince
George House, a resort hotel situated about midway
between Nottingham and Upper Calvert, two unim-
portant villages in southern Maryland. He was a
burnt out specimen of manhood then, growing senile
before time, with an insatiable thirst for hard liquor
and suffering from various manifestations of the old
rale. Still, he had enough vital force left in him to
fall in love with Miranda Minatree.

Miranda was a buxom, comely young woman with
happy eves and skin smooth as satin and the color
of a roasted coffee bean; and she had the refreshing
seductiveness of something tender and green and vig-
orous growing in the earth. She was one of the dish-
washers at the hotel and the only native of the coun-
tryside employed there. The other colored help,
waiters and chambermaids, had been recruited from
the black belts of Baltimore and Washington, and the
white kitchen crew had been imported from various
slums of middle Europe. It was Miranda’s con-
spicuous freshness, contrasted with the run-down ap-
pearance of this motley array of rotting men and stale
women, that caught Mosely’s eye and won his heart.

Mosely’s sentiment was not unobserved, of course,
and at least one pair of eyes looked on with approval.
Theyv were the eyes of the boss, Mr. Ringold. The
proprietor was glad to see Mosely’s affection turning
in Miranda’s direction because in quondam days he
had marked the waiter paying too much attention to
Anna Weitzel, the checker; and Anna was a blond girl
whose native village was hidden away in some ob-
scure Bavarian valley. Now, hot Scotch-Irish blood
ran in Mr. Ringold’s veins, the militant puritanism of
the Presbyterian faith burned in his soul, and the
major element of his temperament was the Southern
tradition of truculence and white holiness. He was
a ponderous man, physically, towering every inch of
six feet above the floor, with an enormous paunch
hung onto him, and a head like a huge lump of dough.
Whenever he saw Mosely and Anna talking together
intimately, little carmine spots would flash out on his
paste colored cheeks and his belly would begin to
quiver violently, as if agitated by some inner mechan-
ism. But he could never catch the waiter red-handed
enough to reprimand him. Mosely and Anna would
always divert their conversation to dining-room mat-
ter before he could get near enough to hear what
they really were talking about. Miranda’s coming
changed all that; hence Mr. Ringold’s great joy when,
the day after he hired her, the mecca of Mosely’s

1
K

-

R g “M R

iy

- . Ty

“HE TOOK HER IN HIS ARMS.” Page 206
interest shifted from the checker’s desk to the china
rack.

At first it was a solo courtship that Mosely carried
on, with Miranda not even bothering to repulse his
sentimental sallies. She seemed even too unresponsive
to ignore him. She just gazed blankly at his sugary
smiles and significant glances as if too thick to under-
stand their meaning. During her first week in the
pantry the only talk that passed between them was an
exchange of matutinal greetings.

“Hello!” Mosely would sing-song. Striving to
throw irresistible mellifluence into his voice, he actu-
ally achieved something of the attenuated falsetto
of a saxophone playing in high key.

“Good mawnin’,” Miranda would reply, in a voice
naturally fresh and sweet, but utterly void of senti-
mental response.

Discouraged, Mosely would spend the rest of the day
bombarding her with soft smiles and ineffectual
glances from a distance.

But as time wore on he inevitably grew bolder. One
morning he was held in the kitchen waiting for a de-
layed order of poached eggs. The kitchen and pantry
were in one large room divided by an imaginary line.
Mosely preferred to wait near the china rack rather
than by the steam table.

“Awful dull in this hole,” he observed, alluding to
the hotel and its environs.

Miranda did not answer.

“Ain’t there no dancing or nothing ’round here?”
he continued, after a second or so. “Nowheres where
you can have some fun?”

“Dere’s dancin’ in Calve’t ever’ Saturday night,”
Miranda informed him.

Mosely smiled, wistfully, as if the inutility of the
information had dawned on him the moment he re-
ceived it. “Guess it don’t do me no good to know,”
he sighed. “Ain’t got nobody to go with.”

“Dat’s too bad.”
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“Suppose you and me take a night off some Satur-
day,” he suggested, hopefully.

“I don’t dance,” Miranda replied.
chu’ch.”

“Take away your poached eggs!” the fry cook
shouted. And Mosely was heartily glad of the chance
to walk away from her with a semblance of dignity.

Another day another try.

“Ain’t there no movies 'round here?” he asked her
one afternoon.

“Sure. Dere’s movies in Calve’t ever’ night and er
show in Not’'nham ever’ Thu’sday an’ Saturday night,”
she replied.

“Which is the best?”’

“De show in Calve’t.”

“Do you like movies?”’

“Sometimes.”

“Then let’s take in a show some night?”

But Miranda declined.

Pretty soon he had used up his entire bag of tricks
without making any impression on her. He became
discouraged. Then, when he lost his amorous bravado,
the scrap of sincerity left in him got a chance to reveal
itself, and lame speeches and a halting manner won a
response where fluent flatteries had failed. Miranda
was affected by his presence to such an extent that she
had to feign preoccupation when he approached her.
Several times he turned about suddenly and discov-
ered her looking at him with a glow of intense interest
in her eyes.

Then came the lucky night when an over friendly
rat frightened her and Mosely ran to her succor and
shooed the beast off. In the warmth generated by his
chivalry and her gratitude the feeling of restraint that
existed between them evaporated. Miranda was giv-
ing the last licks to the supper dishes at the time, and
Mosely stayed to help her finish up. Then they went
outdoors for a walk.

It was a fine night. The black sky was inlaid with
stars and the yellow moon lay flat on its surface like
some queer curio of old ivory lying on a panel of
wakasa. It was hard to believe that the pearl light that
filled space and shone on the contours of the earth
came from that frigid disk which seemed so worn and
ancient. It seemed, rather, that that frail radiance
was but the visible quality of the currents of soft air
gently sweeping across the landscape.

There was passion in the air!

On the lawn back of the hotel, where Mr. ngold
permitted the help to recreate themselves so long as
they did not talk too loud, Anna Weitzel was luxuriat-
ing in the caresses of the Slovene fry cook and a
waiter and a chambermaid were enacting the prologue
of a Rabelaisian love story. Mosely and Miranda did
not tarry there, but instinctively sought the drive and
followed it till it joined the public highway. At the
junction of the roads thev stopped, at the same in-
stant, as if inspired by -a mutual impulse.

“What fo’ we come dis way?”’ Miranda asked, as
they halted.

“I came ’cause you did,” he answered.

Then it dawned on them that neither knew why
they had come that way. The discovery tickled them.
Their blended laughter rang out for a moment and in

“I b’longs ter

the warmth of their mirth the last remnant of reserve-

melted away.

For a few minutes they stood motionless and silent ;
unreserved, candid; a bit awed by their new rela-
tionship.

’Ihen Miranda tilted her head and sniffed at a fra-

grant breeze. she said. “Ain’t
hit go'geous!”

Mosely did not hear. At that instant he was all eye,
enchanted by the sensuous appeal of the firm lines
of her profile and the robust curve of her bosom. She
looked- like a dark dryad growing out of the ground
she stood on and while he gazed at her the immemorial
satyr stirred in him. He took her in his arms and she
yielded her strong, soft body to him and gave him
her lips.

Then they moved over to the side of the road and
sat down and began to talk of post-nuptial matters as

if they had come there with that express end in view.

“I smells sweet-briar,”

- They would get married at the end of the summer,

they decided; then they would go on a several years’
junket, working together in other hotels in other
climes, and between seasons having a good time in
many strange cities. And when they had been every-
where and seen everything and saved money enough
they would come back to Nottingham and settle down
and live quietly and happy to the end of their days.
The next day Mosely made a flying trip to Baltimore
and bought the engagement ring. A fortnight later
he was sorry he had done it. His fibre did not con-

“tain enough moral tungsten to carry the incandescence

of a pure passion longer than a week, and at the end
of that period his ardor cooled to a formal philander-
ing that puzzled Miranda but did not deceive her.
Finally he decided to call the business off and asked
her to return his ring.

Miranda refused, taking a moral stand. She had
grown up seeing betrothal and marriage occur with
almost the exactitude and finality of pollenization.
According to local ideology, for a lover to alter his
attitude after choosing his mate was almost as much
against nature as it would be for a grain of tassel dust
to welch after marrying a strand of maize silk. Such
perverseness was always the work of evil forces. Te
yield in the matter would be abetting sin.

Miranda believed Mosely had been conjured. When
a nightmare began to disturb her sleep every night
belief became conviction. Accordingly, she took an
afternoon off and visited Granny Smallwood. the most
famed of the local hoodoo specialists, and told her the
whole story of Mosely’s persistent wooing and de-
scribed the subsequent rapid refrigeration of his
passion.

“Does you have bad dreams?” Grannv asked her.

“Yes, Granny, I was comin’ ter dat,” Miranda re-
plied. “Mos’ ever’ night er witch rides me. An’ I
wakes up mos’ scared ter death! With my hea’t mos’
leanin’ out’'n my mouth. I’s dat scared!”

“Specs hit’s you what’s conjured ’stead o’ him,” the
seeress observed. “You’s been bewitched so’s you’s
no longer pleasin’ ter him.”

“Lawd! Granny, what’ll I do?” Miranda cried.

“Now, now, chile, don’t fret,” the wise woman said.
soothingly. “I’ll fix ever’thing all right.” She paused
then and lapsed into a spell of profor'nd reflection.

After a minute or so Granny went to her cnoboard
and took down a little jar labeled CLoves. She was
an unbelievably massive woman with almost the girth
of a tobacco hogshead. Moving her en~rrmous bodv
was such a laboriovs task that she usually eschewed
talking when not at rest. She forbore talking now
+ntil she had sat down again and monned her shining
black face with a bandanna. Then she delivered her
instrictions.

“You take dis here nowder I’s gwine ter give vou,
an’ mix hit with er tablespoon o’ salt an’ two table-
spoons o’ pepper, an’ wrop hit up in er hank’rchief
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an’ put hit under yo’ pil?er when you goes ter bed.
Er witch allus has ter get out’'n her skin when she
rides you, an’ leave hit standin’ som’ers in de room.
Nex’ time she bothers you, shake her off'n you quick
as you kin, den, de minute you wakes up, th'ow de
powder all 'roun’ de room so some of hit'll get inter
her hide Lefo’ she kin jump inter hit herself. Hit"ll
bu'n her up so she’ll have ter get out’n her skin soon as
she gets home an’ stay out’'n hit two or three days.
I 'low she'll never come back ter pester you no mo’.”

Miranda thanked her and paid her, then returned to
the hotel and carried out her instructions so far as
preparation was concerned. That same night she had
ano her squabble with Mosely over the ring.

“Why don't you be reasonable ?”” he demanded, after
he had argued in vain for ten minutes. “You ought
to be glad we're lucky enough to see our mistake
before it's too late.”

“I ain’t made no mistake,” Miranda declared. “I
said 1 loved you, an’ I did. An’ T still loves you. An’
you loves me too, only you don’t know hit.”

“What're you tryin’ to do? Make a fool out of me?”

“You knows I ain’t,” she replied, trying to propitiate
him. “I means you only thinks you don’t love me no
mo’ ’cause I's bewitched.”

“You're crazy!”

“No, I ain’t,” she answered. “I only seems dat way
ter you ’cause I's been conjured by somebody what's
jealous of us. But de spell'll be off'n me soon, an’
you'll love me jes de same as you did at fust.”

This pathetic attempt to propitiate him only served
to increase Mosely’s scorn. In the course of knocking
about city slums and pleasure resorts he had lost his
own grosser superstitions along with his dialect and
to about the same extent. After his passion had cooled
he looked upon those crudities in Miranda as marks
of inferiority. He wondered how he ever could have
been under the delusion that he loved her.

“Aw, we can’t make it, sis,” he declared, with
unemotional finality. “We might as well cut it—
right now!”

Miranda did not blame him for his coldness. How
could he love a woman who was unattractive to him
because she was conjured? But his hard words hurt
her nevertheless, and she turned away from him and
fled to her room to cry.

Mosely was exasperated. He had half a notion to
run after her and tear the ring off her finger; per-
haps tear the finger off too. But a sage second thought
warned him that such a move would be temerarious
and foolish. He might make a disturbance and fail to
recover the ring. Then the other waiters would razz
the life out of him; not for the attempt but for the
failrre.

He was bound to get the ring, though; self-respect
demanded it. Tf he let Miranda get away with keeping
his ring he would be almost as much of a sucker as
he wo-1d be if he let her make him marry her against
his will.  Then the material consideration was not to
be overlooked. Another day might bring another ro-
mance an- a solitaire as good as new would come in
handv. Since persuasion had failed and force would
Fe risl-v he decided to try strategv.

Half an hour later, hy means of pronitious window
peenino. he discovered where Miranda put the ring
when she went to Fed. The rest was easy. The heln’s
quarters were in the basement of the hotel, with the
rooms orouped in patriarchial fashion aronnd Mr.
Ringold’s apartment. Tt was against Mr. Ringold’s
orders for any door to he locked at any time. the nro-
prietor being of the opinion that immoralities might

take place behind barred doors that the inmates of a
room would be loth to indulge in if they knew the
door likely to be yanked open from the outside at any
moment. Thus, all Mosely had to do was to wait till
everybody was asleep and then creep into Miranda’s
room and recover his ring.

But the thing did not work out as well in practice
as it appeared in theory. Either by strange coincidence
or occult arrangement, Mosely attempted his entry
into Miranda’s room at the same instant the witch
began to ride her. He eased the door open just as
Miranda succeeded in shaking the witch off, and stuck
his head in for a preliminary peep a moment before
she flung her magic powder in the air, aiming at the
hag’s hide. It seems that all the pepper in the mixture,
by a special magic of its own, separated itself from
the other ingredients and lodged in Mosely’s eyes.

For a minute he could not do a thing but stand stock
still and make some queer guttural noises like the
squeaks of a half-killed rat. Miranda thought the
uncanny sounds came from the witch, and she let out
a yell that roused the house.

Mosely realized that he had better beat it back to
the waiters’ quarters instanter or he would find himself
in an awful jam. But he was half blind and still too
confused to know what he was doing, and in his haste
to make it back to his room before being discovered he
opened the wrong door and went in Anna Weitzel's
room by mistake.

Anna had been roused by Miranda's scream. She was
half scared already, and when she saw Mosely’s vague
bulk lurch in the door her first thought was that her
room was being invaded by some monstrous polter-
geist. She had an impulse to scream and she did so
with huge success. Her next thought was to escape
from the room, but there she fizzled.

She sprang out of bed and bolted for the door. But
as she rushed past Mosely their feet became entangled
and they tripped each other and fell. Naturally, both
tried to eet up at the same time, and in their excite-
ment each impeded the other so that neither could rise.

“STRUNG UP

BY HIS

NECK.” Page 208
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They were still scrambling about on the floor, Anna’s
screams mingling with Mosely’s blasphemies, when
light suddenly flooded the room, revealing Mr.
Ringold, with a cluster of curious faces at his back,
standing in the door.

The proprietor took the situation in at a glance. At
the same instant its full meaning flashed on Mosely.
But the waiter was not in a position to act as his in-
terests prompted while the fat proprietor was free to
avenge the affront to his lily-white puritanism as he
saw fit. He clutched Mosely by the collar with one
powerful paw and drew him up out of the tangle of
arms and legs while belting him with sweeping open-
hand swings of the other palm.

“You dirty rascal!” he snarled. Tl
kill you!”

Rage reduced his voice to a hiss and the little red
daubs that appeared on his cheeks in moments of ordi-
nary anger now spread over his entire face.

Mosely had no physical fear of the proprietor but
he understood only too well what might be the conse-
quences of his annihilating wrath. Hence he did not
resist him till he felt his feet free and firm on the
floor. Then he shook himself loose from Mr.
Ringold’s grasp and gave him a push in the belly that
sent him sprawling on the floor in a most undignified
position, seeing that he had no clothes on except his
nightshirt. Mosely then ducked out of the window
and disappeared in the darkness.

How it fared with Mosely in the woods that night
is wrapped up in mystery and will never be known.
But whatever dangers menaced him out there were
certainly less than the perils he would have had to
face in the excited scene he left behind him.

Mr. Ringold got up spouting orders. “Get lanterns!
Get pistols! Get bloodhounds! Don’t let him get
away!”

The foreign kitchen crew had caught the local mean-
ing of the affair now and they jumped to carry out the
boss’ orders. The colored help obeyed with even more
alacrity. They had seen the thing from Mr. Ringold’s
angle from the first and felt that Mosely had humili-
ated them. Besides, as they were somewhat cowed by
the southern tradition, flaunting their resentment
helped them to conceal their fear.

The running about of menials did not accomplish
anything, however, and pretty soon it had to be called
off. Guests began to come down from upstairs to see
what the racket was about and the denizens of the
lower quarters had to put some clothes on.

After he had pulled his pants on over his nightshirt
and explained to the guests that a rape had been com-
mitted, or attempted, Mr. Ringold was in a cooler but
not less vindictive frame of mind. He got the sheriff
on the telephone and gave him the case; then called
up all the station agents in the vicinity and warned
them to be on the lookout for a strange Negro who
might try to buy a ticket, also suggesting that they
have all conductors passing through inspect their trains.
His final move was to phone the news to every con-
spicuous white resident of the neighborhood. In an
hour he had the countryside pretty well stirred up and
a loose but constantly tightening dragnet spread.

Along about daybreak groups of farmers began to

“T’ll kill you!

arrive in flivvers and automobiles. ' A few came in

ancient buckboards, too, and still fewer, who did not
live far enough away to bother about a lift, straggled
up afoot. In varying moods they listened to Mr.
Ringold’s story of the affair which always ended with,
“I got to her room just in the nick of time. If I had

been a little later God only-knows what would have
happened.” Then he would give Anna a chance to
tell her side of it.

“Tell them just how it was, dear,” he would say,
paternally. “In your own words, in your own simple
way.”

And Anna would. By now she was fully convinced
that Mosely had intended to attack her. She was still
terrified by the imaginary danger she had escaped
and full of self pity and running over with tears.
Besides, when she found herself raised to the rank
of a tragic figure receiving the chivalrous con-
cern of the local knighthood, it gave her such a good
feeling that she just had to yield to the womanly
weakness of luxuriating in distress. Her story was
an improvement on Mr. Ringold’s version in every
respect, especially where she enlarged on the clawing
and garroting in a manner that gave the affair a sadis-
tic flavor. Her hard tale would have inclined many a
man less fiery than the least adventurous in her audi-
ence to go.out and break a lance for her.

When some twenty-odd men had arrived on the
scene somebody suggested that it would be a good idea
to beat through the bottom along the railroad. The
others took to the idea at once and they began to
move off. :

“T wish I could go with you,” Mr. Ringold re-
marked, with feeling. “But I guess I better stay here
till the sheriff comes.”

“Yeah, reckon you better,” one of the posse re-
plied. “Tell him which way we went. No use him
going over the same ground we’re covering.”

“Guess you'll find him down there all right,” Mr.
Ringold observed. “He can’t get away. I got all the -
station agents on the lookout.”

“Aw, he wouldn’t try to buy a ticket,” a voice from
the crowd declared. “It’s the freight trains we got
to watch.”

Men kept coming all the morning, and before the
sheriff came, along about eleven o’clock, three parties
were out scouring the country on their own. After
he got the details of the case the sheriff deputized
three or four late stragglers who happened to be
hanging about andthe search for the fugitive began.

The turmoil had subsided by this hour, but things
were still in a pretty unsettled state at the hotel, with
the kitchen crew constantly agitated and the waiters
and chambermaids half scared to death; with Anna
breaking out in sporadic bursts of hysteria; with Mr.
Ringold fervently praying to God that Mosely would
be caught; with Miranda fervently praying to God
that he would not.

Indeed, Miranda alone perceived the true nature of
the affair—that it had occurred under supernatural
auspices. She spent the day performing sundry rites
while continually  consulting the heavens for a sign.

She was not surprised when, an hour or so later,
the sheriff came back to the hotel with baleful news.
He had found Mosely in the bottom by the railroad,
strung up by the neck, with his body stripped to the
waist and his chest riddled with bullets. He had no
idea who had killed him. His official report would
read, “Killed by persons unknown while a fugitive
from justice.” .

“Hit was de witch,” Miranda said to herself. “She
put er spell on him an’ made him go in de white gal’s
room—ter get even with me.”

She was not quite right in this; unless the same
witch had been a member of the occult council that in
the beginning caused Mosely to be born with a mole
2n his neck.
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THE LIGHT BETWEEN

By EUNICE ROBERTA HUNTON

I WENT there first on a cold gray, fall day when the
rain that was blowing, whirling and misting in from
the river made the room in the Tombs prison a haven of
warmth and comfort; when the peace and quiet of the
prison room after a day in squalid tenements and wet
streets took much of the hopelessness from the sordid yet
tragic tale of the nineteen year old lad who had come
from a simpler civilization in a land across the sea and
unable to make-the adjustments that the newer and sterner
life demanded had become the tool of a gang of high-
waymen and thieves. And on one of those gay days that
November sometimes gives us before she makes way for
winter—when the river sparkles in warm sunlight and the
giants of lower Manhattan flash sunny greetings from
their myriad eyes, when the streets that lap and surge
around the feet of the giants are teeming and humming
with the life of the city, I found myself once more out-
side that grim pile that blots out sunshine from streets
and lives alike that come within its shadow.

It was the visiting hour and instead of availing myself
of my privilege of the main entrance I joined the line of
those who, at a side door, waited patiently for a few mo-
ments with those within. Fortunately I had not long to
wait and after stating my name and business to the keeper
at the desk near the door I was given a slip of paper
which read—Nov. 7, 1:30 P.M., 412. That meant that I
climbed four flights of narrow, cold stairs to the fourth
balcony where I found a short bare corridor running along
beside a block of cells. [ stepped into one of these and
looked thru the close and heavy wire lattice work across
the front of it. There was a well about a foot wide that
went straight down to the basement, and opposite each cell
on the side of the well where I stood there was a cell on
the other side barred all around with iron bars. Electric
light bulbs hung suspended from the ceiling—scores of
them on chains of all lengths so that one swung between
each two cells. It gave me a rather eerie feeling to look
any more at those rows of empty cells and so I stepped
back and found a seat outside 412,

As I opened my book to read for a few moments I
covertly surveyed my neighbors on either side—
they who were continuing their conversation over my
head. One of them was a small gilded creature, re-
splendent in a light tailored suit, with high heeled slippers,
lace hose, a saucy hat and kid gloves to match, and a
short fur cape that hung loosely about her shoulders.
She looked terribly out of place until one noticed the face
to which she was skillfully applying powder. It was pale
beneath the paint, the eyes were haggard and there was
a pathetic droop to the too red mouth. The other who
was speaking was so different and yet so like. The black
walking shoes, long dark coat over a dress of blue serge,
cotton gloves and dark felt hat proclaimed her of another
world and still the face, innocent of cosmetics, wore the
same strained look. She was speaking in a weary drawl.

“No., it isn’t my husband, it’s my brother. I've just
come off the train. I'm all the way from Texas. Started
just as soon as I got the news and Lord! how I want
to see him. He’s all I got.”

The other smiled cynically.
you know.”

“Not see him, but they promised me that as soon as the
bell rang he could come into the cell across from me and
talk to me.”

“Sure he’ll come up and you’ll talk to him as best you
can in the noise but you won't really see him. See that
light between your cell and the one where he’s coming.
When they come up that’ll be turned on and it’'ll glare
straight in your eyes. It almost binds you and you can
only just catch a glimpse of your man now and again.
It was put there to torture us and to keep us from coming

“Well you won’t see him,

here too often. They say . . “naming a well-known
woman expert in correction” had those damned lights put
there. She’s a regular hellcat, that woman is. But once
1 gave it to her. Sure I did. It was up at Bedford—that’s
the place they send the women, you know. She was head
up there then and I was in for two years. Anyway she
got too fresh once and I spit in her face. They sure let
me have it then but I don't care ’cause she’s the one who
put those lights there and sometimes they nearly drive me
crazy.”

“I see,” said the woman from Texas,” but if it's as ter-
rible as all that, why do you keep on coming here?”

“Why do I keep on coming? Because I can’t help my-
self. I want to be near Chuck. He’s mine whatever he’s
done. But if he had only listened to me he wouldn't be
in. I told him to let the furs alone but he just couldn’t
stop. They ain’t sentenced him yet but they’ll give him
plenty ’cause they caught him red handed and then—this
is his second time to be sent up. Yep, it'll be a long time
all right and gee, but home’s hell without him. There’s
no kids nor nothing, just me. All day I stay in the streets
and then I go over and sit nearly all night in my brother’s
place. He's got a cabaret over on Second avenue. But
when that’s over I can’t stand goin’ home. You don’t know
what it’s like, goin’ in that empty flat alone early in the
morning. It's so ghosty and I don’t ever sleep anymore
now. For a while I had a girl friend with me; but that
was worse, hearing steps that weren’t Chuck's. No I
don't want no one but him there and he’s gonna get
years »

There was a momentary silence broken by the harsh
clang of a gong, the tramp of feet on staircase, a blaze
of lights and the clanging of cell doors. I stepped into
my cell. I could barely see the boy opposite at whom I
began shrieking, for one has to shriek. If you have ever
been in the monkey house at the Zoo you know what the
noise from all of those cells opening on that well was
like. It was maddening and there was that light swing-
ing to and fro in my face. I soon gave up trying to talk
and as [ sat listening to the boy I heard the two near me.

“I guess I am going to get mine tomorrow,” he was
saying, “and I want this to be good-bye. I dont want
you to come here any more—it’s too hard on you, honey.”

“Don’t you know I like to come to see you?” said a gay
little voice. I could scarcely believe it the same that I
had heard so hopelessly bitter a few moments before.

“You can’t bluff me, honey. I know what it’s like.
Don’t come to court tomorrow. I couldn’t stand it. I'll
write you from up there as soon as they'll let me. And
you listen to me—give up the flat; sell the stuff for what
you can get and go on over to your brother’s. I am sorry
about it all. It’s tough on you but I hope you'll get along

all right.”
“I'm not gonna do any such thing. I'm gonna keep up
the flat. Guess I'll even have to work to do it, but I'll

manage somehow. It’ll be waitin’ when you come out.
And don’t you stray off to any other woman but come
straight home,” she ended with a brave little laugh.

“You're a peach, baby, but it’ll be a long time and
things change so; you may get tired of waiting.” Just
then the gong that signalled the end sounded and there
was a clatter of stools and doors. Above the hubbub I
heard her answer: )

“I'll wait, Chuck, if it’s a life time but it’ll only be a
little while, so keep smilin’ and remember I'll be waiting.
So long!”

She walked out in front of me, head high, but the tears
were streaming and there was the sound of muffled sobs.
She had said that the lights between were to torture but
perhaps they were put there to keep the “Chucks” of this
world from knowing how much their women suffer.
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EDITORIALS

The N. A. A. C. P’s Conference

The National Association for the Advancement of
Colored People’s Conference which is to be held in
Philadelphia the latter part of June, may or may
not fulfill a high and vital mission. That it has
done a big and useful work no honest critic will
deny. But the scope of its program is sadly inade-
quate to meet the crying and imperative needs of
the existing social, economic and political situation
of the race. Under the able and efficient leadership
of James Weldon Johnson, it has long since out-
grown its timely and necessary though narrow
civil ‘rights objectives. The abolition of lynching,
though an end devoutedly to be wished, is not
enough. It needs also to formulate a vigorous,
aggressive, constructive economic program, relating
chiefly to organized labor and consumers’ co-opera-
tives. This would give it more of a mass movement
character and relate it directly to the great masses
of working Negroes, and thereby rid itself of the
handicap of its present bourgeois stigma. To this
end it should invite Samuel Gompers, the President
of the American Federation of Labor, to address
the conference. It should also invite the Presidents
of the big international unions to speak, with a
view to ascertaining their position on the Negro
worker. A broad and comprehensive policy on
organized labor and the Negro should be drafted
and sent to the annual convention of the A. F. of L.,
and to the general executive bodies of all the in-
ternational and independent unions. As to its
political program, it should not only invite repre-
sentatives of the Democrats and Republicans to
address the Conference, but the Socialists and
Farmer-Labor Party as well. It should send repre-
sentatives to the convention of the Conference for
Progressive Political Action composed of Socialists,
Progressives, Liberals, Farmer-Laborites and organ-
ized labor men which will convene in Cleveland July
Fourth, to set forth the position of the Negro in the
coming election. We are quite willing and glad to
state that the N. A. A. C, P. has achieved a splendid
and notable record which deserves the approbation,
liberal and loyal support of every Negro with a
spark of race pride and interest. It is manned by
able, honest and courageous men and women.
James Welden Johnson is an outstanding figure in
American life, for his independent spirit, construc-
tive initiative, brilliant and thoroughgoing work for
race rights. He is efficiently assisted by Bagnall,
Pickens, Walter White, Mrs. Hunton, Mrs. Richetta
Randolph, Herbert Seligman, Dr. Du Bois, Dill,
Miss Fauset, the Spingarns, Mary White Ovington
and Moorfield Storey, together with a number of
other splendid and exemplary characters. But for
the work to go on the organization must raise its
budget, which is certainly small enough, considering
the amount and character of work it does, and the
quality of men and women it has doing its work.
Eyen a million-dollar budget could and should be
raised by Negroes for such work.

Critics of Du Bois

The things for which others criticise Dr. Du Bois,
we praise him. We have been amazed to note some
of the criticisms by some alleged intelligent Negroes

of the editorials in the May Crisis, especially the
one on Marcus Garvey, the best, to our minds, he
has ever written. It was strong, vigorous, fearless
and to the point, though belated. We became so
enthusiastic over it that we are almost inclined to
withdraw most of the nice things we have said
about the Sage of the Crisis, and shuffle down to
Sixty-nine Fifth Avenue some fine morning and ex-
tend our paw of congratulations to him for the
noble job. If we had our way about the matter,
we would not only award him the Nobel Peace Prize
but recommend that he receive a one-hundred per
cent raise in shekels. And may we add that it is
sheer nonsense to talk about not supporting the
N. A. A. C. P. because of Du Bois’ disposition to
criticise other men and movements. In the first
place, Du Bois is not the N. A. A. C. P. In the
second place, it is his right to criticise whomsoever
he pleases, whether his criticisms are sound or un.
sound. For God’s sake let us hope that Negroes,
oppressed as they are, will not become so bigoted
and intolerant, that they will seek to set up an hate-
ful espionage system over the right of free speech
of its leaders, or of anybody else, for that matter.

The Garment Strike

In the contemplated strike, 50,000 workers, in-
cluding a large number of Negroes, will be involved.
Negotiations on demands are now being conducted
between the manufacturers and the union. Both are
ready for the conflict. It may be to the interest
of capital and labor to avoid it. Certainly the Inter-
national Ladies’ Garment Workers will stand stead-
fast for the rights of its members, and in a larger
way for the well-being of the wide community of
New York, and it will thus be fulfilling a high and
vital mission—the mission of safeguarding honest,
underpaid, sweated, overworked toilers from their
ruthless exploiters.

Graduates

Eager-eyed, ambitious, inspired youths will start
the long, weary trek toward the unknown future
when they receive their diplomas of graduation.
They will need courage and that sort of intelligence
that will enable them to grapple with new situa-
tions. This, some of them will have. Their success
and usefulness to their community will depend upon
their recognizing the limitations of their knowledge
and the need for patient, continuous and inde-
fatigable study—a study of what they have been
studying and a study of life as it is.

Third Party

A third party is in the making. It is nothing
new in American political history. We had the
Populist and famous Progressive Party of the
strenuous Teddy, sometimes euphemistically known
as the Bull Moose Party. Those parties passed be-
cause they were merely superficial, temporary polit-
ical upheavals, due to a slight wave of economic
unrest of agrarians and petit bourgeoisie. Today,
however, the third party movement is quite different.
It has a more fundamental economic basis, for it is
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month. Now the United States Chamber of Commerce
and the American Association of Bankers hold con-
ventions seldom lasting more than three days—fre-
quently one. They have to deal with fully a founh of
the wealth of the United States—about Eighty Billion
Dollars. But a convention of the U. N. I. A., headed
by Marcus Garvey, will hold thirty days to discuss the
holey hulls of unseaworthy row boats, lying deep in
debt and the water, both of the river and of stock.
Besides holding too long, these conventions are held
too frequently. Many of the large white organizations
meet every two, three o1. four years. Conventions
are too costly for delegates to he burming up the hard
earned dollars of the Negro people on railroads and
hot air. Then, too, most of these conventions give
their chief attention to being merely a social success.
By that we mean they place chief emphasis upon the
Doctors’ Ball, the Business Men’s Dance or the
Women’s Sail. All of which are all right, provided
they do not take first place. The object of life is
happiness. It is perfectly proper to entertain and make
merry for delegates coming a long way, or to a new
city. But the Business convention should have some
discussion of business—buying, selling, valuing, dis-
tribution, concentration, cooperation, advertising, mar-
kets, and price. The colored women should deal with
the civic problems confronting women generally, and
colored women in particular. The Doctors should give
their attention to medicine, surgery, the philosophy of
health, and not merely to the Doctors’ Ball.

In short, we want these Negro conventions to sup-
press the leather-lunged-wind-jammer who talks much
and says little, and who says anything without thinking
what he says. Up to the present time, for the larger
part, the average Negro convention has been little
more than oratory applied to social problems.

Black Political Outlook

The political outlook is black. With the Ku Klux
Klan capturing the Democratic political machine of
Texas, and the Republican political machine of Indiana,
the Negro hardly knows what to do, and the parties
don’t know what to do. The Democrats say, “We
can’t appeal to the Negro, because he will point to our
Ku Klux record in Texas and the South,” while the
Republicans say, “We can’t appeal to the Darkwater
Brother because he will point to Indiana Republican-
ism, clutched by the vicious Klan.”

There is no mistaking the fact that both parties are
thinking of the black voter. This was shown recently
when Senator Pat Harrison of Mississippi, and Dial
of South Carolina objected to the vote on Cohen’s
confirmation being made public. Dial let it be clearly
known that he was not concerned for himself (the
Negroes in South Carolina being securely disfran-
chised) but he did not want made public the votes of
such of his colleagues as the New York Democratic
Senator Copeland, California Senator Phelan, Massa-
chusetts Senator Walsh, or other Democratic Senators
in the North and the West as might have voted against
the Negro Collector’s confirmation. In other words,
where a Negro has votes that count, the wind-jamming
St}ngtors from Mississippi and South Carolina are
willing to recognize the race in politics. Happily, the
Negroes have migrated from the South where they
were disfranchised both economically and politically';
still more fortunate, they have come to sections where
they were enfranchised, having a political vote, on the

one hand, and high wages, or an economic vote, on
the other.

With black reaction and perfidy in both the Republi-
can and Democratic parties, an awahened black vote a’
peeping at the machinations ot the old school poli-
ticians and holding his vote like the sword of
Damocles, ready to drop on either of their heads—
there is a black outlook for the political parties and
the politicians, and blacker still for the Negro voter.

Protests Against the Big Fight

We have received a number of letters protesting
against the big fight between Battling DuBois and
Kid Garvey. The burden of the protest is that it
was a mis-match in that Battling DuBois was an
“Intellectual Heavyweight,” while Kid Garvey was
a “Low Grade Moron.” Critics contend that when
Battling Du clouted Kid Garvey on his Adam’s
apple with that “Am I born to die?” the editorial ;
a Lunatic or a Traitor, the Jamaica Kid was K. O.’d
for a “row of nine pins.” They also maintain that
James Weldon, the “N. A. A. C. P. Wonder,” put
the Kid to sleep with his right punch to the paunch
when he nailed his accusations against the N. A.
A. C. P, as barefaced lies. Pickens, the “Arkansas
Tornado,” is accounted the victor in the one-round
bout. Domingo, the “West India Demon,” is ad-
judged as having won on points. Briggs, “The
Speechless Sphinx,” got the newspaper decision.
Bagnall, the “Detroit Cyclone,” dropped him for
nine counts with the left jolt: “He is a hopeless
paranoiac.” Randolph and Owen, the ‘“Radical,
‘Wild Bulls of the Pampas,” keeled him over for
the count with The Klan Conspiracy against the
Negro, charge.

The conclusion of the fight critics is that it is
against the ethics of the sport for heavyweights
such as the opponents of the Kid, to be matched
against an intellectual Lilliputian.

Negro Philanthropists

Madame C. J. Walker and Mr. and Mrs. Malone,
of the Poro Company, are the biggest philanthro-
pists the race has produced. Their gifts to race in-
stitutions have made history which will stand out
for all time. Madame Walker was dead five years
June 1st, but her soul goes marching on.
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Upper Left: Mrs. John Howard Butler, firm of Hudson and Butler, Funeral Directors, San Francisco, Cal.

Reese, treasurer and part owner with her husband of the Venice Boat and Canoe

Mrs. Arthur L.
Calif,

Lower Left!

Co.; prominent in society and politics, Venice,

p
Center: Mrs. Angelita Nelson, talented wife of Dr. Eugene C. Nelson of Los Angeles. Ripht: Miss Bernice O. Ellis, “The Oklahoma Song
Bird,”" a recent addition to the Los Angeles group.

Within the last three months a few of them have organ-
ized a Commercla.l Council” for the express purpose of
encouraging members of their racial group, first, to study
the conditions in California, and then combine their efforts
to better the economic condition of the Negroes through-
out the State. Already much valuable data has been gath-
ered that will enable the brother better to see his oppor-
tunities and seize them. This data is available to every
Negro who desires to come to California to work and
live.

Besides having secured the location and perfected the
plans (by a Negro architect) for a $50,000 three-story
building, to be known as “the home of the Commercial
Council of Los Angeles,” this organization has already,
through its Department of Statistics and Records, com-
- piled a list that gives the name and location of 20 beauty
and hair culture parlors; 10 public stenographers; 15 car-
penters, painters and general contractors; 12 dry goods,
notions and gents' furnishing ‘stores; 5 second-hand fur-
niture dealers; 12 auto accessories. repair shops and
garages, among them one that is said to be the largest
and best-arranged of any west of St. Louis; 6 auto sales-
men, two with their own well-filled display rooms; 1 high-
class architect with million-dollar clients; 2 plaatenng
contractors; 5 printers, with all the work they can do;
2 weekly newspapers, hboth owning linotype machines, one
owned and managed by a woman ; several monthly periodi-
cals, one member of the State Legislature.

There are also 3 authors, 1 dramatist, 1 cartoonist, 30
moving picture actors regularly employed, one of whom
is head of all and known in the industry as “the Will
Hayes" of the group. Fifteen teachers in the public school
system, one a woman principal. (The schools in Califor-
nia are mixed) 1 school of photography; 3 wholesale
candy manufacturers; 30 barber shops, many of them with
more than three chairs of the latest model; 15 cigar stores

and shoe-shining parlors; 10 shoe repairing shops, several
of which make custom shoes of a very high grade; 45
real estate and fire insurance agents, several having up-
to-date offices with escrow departments; 3 funeral direc-
tors, with up-to-the-minute mortuaries and equipment, 1
fully-equipped hospital; 25 tailoring establishments, cater-
ing to all classes; 2 Iaundries; 25 groceries and meat mar-
kets; 15 express and transfer men, one with a storage and
warehouse of which any city would be proud; 10 general
merchandise dealers; 1 tile contractor; 10 high-class dress-
makers, several of whom cater exclusively to the “moving
picture trade”; 7 drug stores; 35 restaurants and cafes;
1 theatre; 15 bakeries and dairy lunch rooms; 15 sweet"
shops; 20 physicians, both sexes; 6 chiropodists, both
sexes; 16 lawyers, one a woman practising in New York
City; 30 professional musicians, entertainers and com-
posers ; 4 music shops; 10 small hotels; 20 rooming houses ;
2 life insurance agents; 3 jewelers, and 10 taxicab owners.

This is just a partial list for Los Angeles, and does not
include the brethren who are in business in San Francisco,
Oakland, San Diego, in the valley districts, at the beaches
and other California cities, where the very stars of heaven
spell Opportunity ! Opportunity!! for all who care to come
and work and work and then work some more to achieve
the success that is the reward for efficient work.

The personnel of the Commercial Council of Los An-
geles does not include all of the successful Negro men and
women of Los Angeles, but it does include, besides Dr.
Eugene C. Nelson, its founder and president, a few men
whose slightest nod of approval will suffice to cause the
cashiers of their respective banks to honor your check or
mine, regardless of whether the amount written thereon
be in four, five or six figures.

Perhaps not the least in importance of the several pur-
poses of the Commercial Council is the department that
gets hold of the newcomer of their group for the purpose
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of helping him find a suitable place to live and work or
open up business, if he is prepared, and then when he is
here legally long enough (one year) see to' it that he
registers and votes for the individuals and principles that
will be most beneficial to the entire group and the best
interests of his community.

The California Development Company is another or-
ganization of the brethren, less than ten months old, that
is acting as a stimulus to their kind in California and help-
ing them to see their opportunity and grab it. Headed by
Chandler Owen, “tourist lecturer” of New York City,
and managed by Morgan G. Stokes, former “tourist” from
Colorado, but now a permanent and successful business
man of Los Angeles, the California Development Com-
pany has recently purchased a large apartment house
building in the center of “the Harlem of Los Angeles,”
which is paying the “developers” a handsome income,
while furnishing comfortable shelter for other “tourists”
who are trying to decide which opportunity to seize and
hold, “’till death cuts ’em loose.”

In the early part of this year (1924), prominent colored
citizens of Los Angeles organized the Liberty Building
and Loan Association for the purpose of assisting colored
citizens in building homes. It operates under the building
and loan laws of California, with an authorized guaranteed
capital stock of $100,000.

Officers of the company are: Dr. Wilbur C. Gordon,
president; C. S. Blodgett, first vice-president; George S.
Grant, second vice-president; A. Hartley Jones, secretary-
manager; Norman O. Houston, sales manager; Dr. Eu-
gene C. Nelson, Albert Baumann and Frank A. Harvey,
directors.

The recently formed Unity Finance Company, with a
capital stock of $200,000, is a big step in the direction of
a bank for the Negro community of Los Angeles. Accord-
ing to a recent survey of the Commercial Council, it was
found that among the 50,000 colored residents of the city
approximately $1,000,000 is carried in local banks. It was
felt that this huge sum might just as well be at the dis-

posal of progressive and dependable colored citizens in
need of financial assistance.

Dr. Eugene C. Nelson is president; Elijah Cooper, vice-
president; Dr. Alva C. Garrott, second vice-president;

Charles E. Pearl, secretary; S. B. W. May, treasurer;

Eugene Johnson, T. J. Winston, Emery V. Crain, Paul R.
Williams and F. M. Roberts, directors.

“Production,” “Progress,” ‘“Active Life” are the mot-
toes that will soon hang upon the wall of every brother
in California, if they follow the lead of the members
of these organizations of active and progressive men
and women.

California has many individual Negroes who own
larger and perhaps better paying pieces of income prop-
erty than any of the organizations mentioned, but it is the
group combination idea which is fostered by these organi-
zations with the hope that the brother will soon learn
that it is the modern way of doing big things.

Churches? Oh, yes! We have them, more numerous
than the grocery and the furniture stores combined.
However, they are filling their niche in our scheme of
group development,” and several of them are progres-
sive enough to own apartment houses and other income
property and to give aid to the Commercial Council in
their efforts to help the Brethren find themselves and
their opportunities, here and hereafter.

As I write this final word, an aviator away up in
the air is writing, in letters each a mile long, so all
may read, the word “Welcome.” This invitation is cor-
d‘ally extended to all who choose to come to the Poppy-
covered State of California. But, for the Brother or
anyone else who is merely a loafer or dreamer of the
slouching, half-apologetic type, that word will quickly
fade away into the gem-colored sky against which it is
written, and he will find nothing, absolutely nothing
in California for him save the salubrious climate which
alone, will not suffice to sustain him in this age from
which the “free lunch counters” and the “free trans-
portation trains” have passed and gone forever.

“JimmIE Hiceins,” by Upton Sinclair.
Published by Upton Sinclair at Pasa-
dena, California.

This book is keenly analytical and fair-
ly scintillates with sensational contro-
versy. It is the most accurate and
impartial portrayal of Socialism, as it
affects the diverse elements comprising
the movement, the reviewer has ever
read. Sinclair knows the
Socialist movement from
the bottom wup, and
paints, with uncanny
knowledge, the pictures
of its individual com-
ponents, and shows that
each one has his value
in the great scheme of
things: ‘“Comrade” Dr.
Service, with $300,000 in
the bank and a broadcloth suit, is useful
to furnish bail when his fellow comrades
are arrested, which frequently happens;
Emil Forster, the German student, born
in Wisconsin, who explained. knotty
problems of Socialism to those who had
not been so fortunate in the way of
things educational; his description of the
Socialist candidate for President of the
United States, mentioned simply as the
“candidate,” one easily recognizes as
Eugene V. Debs, so widely known and
beloved in the American Socialist Party;
and in Jimmie Higgins, who is a lowly
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machinist in the Empire Machine Shops
in Leesville, and an ardent propagandist
of the local Socialist branch, the author
has personified Socialism as exemplified
by a poor workman, one of the “rank
and file.”

The story is a gripping and forceful
account of the fate that befell a poor
laborer, who had only love in his
heart for the whole human family and
who, by some ironical fate, was made a
puppet of the war machine and lost
through its operation everything that life
held dear—first, his wife and children in
a powder explosion; and, afterward, his
sanity because of the diabolical torture
inflicted on him by a brutal army de-
tective, in the name of patriotism,
democracy, and other pseudonyms.

From the time when Jimmie read on
a bulletin in front of the Herald office
in Leesville that the Germans were
marching on Belgium, and that one hun-
dred Socialist leaders had been executed
in Germany, up to the time his perplexi-
ties ended in insanity, his mind was torn
with conflicting emotions: doubt, fear
and consternation in turn possessing him.
To paraphrase Shakespeare: “To fight or
not to fight, that was the question.”
Whether it were better for proletarian
humanity that German militarism be
crushed at its head or to remain passive
while it rode roughshod over the rest

of the world, was the question that kept
Jimmie in a constant state of agitation
and indecision.

The straw that broke the camel’s back
of Jimmie's resistance was the news that
Germany was trying to wreck the Rus-
sian Revolution, the first working-class
government the world had ever known.
After enlisting in the motorcycle squad
of the Labor Battalion, he saves the day
for the Allies at Chateau Thierry,
through some fluke of fortune, and is
afterward transferred to Archangel, Rus-
sia, where he is arrested for distributing
pamphle:s to soldiers.

In the last chapter, under the signifi-
cant title, “Jimmie Higgins Votes for
Democracy,” his comparison of the wage
slave of today to the chattel slave of yes-
teryear will be odious to many, but shows
just how fundamental is Sinclair’s knowl-
edge of the profit system; and the whole
book, though pathetic, humorous and
sarcastic in turn, is a scathing denun-
ciation of the “status quo” which cares
not a rap how the millions of “Jimmie
Higginses” live.

My only adverse criticism is that one
as intellectual as Sinclair should know
that a word that connotes a particular
race of people (Negro) should be digni-
fied by the capitalization of its initial
letter.

Nora NEWSOME,
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THE INTERNATIONAL VIEWPOINT

By WILLIAM S. NELSON

Former 1st Lieut. A.E.F.; B. A. Howard University 1920; editor-in-chief Howard Universily Journal and Class Year-

book; studied one year in University of Paris and Protestant Theological Seminary of Paris, and one year in Germany

at Universities of Berlin and Marburg; now Senior in the Divinity School of Yale University; author of “La Race
Noir dans la Democratie Americaine.”

MODER.\T thought still moves within narrow limits,
yet it is undeniable that there is a growing tendency
toward international thinking. Legislative chambers and
public platforms have their unyielding exponents of
national selfishness, but attitudes that a few years ago
made heroes, and slogans that “sold” patriotism and pro-
vincial bigotry, do not command their former applause.
On the other hand, the internationalist is becoming more
vociferous. We hear less of “America First,” “Britannica
That Rules,” “Deutschland Uber Alles,” and more of
“world brotherhood,” “international welfare,” and “the
rights of mankind.”

Progress toward this changing point of view has been
slow, and is still attended with great difficulties. The
influence of Bernhardi and Nietzsche and Bismarck still
lives; in certain political philosophers and pseudo-states-
men of each nation their spirit finds embodiment. There
is still espousal of that social philosophy postulating
“fundamental and inescapable differences” between races.
Agencies of education are often more intent upon making
patriots than men. And sometimes religion in its reac-
tionary moods would assign men to compartments in life
arbitrarily chosen, stamped and sealed.

But despite these influences the truth of mankind's
fundamental unity will not down. At the same moment
that men are seeking philosophies to confirm their pro-
vincialisms, great forces, human and divine, are disclosing
the truth of universal brotherhood. Science, which is
impersonal and unprejudiced, discovers man’s unity, while
invention, daughter of science, demonstrates it. Once
Europe was a steamship’s distance from us, then a cable-
gram’s, and today our European brother stands at our side
and through the radio whispers in our ears. Commerce
has defeated its own aim. The commercial relations that
nations promoted for selfish ends have enriched their
rivals apace, and have welded a chain of inter-gdependence
that makes the prosperity of one people contingent abso-
lutely upon the prosperity of another. Mankind is indis-
solubly one, and peoples inter-dependent; nor can all the
philosophic theories and religious prejudices permanently
convince men of differences that contact proves non-
existent.

Further, in the higher reaches of human emotion all
men are common participants. Art is not national but
human. Song is a universal language, and painting and
sculpture express the emotions of mankind. Beethoven,
Raphael, Michelangelo, belong no longer to Germany or
Italy, but to the world. The great river of art, taking
its rise in the human soul, runs unchecked across national
boundaries and waters the spiritual lowlands of all peoples.
Thus, despite the selfish impulse that emphasizes the indi-
vidual and national and racial, the fundamental and eternal
forces leave men no alternative but to think internation-
ally, to recognize their kinship with all other men.

We come inevitably to the question of the international
viewpoint and the interests of the Negro, and we state
without delay that we cannot but see that this larger
vision holds for him naught but gain. It has been when
nations have sensed their independence that they have
been encouraged in the persecution of their minorities;
but it will be in a world where universal laws obtain,
where in some very real sense races realize their respon-
sibilities to each other, that the rights of those minorities
will be safeguarded. Happily, this is more and more
proving true, for, as we have written elsewhere:

“—if, as a rule, governments are moved to action or
inaction, not so much by the justice of a cause, as by their
own interests, or the interests of the powers behind the

throne, the peoples, on the other hand, are more amenable
to the voice of the plaintiff ; and unmistakably the findings
of the peoples’ court commands each sundown a larger
and larger consideration and influence; and with the
opinion of the peoples must the oppressor more and more
reckon, and to their opinion the oppressed must increas-
ingly appeal.”

There is no loss for the Negro in the conception that
finally the only race is the human race. A world in
which each nation realizes that in a larger degree it is its
brother’s keeper, will be a world safer for the Negro;
in a court of which the judge is less a party to our
wrongs, there will be greater hope for justice. The con-
science of mankind senses right more quickly than the
conscience of any one nation.

It cannot be denied that the American Negro has not
been greatly concerned with the world vision, nor can
it be gainsaid that excuse exists for this. Not only have
we been subject to the provincialism of our country, but
we have suffered handicaps peculiar to ourselves. Until
a few generations ago the world, for the greater mass of
the race, was a plantation or slave farm. That and a
mansion in the skies were the chief points in the slave’s
cosmos. Certainly, two and a half centuries of a slavery
which held Negroes to be less than men and treated them
worse than animals, which forbade or greatly restricted
learning, in which travel, except from slave mart to slave
mart, was unthinkable, could not promote in men a sense
of the greatness and grandeur of the universe and the .
essential unity of mankind. And, further, more than a
half-century of struggle against the evil forces that would
enslave his mind and crush his soul, could not fail to give
birth in the Negro to a profound group-consciousness.
We wonder sometimes why racial solidarity is not more a
fact. But the Negro is self-conscious, self-centered, deeply
introspective ; the shadow of the race problem falls across
his path, in whatever part of the heavens the sun may be.

But happily the Negro realizes that too long already the
race question has fixed the horizon of his thinking, colored
his outlook on life, motivated his actions. His outlook
broadens. The war did not bring him all he had hoped
for; indeed, it left him tragically disappointed; but for
him it did discover worlds unknown and undreamed-of.
If on a weary march a soldier declared, “The more I
see of France, the better I like Harlem,” in moments of
less fatigue, his eyes kindled at the sight of new lands
and new peoples, he sensed this introduction into a larger
sphere, and his heart swelled as he experienced birth into
the citizenry of the world. And since the war he has not
been able to escape the influences for a wider outlook
which are about him. Ether waves know no color line;
the Negro, too, is a part of all he meets.

The effect upon the Negro of his assuming a more
international point of view merits consideration. We for-
get sometimes that our problem is not one altogether
peculiar to us; that it is simply a different form of a
problem that exists the world over. We do not realize
fully that it must be studied in relation to similar problems,
and that its solution is to be found in the light of princi-
ples governing human relationships, rather than those
applying simply to the relations of whites and blacks in
America. Our problem is human more than racial, and
we need consequently more sociologists than raceologists.
We need social physicians who are going to study thor-
oughly the entire social organism, before pronouncing upon
this particular social disease. Specialization presupposes
a broad background of knowledge. Tt is futile, it is

(Continued on page 230)
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A TRIBUTE TO CAESAR

By GEORGE S. SCHUYLER

MAN Y of my misguided friends and acquaintances
will doubtless be surprised and shocked when
I confess my admiration for that eminent leader,
steamship magnate and captain of industry, Hon.
Marcus Garvey. With growing disfavor have I noted
the attacks of jealous Negroes upon the little giant of
the Caribbean. Hour after hour have I argued with
and begged my colleagues to permit me to write my
honest opinion of this great Indian (West) in the
columns of The Messenger. Heretofore they have
always refused.

It was only recently that I made them see that it
was time for them to return the hand of fellowship;
not through the mails, but as upright men in the col-
umns of this great journal for all the world to see.
Mr. Owen, who has secretly admired the Provisional
President of Africa for some time, and has striven
honestly to assist his departure from these shores, was
easily won over. Curiously enough, Mr. Randolph, to
whom the original hand of fellowship was extended,
via the U. S. mail, was somewhat reluctant, not want-
ing the modest Mr. Garvey to think there was any
ulterior motive behind the publishing of this eulogy.
He (Mr. Randolph) felt that it was bad policy to run
the risk of offending the mighty potentate and bring-
ing down upon our heads the wrath of the 400,000,000
Negroes at the beck and call of the black Nap—oleon.
However, I finally won him over. C

Fellow members of the Negro race, let me begin
by saying that Marcus Garvey has undoubtedly done
the race good. And you know well what I mean by
that. You who have viewed the events of the last
five years will certainly agree with me in toto. He
has supplied the race with a leader who is acceptable
to William J. Simmons, Evans, E. Y. Clarke and
other leaders of that real American organization now,
as ever, doing so much to uplift our race and fill them
with a burning love for the Southland: the K. K. K.
Mr. Garvey alone saw the necessity of learning at
first hand the attitude of the Klan leaders toward the
Negroes. ILven the Jews, Catholics and foreigners
failed to see the necessity of consulting with the Im-
perial Kleagle at Klan-Krest. Common sense is so
uncommon !

Mr. Garvey’s thrift and frugality have always been
a marvel to all who ever came in contact with him.
Even in his boyhood he refused to wear expensive
clothing like some of his playmates, but was content
to disport himself in one simple garment—a long
white shirt. His friends relate many interesting anec-
dotes that reveal his innate thrift and business acu-
men, even at an early age. Continually going bare-
foot, as he did, he early grew an armor of formidable
thickness and toughness upon his pedal extremities.
Realizing this valuable asset. he hired himself out to
an old shoemaker. It was a familiar sight, they say, to
pass by the shop on a sunshiny day and see the youthful
Marcus lving on his back with a heavy boot on one
foot, singing “Greenland’s Icy Mountains,” while the
honest cobbler encircled the sole with slender nails.
At other times he would make considerable money by
running up the country roads in advance of the gov-
ernor’s automobile, thus preventing expensive punc-
tures and blowouts. Many boys would have thrown
away the tacks, after extracting them from their cal-

lous feet. But Garvey was no such thoughtless youth.
e would horde away these tacks until he had a
keg full. Selling these from time to time to the up-
holsterers and lathers of the neighborhood, he finally
accumulated enough to come to America, where he
felt that he could do his race good. How wonderfully
he succeeded is well known, especially to his banker.
While he knew at that time that America was a white
man’s country, he felt that this country was the place
for him, because the Negroes were so much better
fixed financially than anywhere else.

After arriving in America, his story reads like a
tale from the “Arabian Nights” (Ali Baba, for in-
stance). Penniless, he tried to obtain employment as
a cigar store Indian, but, while he possessed all of
the intellectual requirements, the storekeepers wanted
Amerindians, not West Indians. Nothing daunted, he
sought a place as night watchman. He succeeded in
getting work almost immediately, since he could be
plainly seen by evildoers on the darkest nights, thus
scaring them away from the property.

Everyone will agree that, despite its manifold uses,
money is a great care to those who possess it. The
kindly Marcus decided to relieve the Negroes of some
of their cares. Like an inspiration from Heaven, the
idea dawned upon him one evening at dinner, and ab-
sently thrusting the remainder of the pig foot into
his overall pocket, he sat for hours in his favorite
trash-box, lost in contemplation. How like the story
of other great men’s beginning—Gaynor and Green,
Ponzi! To-day, after years of struggle, this great
financial wizard is better known than Robin Hood,
Jesse James, Harry Tracey, the Younger brothers, or
any of the other members of his profession. While it
must be admitted that, owing to marine difficulties,
much of the money collected found its way back to
white friends and advisers (as was proper in a white
man’s country), still Mr. Garvey enjoys the enviable
record of collecting more money in a given time than
any other Negro. Nor was this from the idle, self-
satisfied, wealthy upper-class Negroes. No, sir! It
came from the great masses: the washerwomen,
porters, maids, and other hard-working people. That
in itself shows whom this great man was looking
out for. o

Even though it is now non-existent, Mr. Garvey
will long live in the public memory as the founder of
the great Black Star Line. I, for one, am not afraid to
take off my hat to him for that great achievement!
Is it not true that before the great ocean greyhound
of his fleet, the S. S. Yarmouth, completed her four-
weeks’ journey to Cuba, no other vessel had ever cov-
ered the same distance in that time? What steamship
ever before sailed the seas with such a tremendous
cargo of Green River? Has ever a crew on the Span-
ish Main before waxed thirsty enough to quaff $350,000
worth of liquor? How absurd to ask such questions.
when the news of these remarkable feats was broad-
casted all over the Keith Circuit! How many skippers
would have had the foresight to use the sailors’ blan-
kets for sails to get within hailing distance of the
Coast Guard Station when the patches fell off the
boilers? Only a Garvey sea captain, I can assure
you. Where will you find another wireless operator
intrepid enough, after the tenth pull at his flask, to
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signal the historic message “Save Us. We Are Drink-
ing?” Nowhere but in the Black Star Line.

Even the enemies of Mr. Garvey must admit that
no person, black or white, has ever achieved such a
great success in all maritime history. The S. S.
Shadyside, a very appropriate-named vessel, was even
admitted by the white people to be the finest rat trap
in the Harlem River. English bulldogs, Scotch ter-
riers and fierce bloodhounds shook with fear when
passing it—so large were the rodents. Of course, Mr.
Garvey was perfectly at home among them—another
evidence of his forceful character, for a prophet is
generally without honor among his own. Realizing
the great cost of salvaging vessels, even in the Harlem
River, the provisional president kept the Shadyside
chained very securely to the dock. A curious fact in
connection with this perfectly seaworthy vessel was
the refusal of Mr. Garvey’s most loyal followers to go
anywhere on the Shadyside. Occasionally courageous
little children would approach close enough to toss
stones and bricks through the seams to hear the rats
gallop about, but grown-ups were unreasonably over-
cautious. I often wondered why.

While one trembles with emotion when contemplat-
ing this unprecedented epic of maritime achievement,
it is Marcus Garvey’s success as an industrial magnate
that grips the imagination. Think of the nation-wide
chain of grocery stores. tailor shops and factories that
spring into being at his Aladdin touch! What other
Negro can point to such an achievement? Without the
racial solidarity that Mr. Garvey preached to his fol-
lowers, the entire 2,000,000 might have traded else-
where and allowed these magnificent businesses to fail.
But they stuck loyally to him and now nearly all the
white merchants have withdrawn from Harlem and
left Mr. Garvey’s enterprises in possession of the field.
I know personally of only about 4,000 white businesses
in the Negro community. So much for what this
shrewd, but maligned little man has done in this field.

Now look at those other great monuments to the
genius of my hero: The Negro World, the Negro
Times and the Blackman. What other Negro pub-
lisher has achieved as much? Those who read the
Negro Times daily and the Blackman monthly know
well their splendid editing. While the latter is still
in the foetal stage, the former was known as far south
as 134th Street, and for fully two blocks to the north.
It was only to spite some annoyingly persistent cred-
itors that Mr. Garvey suspended the Times until better
times.

That great journal of freedom, the Negro World, is
replete with interesting accounts of Mr. Garvey’s chats
at Liberty Hall, in the Tombs, the Black House at
Washington, or wherever he may be. It also carries
the modest addresses of the Dukes of Uganda, Knight
Commanders of the Nile, and other high officials close
to the throne. There are usually uplifting and com-
plimentary remarks anent Dr. Dubois, Mr. J. W. John-
son, Comrade Owen, Fellow Worker Randolph, Rev.
Pickens, Rev. Bagnall, Comrade Briggs, Brother Do-
mingo and “Dr.” Harrison. The editorials by Mr. Gar-
vey (entire front page), T. Tom Mis Fortune and “Sir”
Bruce are always up to expectations, even when one
doesn’t expect much. The hair-straightening and skin-
whitening ads can hold their own with those in any
Negro weekly I have seen. Owing to some flaws in his
presses, which Mr. Garvey, albeit an admitted printer
of experience, did not at first detect, the Negro World
is printed elsewhere by a friendly white printer. I
don’t think Mr. Garvey knows of the New York Age
press (Negro) one block west, or I am sure he would

patronize his own color since such is the basis of his
philosophy.

In addition to his successful Black Star Line, Uni-
versal Grocery Stores, Negro Factories Corporation,
and numerous publications, Mr. Garvey is president of
the most unique university in America, founded a
couple of years ago. While no pupil has as yet graced
its single classroom, Booker T. Washington University
is known far and wide as the drill hall of the dashing
African Legion. Often have I watched these stalwart
youths drilling under the eagle eyes of the splendidly
uniformed general staff. How it warms the heart to
hear the black general roar: ‘“Attention!” and every
one of the thirteen becomes rigid. Ah! fellow mem-
bers of the Negro race, Africa will soon be ours!

The Phyllis Wheatley hotel, in the same building
with the University, is another credit to the black
Nap—oleon. It is rather difficult to describe the build-
ing but those who have seen a rabbit hutch can get
a fair idea of the place. It has the same solid, squat
appearance of Liberty Hall. The architects evidently
had the great master in mind when these buildings
were designed. The Negro race should be very grate-
ful for the Phyllis Wheatley Hotel, despite its numer-
ous mortgages.

What Negro leader of today has a headquarters as
magnificent as the palatial offices of Mr. Garvey at 56
West 135th St.? This building is quite appropriate
for the provisional President’s temporary capitol. I
never saw any need of the sign “Negro World” on
the face of the building. One senses immediately, if
one is at all acquainted with Garveyism, that here is
the sacred shrine of 400,000,000 (no more or no less)
Negroes of the world. There 1s no other building
like it in Harlem, or anywhere else. Entering, one is
struck by the fine business-like appearance of the place.
It certainly must be swept as often as once a month!
For the benefit of strangers who might imagine they
had entered a storehouse or junk shop by mistake,
there are signs and notices on all doors in the best
approved (by Mr. Garvey) style. The office force
presents as spick and span appearance as the building.
One seldom has to shake a clerk more than twice be-
fore being attended to. This great edifice is a standing
example of the ability and vision of Marcus Garvey.
Tenaciously has he fought the swarms of creditors,
until today he can sit back and breathe a sigh of relief,
knowing there are only about fourteen mortgages upon
his sacred property.

I would be derelict in my duty if, in this tribute to
a great man, I should neglect to tell of the spiritual
center he has created on 138th Street—Liberty Hall.
One stands aghast before this tremendous eight-foot
building. Here the intrepid little Admiral holds his
huge audiences of Black Herman fans spellbound, and
often asphyxiated, under his powerful delivery. Most
of his followers, not being very tall, are able to get in
Liberty Hall without stooping. But the “Liberty
Stoop” is well known among the taller brethren. It
is said that this place was formerly a coke oven, but
I believe this to be false, though the resemblance is
striking. This vast cathedral of Garveyism is one of
the few remaining examples of paleolithic architecture,
hence eminently fitted for the purpose used.

One of the best evidences of the genius of Marcus
Garvey is his ability to keep the S. S. Phyllis W heat-
ley concealed from the white world, as well as the
black. The white men who pride themselves on their
intellectual power, have combed the earth in search of
this vessel, but to no avail. The U. S. Department of

(Continued on page 231)
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CRITICAL EXCURSIONS AND REFLECTIONS

By J. A. ROGERS
Asuthor “From Superman to Man,” “As Nature Leads,” “The Ku Klux Spirit,” etc.

The Pot Calls the Kettle Black

“There is one manifestation of Northern civilization that the
South finds hard to forgive, even on the excuse of unbalanced
mentality, and that is the North’s abominable treatment of the
Negro. We have our own methods of handling the Negro
and they are sometimes rather too summary; but we at least
admit that he is a human being, and the cold ferocity with
which the North oppresses, tortures and not
infrequently butchers him sickens the South.”
We know the Negro. We are honestly fond
of him, etcetera, etcetera, etcetera.

After shedding these and other sundry croc-
odile tears Gerald W. Johnson in the 4merican
Mercury for May, 1924, goes on to account
for the origin of the jim-crow car and the
“nigger heaven.” They came into existence,
he savs, because the lords of creation—of
which you can set down Mr. Johnson as one—
found it necessary to do something to protect their super-
sensitive olfactory nerves from the aroma of Negroes.

“When a Southerner,” he says, “pays money for a railway
or theatre ticket he expects to enjoy his journey in comfort.
If a Negro occupies the adjoining seat he is assured of
neither.” The reason, according to Mr. Johnson, is that the
Negro sheds an odor—an odor, that, well, one just wouldn't
describe as attar of roses—and so there followed “the enact-
ment of Jim Crow laws.”

1. A. RoGers

* * *

This alleged objection to sitting beside Negroes reminds
me of an article by Carveth Wells in Asia Magazine for
February, 1924. Wells has been traveling in the Malay
archipelago where there is a species of ox, called the
carabao, with a rather peculiar antipathy for white per-
sons. Relating his experiences with this ox, Wells says:

“A kerbau, or carabao, as it is often written in English,
makes a white man’s life rather miserable because he does not
like the white man’s smell. He does not mind the smell of a
Chinese or a Malay, but he draws the line at a white man!
If you do not think you have any smell just go near a kerbau.
He not only sees you a long way off; he instantly begins to
sniff the air, lays his ears back and rushes at you.

“I remember once being chased out of a rice field by a
kerbau. The rice was growing in deep mud and I was rushing
along in the mud up to my knees with the great big animal
floundering behind me. While I was shrieking for help sud-
denly a little Malay boy about four years old, as naked as
Adam, ran up, caught the bull by the nose and led it away
from me. I suppose the child did not smell quite as bad as I
did. Never in my life had I felt such a fool.”

I have treated this matter of odor, black as well as
white, in its esthetic and scientific aspects pretty thor-
oughly in “From Superman to Man,” and will merely point
out two facts here.

No. 1—In the South Negroes, when permitted to enter
a white theatre-at all, are huddled into the ‘“nigger
heaven.”

No. 2—1In the South also the food of a large number of
the most finical of these lords of creation is prepared and
served to them by Negroes. The most frequent boast of
these thrice-born gentlemen is how they were nourished
at the breast of a black mammy. Again, many will gloat
over their amours with black women, as they have done
to me times without number. Such, of course, wouldn't
mind sitting beside his black mammy at church, theatre
or elsewhere. When it comes to the other fellow’s black
mammy or sweetheart, however, that’s a horse of a differ-
ent color. Off with her to the Jim-Crow car and the
“nigger heaven.” Phew-w, how she smells!

* * *

_While reading the article I also remembered a full page
highly colored ad in the magazine section of the New

York Sunday American for April 20, painting in poignant
language the embarrassment of body odors which were
said to proceed from even those who bathe every day. A
certain preparation for their removal was recommended.
I thought then of the many similar kinds of cosmetics to
be had in white drug stores in any part of this country,
and wondered whether all this trouble and expense had
been gone to in order that Negroes might smell nice and

sweet.
* * *

I am suggesting that when Mr. Wells next goes to the
jungle he arm himself with a jar of the stuff advertised.
Maybe he will prove as agreeable to the carabao as the

Malay Negro.
* * *

The problem of those Negroes who have evolved into
having the same odor as the white man, Mr. Johnson

would settle in this manner:
“But the Northerner objects that while all that may apply

to the common laborer, what about the exceptional Negro,
educated, civilized and clean as any white? Should not the
rule be relaxed in his favor? In theory, yes. But we are

facing a condition, not a theory. In practice how shall we
distinguish him—by smelling him? In that case every Negro
ticket-holder would have to be smelled, and what the Order
of Railway Conductors would say were any such duty im-
posed upon its members I shudder to think. Furthermore,
the South has the knowledge born of bitter experience that
if it permits one educated, cleanly and entirely inoffensive
Negro to enjoy facilities provided for whites, a horde of the
other kind will demand the same privilege with an insistence
that will yield to nothing but shotguns.”

Therefore, says he, off with ’em all to the Jim-Crow car!
* * *

The laws of Georgia, after providing for Jim-Crow in
five sections, says in Section 540: “The provisions of the
five preceding sections shall not apply to nurses or servants
in attendance on their employers.”

In other words, when Negroes wish to travel, if they
will but go as some white man’s flunkey, they may ride
among the white folks and stink all they want to.

* * *

How to Eliminate the Jim-Crow Car

Jim-Crow laws of other Southern States are similar.
How to get rid of the Jim-Crow then? Negroes must re-
turn to slavery. Buying white folks odor-removing greases
won’t help.

And thus we have the economic interpretation of the
objection to odor. In the struggle between Johnson’s con-
science and his instinct as an exploiter, the latter wins.

* * *

A Southern correspondent to Current History, referring
to an article written in that magazine by U. S. Poston,
says: “When your December number came I saw a group
of white men at a stand champing their jaws like mad
bears because of the article.”

Now if the dentists knew their business they'd hire
Poston to write articles and distribute them through the
South. Teeth can stand only so much champing, and then
they’ll need gold crowns at so much per.

Besides, people have to work off their bile on something.
If it wasn't the Negro it might have been their wives,
children, dog, horse, or some other group of the white

race.
* * *

Champing at the truth is a hopeful sign, however. Pope
says:
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A Tribute to Caesar
(Continued from page 226)

Justice has sought the flagship of the Black Star Line
in every port of the world, but Garvey has been too
shrewd for them. Chagrined, they return after many
fruitless hunts, and ask ‘“Where is the Phyllis Wheat-
ley ?”” but the little octoroon Admiral holds his tongue
—on that subject.

In other fields Mr. Garvey has also held his unique
position as the most outstanding figure among Negro
leaders. He has the enviable reputation of having the
greatest acquaintance with the American judicial sys-
tem of any man, white or black, in the United States.
To date he has filed 1,279 libel suits against nearly
everybody from the New York World to the defunct
Crusader; has had 941 judgments for back pay to em-
ployes handed down against him; has had everything
attached except the air in his buildings; has spent 398
days in court, 60 days in the Tombs, and the govern-
ment has consented to board him and furnish exercise
at Leavenworth for five years. No other Negro or
white man in America can equal this record. And
whether my friends like it or not, I must express my
admiration.

In conclusion I wish to reiterate that I consider
Garvey in a class by himself, and his laurels perfectly
safe. No other Negro has done or can do what he has
done. Only a few weeks ago he resolutely set forth on
a lecture tour, as he put it, “for rest and change.” 1
am quite confident that he obtained the latter even if
he did not get any of the former. It is most unusual
for him to leave home for rest, but quite natural to
seek change in new scenes—even small change.

Now, fellow members of the Negro race, I am in
deadly earnest, I know that Mr. Garvey is aching to
go to Africa, I want to see him go, my colleagues are
anxious to hasten his departure, and nearly everyone
I speak to is willing to spare him. So as a material

evidence of my interest and appreciation, I herewith
stait a Garvey Continuous African Vacation Fund
with one German mark, the vacation to take place im-
mediately after his return from Elba (Leavenworth).
While 1 have the utmost respect for the good people of
Jamaica (not L. 1.), and do not care to cause thiem
any discomfort or unhappiness, if the Garvey Continu-
ous Vacation Fund does not grow to the proper pro-
portions to furnish the requisite passage money to
Africa by the time his five year semester in geology
in Federal University of Leavenworth is completed,
I am willing to compromise and vote for his former
island abode as a place of rest and quiet for the re-
mainder of his days.

As a last word, I might add that I am expecting no
baronetcy, dukedom or lordship from Mr. Garvey for
having expressed my honest admiration of his wonder-
ful executive ability and faultless vision. Of course, I
have never refused any material rewards, because, like
Brother Marcus, my motto is: One God, One Aim,
One Destiny—the Almighty Dollar. Hence, if Sir
Sidney de Bourgh, His Excellency Mr. V. Williams,
and the numerous others who have viciously assailed
Mr. Garvey with judgments, have left anything in the
treasury, 1 shall accept whatever the UNIA is willing
to offer me for this writeup—except a hand, or bonds
in the new Double Cross Line.

Your Voice Keeps Ringing Down the Day

Your voice keeps ringing down the day
In accents soft and mild

With which you have beguiled

And wooed me as a child.

Your presence bounds me every way
And thrills me in its fold

With phantom hands that hold

Like cherished chains of gold.

—Georgia Douglas Johnson.
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CO-OPERATION IS A WAY OUT

“Today as never before, the problems of our modern
world challenge the intelligence of men of good will in
all walks of lite.” Co-operation points A WAY OUT of
our economic rivalries and restraints. It is a sound and
tested method, not a social panacea.

Consumers’ Co-operation is Self-Help

Consumers’ co-operation is the joint effort of consum-
ers to secure such tundamental necessities as food, clothes
and housing. It encourages thrift. It makes for self-
respect, selt-reliance, stability. It frees opportunity by
enhancing the chance of the individual to better his own
fortune. It is democratic in control and yet provides for
administration by technicians and experts.

Consumers’ Co-operation Organizes Distribution
P g

Today it costs more to distribute than to produce. Eco-
nomic distribution of the essentials of life is the great
problem of modern business and industry. Consumers’
co-operation develops its own market by organizing con-
sumers into purchasing groups and returns its profits,
called savings, to these consumers in proportion to the
amount they buy. Stockholders get only fixed interest on
their investment. Each shareholder has one vote only.

Consumers’ Co-operation Works

Consumers’ co-operation is succeeding in America and
in thirty countries of kurope. It has proved that Big
Business can be run on co-operative lines.

Its forms are as varied as the human needs they meet:
creameries, bakeries, groceries, meat markets, ice plants,
coal and commodities of all kinds, insurance against sici-
ness, unemployment, accident and death, credit unions and
banks, housing, schools, health and recreation.

Beginning with a few poor Rochdale weavers in 1844,
co-operation has developed in England until one-third of
the population are in the movement. The total trade of
affiliated organizations in the United Kingdom in 1921 was
$1,671,915,690 and the net surplus $91,159,145. The Co-
operative Wholesale Society has more than 100 factories,
operates the largest flour mills in the world, has purchased
coal lands, owns tea plantations in India and Ceylon, main-
tains buying agencies in different parts of the world, even
imports in its own ships.

Consumers’ Co-operation Cuts the Cost of Living

Consumers’ co-operation means honest goods, lower
prices.

Consumers’ co-operation has developed in America until
today thereé are about three thousand societies with a mem-
bership of seven hundred and fifty thousand and an annual
turnover of two hundred millions of dollars.

The Franklin Co-operative Creamery of Minneapolis, a
three-year-old enterprise, doing a three-million-dollar busi-
ness, has improved the quality of milk, lowered the cost
to the consumer, increased the price for the farmer, and
raised health standards in the city. In 1923 it saved and
returned $90,849 to its members.

The Co-operative Mercantile Association in Sault Ste.
Marie, Mich., has preved that honest goods have a grow-
ing market with the consumer. It operates the largest
bakery in the city, has six grocery stores and does an
annual business of $300,000. Its four hundred sharehold-
ers represent all classes, nationalities and religions. Since
it was organized in 1913 its sales have totaled $1,360,066,
on which $44,918 was returned to stockholders, customers
and employees.

“Our Co-operative Cafeteria” in New York City, nearly

four years old, is doing an annual business of more than
three hundred thousand dollars, has three branches feed-
ing fifty-five thousand each month and has set aside a
reserve fund of $40,000 with which to start new enter-
prises. Meanwhile it has paid 6 per cent on its investment
and has returned an average rebate of 6 per cent to its
members.
. In New York, again, a group of workers living in
Brooklyn have contounded the housing experts by them-
selves erect.ng apartment houses with a monthly rental
of $9 to $12 a room. They have built twenty-seven apart-
ment houses.—The Co-operative League of America.

President Coolidge Endorses Co-operation

President Coolidge’s endorsement of co-operative pur-
chasing by consumers and maraeting by farmers is re-
ported in a release issued by The Co-operative League.
When the National Council of Farmers’ Co-operative
Marketing Associations met recently at Washington,
President Coolidge addressed a letter to that organization,
urging the establishment of co-operatives. This endorse-
ment, following that of the late President Harding, is
regarded by co-operators as a sign of the growing im-
portance of the Co-operative Movement.

The President’s message on Co-operation is in part as
follows:

“I have many times declared my conviction that the
development of a powerful Co-operative Movement in
this country is one of the needs of this period of economic
readjustment. Much has been accomplished along this
line in many American communities, but it cannot be said
that the co-operative idea has found a very firm lodgment
in the actual practice of the great majority of the Ameri-
can people.

“Yet the examples of its advantages which have been
set before us in this and other countries are so numerous
and impressive that one cannot but wish that every en-
couragement may be extended to such organizations as
your own. In the long run, we will all be bettered if we
can lessen the burdensome costs of conveying our neces-
saries from the producer to the consumer.

“There is need for co-operative organizations among
agricultural producers to help them both in selling their
products for a better price and buying their requirements
more cheaply. There is likewise need for the organization
of urban consumers to give like benefits. The establish-
ment of a close working relationship between these two
groups ought to be the ideal at which the larger Co-opera-
tive Movement of the country should aim.”

Critical Excursions
(Continued from page 228)

“The history of the South finds no parallel for the
Dallas debauch.”—Col. Mayfield’s Ku Klux Weekly.

No, fellow-inferiors, our friend, the Kolonel, is not
describing the supposed usual conduct of Negroes, Jews
and Catholics. It seems that while tinkering around the

search-light that he keeps on us degenerates, his hand
slipped, the ray swung around on his own bunch and he
got a close-up of 100 per cent Nordic superiority disport-
ing itself. -

“The history of the South finds no parallel for the
Dallas debauch.” Well, that lets us all out so far as the
Kolonel is concerned. Now, if reform, like charity, only
began at home!
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