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“SEVEN DAYS IN HELL”

A TRUE STORY
By W. ASTOR MORGAN

I

It was the Summer of 1918, the sixth of June, and a
great day for me, for with it, and many gifts from my
best friends, came a diploma which sent me from college
to practice the things I had learned. But on the tenth of
that same month I received another diploma. This one
was sending me to do the things I had not learned—to
kill. I was called to the army. North Carolina is my
home state and I had gone from school to my home town
to visit my mother. She and I were happy three days,
and then the draft call came. Negroes in my state, I
was told, were heing sent to a camp in Georgia. “North
Carolina is terrible enough,” I thought, “but Georgia!”
You know what I mean. You shudder with me when
you think Georgia. The first law of nature prompted me
and as swiftly as the trail could carry one, it took me to
Atlantic City where I usually worked Summers. From
the seashore I wrote the official board in North Carolina,
had my connections transferred to New Jersey and was
off for Camp Dix. Providence was kind to me—1I detest
crowds—and she sent me in a company of three, two
white bhoys and I. The passing of two or three hours
brought us to camp where we were escorted, by a recciv-
ing committee, to our proper places, as I thought. The
routine was tiresome for I had two suitcases: One filled
with music., mostly my own compositions, the other with
books, and a trombone which I carried hoping to make a
band. Our escorts took us directly to an examination sta-
tion where we were stripped of clothing and thoroughly
gone over. They threw my trombone out through a win-
dow and tied a tag about my neck. It hore the name of
the company to which I was assigned and was my identi-
fication. That tag is now in my safe. I think [ shall
keep it always. But this all ended, we dressed and were
carried to our appointed companies, two of us to the same
company but the other boy I never saw again. The
minute I reached the company I recognized it was what
we would know as a white company. No one gave any
particular notice to me or seemed to object which of
course at first forced me to marvel.

IT.

But suddenly I changed. “"Why marvel?” I asked my-
self. “Aren't we going to fight for Democracy? Should
a government which leaves its own peaceful borders to
teach the world the spirit of Democracy, segregate its
citizens?" T tried to cease thinking and to accept what
the world was giving. But thoughts are living forces and
we cannot keep them hack. “Maybe the good old U. S. A.
is the land of the Free and the home of the Brave; maybe
she isn't so bad after all.” One may say, with any amount
of intelligence you should know its absurd. But I was a
living witness. I was actually a black man in a white
company-—what could I think? ‘“Perhaps she realizes,” I
thought, "if hlack men answer the same purposes as white
men, thev can serve together for the same cause, for
surely, neither one will eat the other.” My spell was
broken by a call. We were given messkits, etc., and
shown to our tents, the white hoy to one and I to another.
A few minutes later the call came for mess. It was the
meal we call dinner for it was six o'clock. A white
friend once told me there are three kinds of white folks.
One outrightly tells the Negro he will not meet him on
any grounds, the next makes himself miserable pretend-
ing to be satisfied with the Negro’s presence, while the
third knows the Negro is a human being, like other men,
and is happy to accept him, not for his color, but on his
merits. As I went to mess, for the first time, I knew
these three classes were represented and wondered if I
would find one of the last class. We crowded in. I
looked anxiously for someone I might know hut saw none.

As we began to cat, my eyes searched the hall for a single
black face but none was to be seen. “Surely since I am
here,” I reasoned, “there must be others.” To which
something asked me, “then where are they?” I began
searching again. There were present, aside from the
acknowledged proud kingly Americans, Italians, dark and
light, Jews, Indians and every kind of a man one could
imagine, yet no colored man except me. How did I
know? No matter what the color we know each other.

“Could I be here by mistake?” I asked myself. But
that was quickly settled for I am not light enough to pass
white. Light brown, to be sure, and with good features,
but how can they mistake my hair?” [ think I must
have blushed, not for myself but for them. “Perhaps
the use I make of English is helping to deceive them,” I
thought. I kept thinking, but conclusions were impossible.

IIIL

Things kept moving. Ten o'clock rolled around and
we rolled to bed. In our tent were eight men and almost
eight nationalities. You should have heard the languages
I heard in the dark there after taps. Those who spoke
English told jokes, but all was a conglomeration as I
was trying to catch each word from an Italian though he
used much dialect, which I did not know : but the Cracker,
whose speech is different from all other white men,
whipped away with his jokes and each one ended with,
“and then the Nigger Woman.” Do you know anything
about boiling blood? I think mine jumped past 210. llow-
ever, I drank it all down, realizing it was my opportunity
to learn and know. Things moved further. We hegan
drilling (in civilian clothes) and in three days the captain
made me corporal of our squad. That meant I was in
charge of and responsible for our tent and the men in
it. The men were fine under my supervision, including
the Southerner. [ didn’t know whether it was hecause
they were afraid of Army discipline, or they didn't know
I was colored, or that they did know and didn’t mind. The
fourth day the Captain singled me out and commented
on my work. He said my drill work was perfect, consider-
ing the time I had been there. But on the sixth day
the white hoy, whom I had not seen since the first day,
saw me and we sat upon the grass for a chat. .\fter
speaking generally, he asked, “Do you want to be in this
company with us white folks?” “No,” I threw at him,
“that is, not unless I am wanted here.” He answered,
“I am sure THEY won’t want you when they know.
They think you are white.” Thought forces set in again.
We parted. My mind rushed to the questionnaire and
other papers which accompanied me to camp. They gave
the facts. Then I thought, “how can what he said he
true? They stripped me and saw me and under my clothes
is darker than my face.” 1 tried to dismiss the thought
but could not.

The next day, while drilling, the orders were given,
halt, at ease, fall out. My mind was fully made up. I
walked to the Captain who had praised me. and saluted
him. He was tall, red-haired, determined-looking and
handsome. I told him I wanted to be transferred. He
was deeply interested and asked, “Why? You are doing
well, Morgan,” “Yes, sir,” I replied, and then asked,
“Would it interest you to know I am colored?” That
sufficed.

IvV.

I saw the evidences of a changing conscience, and
Shakespeare says, “Conscience doth make cowards of us
all.” “Then,” said he, “that’s different.” He dismissed the
company, ordered me to get my helongings and prepared
papers for my departure, which took place at once. An
orderly took me to camp headquarters, but we were too
late. It was past five and “you must take him back until
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“THESE ‘COLORED’ UNITED STATES”

21:

MASSACHUSETTS

LAND OF THE FREE AND HOME OF THE BRAVE COLORED MAN
By EUGENE F. GORDON

Feature Department of The Boston Post

Massachusetts, one of the thirteen original States, ranks
forty-fourth in area, sixth in population, and first in the
practise of those humanitarian principles upon which the
foundation of these United States allegedly stands. To
say, however, that Massachusetts is the Utopia of the
other forty-seven varieties of oppressed is to tamper with
the sacred truth, for—but I am running ahead of myself.
Iget us begin again, and continue more circumspectly.

o . . .

Generally considered to be the original stronghold of
the Abolitionists, Massachusetts to this day is looked upon
as the land of the free and the home of the brave colored
man. How the impression grew into conviction that
Massachusetts originated the Every-Slave-a-Free-Man
slogan is somewhat veiled in mystery; but such an impres-
sion there is, fairly widespread, and generally concen-
trated in the minds of native sons—and daughters—
themselves.

Not only do the older residents of the state believe that
Massachusetts is the guardian of all their rights, but
they believe that Boston, the capital, is the seat of human
justice. Faneuil Hall in Boston is the cradle of liberty,
it is said; our colored citizen is sincere in the belief that
this designation was made with him alone in mind.

Passing by this very natural mistake, we must concede,
nevertheless, that most of the agitation to free the slaves
was centered in Boston. We may justly give to New
York the honor of being the first to establish an aboli-
tion society, but we shall not forget that “the town of
Boston as early as 1701 (eighty-four years before the
New York City movement) had instructed its repre-
rentatives in the general assembly to propose putting an
end to Negroes being slaves.” Boston, therefore, is
entitled to considerable praise for its early efforts in
behalf of Negro freedom.

There did not exist, however, even at the most enthusi-
astic agitation for freeing the slaves, a universal sym-
pathy throughout Massachusetts. Many men opposed the
radical movement, just as many today oppose the institu-
tion of prohibition against liquors; it interfered with their
business and threatened their “personal liberty.” While
some of the organized societies made speeches and pub-
lished tracts against slavery, others worked with desperate
energy to offset anti-slavery influences. There were men
and women whose incomes depended almost wholly on
the perpetuation of that inhuman institution; there are,
today, men and women whose millions had their beginning
in that very institution.

It was under the constitution of the United States that
Massachusetts began to attract attention to herself as a
haven for freed men. Having herself abolished slavery,
she furnished to the anti-slavery cause some of its most
brilliant minds. Against discouraging odds these men
and women preached, plotted and wrote against slavery in
the South. They were such persons as Harriet Beecher
Stowe, whose “Uncle Tom’s Cabin” began running as a
serial in “The National Era,” Boston, in March of 1852;
Wendell Phillips, that eloquent Bostonian who, because of
a speech in Faneuil Hall in 1807, became the principal
orator of the anti-slavery party, and who, from then until
Lincoln’s proclamation, was Garrison’s loyal and valued
ally; William Lloyd Garrison himself, whose fiery de-
nunciations of the slave traders in his paper, the “Genius
of Universal Emancipation,” led to his imprisonment for
libel, who published in Boston the “Liberator,” and who
became the head of the American Anti-Slavery Society,
and who, finally, barely escaped with his life from a pro-
slavery mob in Boston in 1835.

Even though there was much strenuous opposition to

the friends of freedom in those days, yet, because of
Massachusetts’ lead in fighting the evil institution, she
won the reputation far and near for whole-hearted
benevolence, for unanimous indignation at slave holders,
and for universal acceptance of the code involving the
brotherhood of man. As most students of history know,
and as has already been intimated, that was an erroneously
bestowed reputation.

The sentiment of a majority of the people of this
state, from the inception of slavery until its abolishment
by proclamation throughout the nation, inclined more
toward a desire to render the Negro contented with his
degraded lot than toward an effort counter to slavery.
In other words, the attitude of most citizens was passive,
with strong sympathies for the slave trader and his busi-
ness, rather than actively for or against it. Those who
most directly opposed interference with the traffic and
the institution were those whose interests were more or
less involved in a financial way. Trading in slaves paid
big dividends.

Not wholly a story of his inactivity while others fought
to free him is the history of the colored man in Massa-
chusetts. The story of Crispus Attucks, while often
nowadays too evidently embellished with fictitious trim-
mings, is one of the attractive legends of the Revolu-
tionary period, and outshines in popular imagination even
the story of Peter Salem’s spectacular killing of the
British Major Pitcairn at Bunker Hill. These men, how-
ever, were fighting not as Negroes, but as Americans, a
fact that we of today often overlook. Nevertheless, they
fought, and in doing so established their right to freedom.
Scattered over the Commonwealth of Massachusetts
today are many direct descendants of colored men who
fought at Bunker Hill and previous to the Battle of
Bunker Hill, whose forebears themselves fought in the
French and Indian wars just as did other Americans.
Descendants of these men are today due as much and as
exalted regard as is paid those white men who fought
to establish American independence and, later, to preserve
the American Union. The ancestry of such Negroes is
tracable for a farther distance than that of many a per-
son hereabouts who boasts his pure “Nordic” strain.

Justification in a measure has been found for the belief
that Massachusetts is the land of the free and the home
of the brave colored men, when it is remembered that
this Commonwealth afforded asylum and encouragement
to a long list of illustrious Negroes. Everyone knows of
Frederick Douglass, who lived for a time at New Bed-
ford; not so many are acquainted with the activities of
Lewis Hayden, who fled from Kentucky to Boston and
who was an influence in the underground railroad, or
with William C. Nell, who taught the first Negro school
in Boston, or with Lunsford Lane, who was arrested in
his native state of North Carolina on the charge of having
delivered abolition lectures in Massachusetts; or Charles
L. Redmond, the first Negro to take the lecture platform
as an anti-slavery speaker, or David Walker, who came
to Boston as a young man and entered business, later
publishing an anti-slavery pamphlet called “Walker’s
Appeal,” which pamphlet the governor of Virginia re-
ferred to in a note to his legislature as “a seditious appeal
sent from Boston.” These men were not only free to
say what they wished, but they manifested bravery in
that they always ran the risk of being most severely
dealt with if caught beyond an uncertain, imaginary line.

We have arrived now at a point where we may with
safety draw a conclusion: It is a fact that the early
activity on the part of a few white citizens of Massa-
chusetts, coupled with activity on the part of a few col-
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ored men, for the cause of human liberty, established this
Commonwealth as the land of the free and the home of
the brave colored man.

II.

Without doubt Massachusetts remains until now the
most liberally disposed state toward Negroes. Like New
York, this commonwealth is strongly tinged with a for-
eign element, and where these people occur in large num-
bers prejudice against the Negro is not strongly develop-
ed. In addition, Massachusetts is supposed to nurture
in its descendants of the abolitionists all of the abolition-
ists" fervid hatred of race discrimination and injustice.
Of course this supposition is not altogether true, and it
is doubtful that few, except the descendants of abolition-
ists themselves, take it seriously.

As a matter of fact the descendants of abolitionists are
an aloof and sacred lot—all except a very few. Most of
the original denouncers of the slave traffic and slavery
have departed, only a sprinkling of bent old white haired
men and women tottering here and there; but the sons
and grandsons, the daughters and grand daughters of
these fine old citizens, are almost as unknown as some
rare New kEngland fauna, and almost as sacred in their
exclusiveness as the grasshoppers on Faneuil Hall
Their decision was made long ago. presumably, and it
was, in effect, that the white folk of Massachusetts have
done their share for the colored folk. and that now it is
time the colored folk helped themselves. With which
decision the recorder of these events has no quarrel.

It has been a matter of course that Negroes every-
where would look to Massachusetts as the bestower of
prerogatives, and the colored section of this State’s pop-
ulation, even today, demand certain mythical privileges.
The average colored citizen of Massachusetts, especially
if he be able to name a relative that was born here, is
far more interested in boasting of his black lineage than
of his American nationality. His religion is a passionate,
an almost reasonless abolitionist-ancestor worship, and
he parades the fact of his Negro antecedents not so much
hecause of pride of race as a desire to continue as the
“man of sorrow”, the ohject in earlier years of impassion-
ed oratory and underground machinations, the hero of
one of the greatest episodes in American history, the
War of the Rebellion. His reaction is similar to that
of the soldiers who returned from the trenches and ihe
late World War. Not being content merely with occupy-
ing a conspicuous place as men who had been the center
of a great event. they were like spoiled children when
they discovered that the world no longer made them the
heroes of its imagination.

For a long time our amiable citizens of color in Massa-
chusetts occupied the spotlight along. He was the object
of many benevolences. He was often (and sometimes
is now) welcomed in a social way. He contributed gen-
erously to the commercial prosperity of the Common-
wealth. Often he was sent to the common councils, made
a member of boards of aldermen, sent to the State Leg-
islature, and with hardly more than white support behind
him. He did thoroughly and well what was given him
to do, but he did it with the consciousness of a man who
is being accorded honors not hecause he deserves them but
because of what he once was—the hero of a great cause—
or what he is now—the descendant of that hero.

This interesting state pf affairs continued uninterrupted
for years. But after a while there came another seeker
of publicity—an arrogant, domineering, boasting fellow.
He desired a little petting too. He couldn’t see why “the
niggers” should have it all. This newcomer was the
Irishman.

Note these figures. Today, with a population (quot-
ing the 1920 census) of nearly four millions, Massachu-
setts has fewer Irishmen than Canadians, and fewer Ne-
groes than either Irishmen or Canadians; yet, the Irish
today in this Commonwealth is the most dominant group
in politics, religion and blatant mouthing. The Negro
is slightly in excess of 45,000, and, next to the Irish,
makes more noise with the mouth than all other racial
groups combined.

The quietest, least obtrusive, more self-effacing, most
indifferent to clamor and agitations; the hutt of whatever
jokes everybody else wishes to make him—this is the
hardworking native Yankee, often a descendant of abo-
litionists, often of slave traders, often of Maytlower im-
migrants and now and then just of plain everyday com-
mon Yankees. In Boston the Irish has driven the Yankee
from South and East Boston, the Italians have banished
him from the North End and the vicinity of the Old
North Church, the Jews have crowded him from the
West End and the larger portion of Beacon Hill, and the
colored folk long ago saw to it that if the Yankee did
not mind too much he might get out of the South End.
Today the genuine Yankee, the kind with the twang like
Coolidge’s and who eats baked beans for Saturday night’s
supper and apple pie for breakfast (others try to do it,
but it looks so much like gross imitation that they can’t
get away with it)—this Yankee hangs on along Beacon
street and Commonwealth avenue and certain sections
of the West End, while, in recent years, considerable
numbers have migrated to these suburbs which surround
Boston on the north and west. This Yankee does not
know the Negro and the Negro does not know him—
except as a white man; and this Yankee does not care
to know the Negro. He is all sufficient unto himself
taking all the glory that is given him for an apocryphal
love for all black skins. He tolerates the colored in-
truder because to do so is easier than fighting him: be-
cause, chiefly, makers of history with scant regard for
facts, and fools who believe everything, and human lolly-
pops who take everything for granted that appears on
the printed pages of a hook, have built behind him a
hackground of glamorous romance, which makes him a
hero and a humantarian. He has a role to fill, a part to
play, a little piece to speak. He does all capitally.

Even though the Irishmen have eclipsed most of the
glory that once blazed around our colored citizens, leav-
ing them often very much in the shade when matters of
importance are brewing, yet the colored citizen is un-
doubtedly bolder here than in any other State of the
Union. He is never afraid to speak, be the issue what
it may, and he does not falter in saying what he has to
say in the manner that best appeals to his sense of the
dramatic. Being the land of the free and the home of
the brave colored man, is it any wonder that Massachu-
setts has produced the only citizen, white or colored, who
has dared walk into the White House and call a Presi-
dent a ding-dong liar? A sense of his freedom to speak,
a right he recognizes as his under the constitution prob-
ably imbued him with a feeling of safety, even though
he stood on a plot of ground between Maryland and
Virginia. That man, of course, was William Monroe
Trotter.

Most colored folks in Massachusetts are either black
or brown, and there is no middle ground—or so little of
it that it is not worthy of mention. Those few who
might be mistaken, in a gathering, for “Nordics,” either
have not vet discovered that they could “pass for white”
if they wished, or they find it difficult, after years of
associating with “blacks.” to cross the line. The ma-
jority of light-colored persons who come from the South,
where, traditionally, the colored man is detected even
unto the sixteenth generation, are mistaken for foreigners
here, and if they move into the North End or the West
End they may forever after become lost to their darker
brothers from “down home.” This is no idle statement
facetiously made; a number of instances might be cited
were it necessary. Suffice it to say that there are hun-
dreds of “Portuguese” who were once just plain Jack
Johnsons and Mary Browns. They may be found in
Boston, New Bedford. Lynn, Worcester and Springfield.
There are scores of "“Armenians” and “Greeks” and a
few “Italians™ who came to this great center of culture
and liberty from Shoe Button. Mississippi, Hop Toad,
Georgia, and Corn Pone, Arkansas. It is-a simple matter
to hecome “white” where so many whites, were they in
Georgia. for example, would without question he classed
as colored.

So those who camc with the sole thought in mind of
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seeking larger freedom found it much larger than they had
suspected even in their most rhapsodic dreams. They took
advantage of it. And that was natural; not only was it
natural, but it was human. Perhaps ninety-nine men out
of a hundred, faced with the same situation, would have
done similarly. Most of the colored folk who settle here,
with every intention of remaining loyal to their smaller
percentage of black blood, later, after being constantly
mistaken for “whites”, come finally to resent the impu-
tation that they are anything else. And now a case to
illustrate :

A short distance from where lives the recorder of
these facts there resides a family of as handsome colored
persons one could hope to meet. The straight hair of
the father, the crinkly hair of the mother, and the vary-
ing degrees of texture in the hair of the children; their
brown complexion, shading from light to dark; their
evident Negro characteristics of facial contour—these
are signs which long since established them in our neigh-
borhood as one of the ‘“good looking” Negro families
hereabouts.

There came a time when the National Association for
the Advancement of Colored People began collecting
funds for backing the Dyer anti-lynch bill. The hand-
some daughter answered the agent’s ring, and she seemed
puzzled when told what she was expected to do. She
stepped back into the hallway, half closing the door in
the agent’s face, and called for Mama. Mama came.

“Yes? What can we do for you?” Mama asked, eye-
ing the young woman agent suspiciously.

“Well, you see,” explained the agent, “I represent the
N A A C P—the National Association for the Advance-
ment of Colored People, you know, and we have a cam-
paign on to raise money to stamp out lynching in the
South . . . ”

She detailed at length.

“Yes?” said Mama again.
us to do, please?”

“Why, to help—if you will. Being colored —

Mama put up a deprecating palm, signalling silence.

“I’m very sorry, but we're not interested, not being
Negroes Oh, that’s all right; others have made
the same mistake. We're Portygeese .7

That is a true story. A friend to whom it was repeat-
ed took pains to explain the aversion of most Portuguese
to the designation Negro; but, most interesting of all, he
happened to know this family intimately, and remembered
the time when they trailed through South Station on
the morning train from Washington, at which place,
some hours earlier, they had come in from “points south.”

1I1.

Other factors beside that one of greater freedom have
entered into the general attraction to draw colored people
to Massachusetts; these same factors have served to hold
fast those who are native to the soil. Chief of these are
the educational advantages.

For its total population, all racial groups combined,
Massachusetts has proportionately the largest enrollment
in institutions of learning than any other state. Negroes
have honored with their scholastic attainments Harvard,
the Institute of Technology, the State Agricultural, Tufts,
Williams, Clark, Worcester Polytechnic, Boston Univer-
sity, Radcliffe, Mount Holyoke, Simmons, Lasell and
Auburndale. In addition to these well established insti-
tutions there are the University and State Extension
courses that run the full college length term.

Negroes have been students at all of these, but there
have not been nearly so many as there should have been.
The criticism for ignoring unequaled opportunities like
these is laid at the doors of natives of this state more
often than elsewhere. A majority of all college and
university students come from other sections of the
country, particularly from the South. For some reason,
these men and women seem more appreciative of the
store houses of priceless gems that only await claimants.
Later, when the visitors from the South “make good”,
they will be pointed at as representative of the type of
men Massachusetts produces! Most of Massachusetts’

“And what do you want

»

so-called native sons, who have accomplished anything
worthy of note, came here from the South.

Iv.

Massachusetts occupies the leading place among the
States, in industry, the 1920 census indicating the value
of all industrial products to be considerably more than
four millions of dollars. This state is the most prom-
inent textile manufacturing center in the Union; it dom-
inates in the manufacture of boots and shoes. Accord-
ing to an authoritative statistician practically everything
manufactured in modern industry is included in the man-
ufactories of this state, “excepting in those basic indus-
tries in which the cruder materials, such as ores, are
needed.” Agriculture, once the dominant industry of
the commonwealth, has been reduced amazingly by the
cityward movement of the once large rural population.
This desertion has left several scores of farms without
tenants. Hay, tobacco, wheat, corn, oats, rye, buckwheat,
maple syrup, apples, and various small fruits, such as
cranberries, are the chief commodities awaiting both
producer and consumer. Besides all this, Massachusetts
is the leading fishing state of New England.

And now we come to the kernel of this most attractive
nut. This is it: Of all the rich, flavored and whole-
some meat here shown—the shoe factories, the mills,
farms and fisheries, the slaughtering and meat packing
concerns, the department stores and the bakeries—of all
of these industries and businesses and enterprises, how
many are owned, in whole or in part, by the free and
brave colored man? And this is the answer: Not one
tenth of one percent!

The typical Massachusetts citizen of color and of
money is seldom interested in much more than maintain-
ing a “front”. There is not much behind the front, as
a rule, but only those initiated into the intimacies of cer-
tain social circles ever see back of the scenes. Too much
“freedom” has made him indolent; why should a free
man work like a slave? Too much adulation—often, true
enough, as hollow as his head, has caused him to place
an exaggerated value upon his importance. He talks
when he should act; he spends when he should save; he
thinks in terms of “race” when he should think in terms
of nationality ; more often than not his “culture” is a mere
fancy, his worth a conceit, and his accomplishments just
ideas

V.

Once upon a time Massachusetts stood gloriously forth
as the exemplar for people all over these Colored United
States. In those days she had something to offer her
sister states in both precept and example as regarded her
attitude toward her colored sons. With which introduc-
tion we bring ourselves to the crucial question: What
did the Negro of the past in Massachusetts have that
the Negro of the present has not? Moreover, what has
this State given the world?

Well, let us see. The Negro of the past had members
of his family in the State Legislature, in city councils, on
boards of aldermen; he had a member of his group as
headmaster in one of the most important graded schools
of Massachusetts; he had business men, and statesmen—
and politicians, who knew the game of politics as well
as their opponents knew it.

Massachusetts gave Phyllis Wheatley, the first Negro
poet in America, to the world. It gave to America the
beginning of Negro masonry when, on March 6, 1775, an
army lodge of one of the regiments of Britishers sta-
tioned under General Gage, in or near Boston, initiated
Prince Hall and fourteen other colored men into the mys-
teries of Freemasonry. “From that beginning,” says an
authority, “with small additions from foreign countries,
sprang the masonry among Negroes of America.”

Massachusetts gave to America Lieutenant James T.
Trotter, who wrote brilliantly on music and musical
people, as well as served the people of the District of
Columbia as Recorder of Deeds during the administra-
tion of Grover Cleveland. In those dear dead days there
were office holders aplenty, both under the national gov-
ernment and under the Commonwealth.
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Archibald Grimke, if I am not in error, went from this
Commonwealth to serve as consul at Port au Prince,
Hayti. George Lewis Ruffin, seeking freedom in Massa-
chusetts after tiring of the increasingly oppressive atmo-
sphere of Virginia, came to Boston, went to Chapman
Hall school and Harvard University Law school, got
married, and was elected to the State Legislature. He
even went to New Orleans as a delegate to the National
Republican Convention in 1872, where he presided as
chairman! Later he was appointed by Governor Ben
Butler police court judge in the city of Charleston!

Then there were Oscar Armstrong, Andrew B. Latti-
more, Julius C. Chappell, Charles Harris, Robert Team-
roah, William L. Reed and William H. Lewis, all mem-
hers of the State Legislature. Lewis was the last to hold
that office, the last Negro office seeker to he so completely
supported by the wealthiest and most influential white
residents of the vicinity of Harvard Square and Brattle
street, Cambridge. Later, Lewis became Assistant United
States Attorney, then Assistant Attorney General under
Taft.

Colored Boston hoasts—yes, hoasts—of the only negro
who ever had as an office hoy a youth who later became
mayor of Boston. That man was Robert Morris, a fa-
mous Catholic in his day, attorney for Catholic interests,
and a lawyer of ability. The office boy who became mayor
was “Mike” Collins.

So far as history goes, the last man to hold eclective
office in Massachusetts was William P. Williams, later,
Captain Williams, of Company L. He was for years
a member of the hoard of aldermen of Chelsea, serving
for some time as chairman.

Besides these men, Massachusetts has given to Amer-
ica some of its romantic figures of actual life. Take, for
example, the case of Mrs. Arianna Sparrow, of Boston.
Does the mention of her name kindle no flame in the imag-
ination, set the heart to heating a little faster? If not, it
is because you do not really know. If you could imagine
seeing in the flesh. for example, say—well, the daughter
of Eliza, who, in “Uncle Tom’s Cabin,” fled with her child
across the ice to escape the ferocious “Siberian blood-
hounds” and the cruel brute with the murderous whip,
would you not wish to see her? Would you not think
that the State who claimed her as a citizen was one to be
envied?

Massachusetts has that honor, in the person of vener-
able Mrs. Arianna C. Sparrow, who was born in Virginia,
in 1841, but who has lived in Boston since long hefore
slavery was abolished by Lincoln’s proclamation. So
those persons who have experienced sorrow at poor
Eliza's plight might cheer themselves now with the knowl-
edge that Fliza reached Boston after successfully eluding
the Dbloodthirsty bloodhounds, and settled down here,
where she sent her little daughter to the first school ever
established in Massachusetts for colored persons. No his-
torian who wishes to embellish his dry material with some
living matter can afford to miss a chat of an hour or so
with Eliza’s little daughter. She holds a key to the gate-
way of a past that few even know.

The purpose of the foregoing paragraphs. under the
Fifth section, was for reminding the reader that Massa-
chusetts has given something of value to the country and
to the world, although at present she may appear to he
indifferent and incompetent. The foregoing represents
somewhat the glory that, was ours; we shall now compare
that past glory with the present possessions. Lend at-
tentive car.

V1.

In politics there is only one office under the State gov-
ernment, and that is Mr. Reed's. He is the newly ap-
pointed execcutive secretary.

Mr. Reed bas been in a mediocre job at the State
Hou-~e so long that it is a pleasure to all of his friends
to see his deserved promotion. There has always heen
something just a hit pathetic in the sight of that dignified,
scholarly gentleman of the older school running errands
for some of his inferiors who have sat in the Governor’s
seat.

But that is all that the colored man in Massachusetts

may claim in the way of political office unc - the Com-
monwealth. The estimate John W. Schcaws holds a
second rate assistant attorney’s job to the United States
District Attorney. He is worthy of something bigger, but
whether or not he will get it is a matter for speculrtion.
However, prospects do not seem very promising, in ‘ew
of Mrs. Willebrant's recent ousting from office of thr .nar
Harris, from whom Schenks received his apointmen:.

William €. Matthews is not holding public office, but,
like our old friend Barkis, is willin’. He holds, though,
what many Negroes throughout the United States t' -k
to be a strategic position in the White House anter n.
He is looked upon as the man who has Coolidge’s « .—
as though it would mean anything to the office ser:ers
at large if he did have it. In the meantime, Mr. Mattl, .s
sits in his law othce in the Old South building, while a
million dusky politicians sigh, “Ain't the Bay State
lucky !”

There is one colored assistant corporation counsel in
Mr. Lucius Hicks, an ardent little Democrat. That is
under the city government, of course. Mr. Curley was
responsible for that assignment, as he was also for the
designation of Joshua H. Jones as editor of the Boston
City Record.

In Pittsfield there is Mr. Stevens, one of the State’s
bright legal minds. He is a good Republican and has
represented his town in more than one Republican con-
vention. Others here and there make noises, but neither
{)hey nor the noises count very much. Let us pass them
y.

Masachusetts, as the whole world knows, has given
to the world of literature an important figure in William
Stanley Braithwaite. More interesting than the an-
nouncement that he has added another anthology of maga-
zine verse to the long list already published, is the fact
that he is president of the B. J. Brimmer Company, pub-
lishers, of Boston, a situation that recalls pleasantly the
days when colored men were important figures in the
business and industrial life of the Commonwealth. One
repalls in this connection Gilbert, the nationally known
wig-maker, and J. H. Lewis, who owned one of the larg-
est tailoring establishments in Boston. Both these men
are gone, and both their businesses with them.

So Mr. Braithwaite is one of those landmarks to which
we, of Massachusetts, point with pride. Another is Mrs.
Meta Warwick Fuller, the sculptress, of Framingham,
Rodin’s brilliant pupil, who would add lustre to the fame
of any state and country. Still another is that remark-
able real estate man of Brockton, whose name is Terry,
and who owns properties in other states than this.

Joshua Jones, who was mentioned as Mayor Curley’s
appointee to edtiorship of the City Record, is remembered
as the author of “By Sanction of Law,” that novel which
should have heen a greater success than it was. He is
now writing numerous short stories, all of which he in-
tends to launch at the same time, soon. In addition, the
public may expect soon to read his “Fairlee of Methuen,”
which, thank the Muses. is not a “race” novel. Josh is a
credit to his adopted State.

Probably one of the hest known women in New Eng-
land lives in Boston. She is a member of the colored
citizenry, born of free parents at Oberlin and educated in
Washington, D). C., and Boston. This woman is Mrs.
Mary Lvans Wilson, who, in 1899, organized a great
forenoon mass meeting in old Chickering Hall, Boston,
to protest against the lynching of Sam House and others
in Georgia. Julia Ward Howe was there, and spoke, and
so were Alice Freeman Palmer, Edna D. Cheney, Anna
D. Hallowell (granddaughter of Lucretia Mott), Florida
Ridley and Maria Baldwin.

Since that time Mrs. Wilson has organized various
movements seeking the welfare of colored people.

It was she who introduced Coleridge-Taylor to Bos-
ton; it was she who was instrumental in raising the
greater portion of the money which paid for the Buffalo
auditorium at Camp Upton during the war; and it was
she who started the movement for the Women’s Service
Club in Boston. one of the most successful social service
bodies in the Statc. (Continued on page 243)
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arrived, and late Wednesday night, Mr. and Mrs. Thomas
Downs from Brooklyn. I wonder if you know the New
York girls—two of the three are sisters, Sallie and An-
toinette Cole, and Jessie Chester. The Cole girls are
not half bad, and Miss Chester is a typical Manhattan
girl as to clothes and general style. There has been a
perfect cloudburst of young men hereabouts since early
Wednesday evening. Genevieve, who is a quiet, but very
effective person, has evidently been doing some planning,
for the whole crowd went to the Benedicts’ dance on Wed-
nesday night under the escortage of personable young
gentlemen. Tommie, having been invited by someone
whom she did not deem desirable company, declined to
go. As Verney had gotten me a bid, and as I had no
company, I tried to get Tommie to go with me. Caroline,
who had been depressed because Tommie was not going,
helped me to persuade her, though I realize now that it
was not the proper thing to do. Tommie has a very fine
sense of what is right, and only the combined efforts of
all of us succeeded in breaking down her resolution.

We had a wonderful time. In addition to the ladies of
our own party, who in themselves would have been sufh-
cient to ensure my having a delightful evening, I danced
with Mary Hale three times, Lillian Barton twice, Mrs.
Burt, the belle mentioned in a previous letter, and two or
three others whose names are unknown to you. Under
ordinary circumstances it was a time long to be remem-
bered, but so much has happened in the few days that have
elapsed since Wednesday that it has become a rather
shadowy memory.

Thursday morning everybody went to the game, and
it would take a letter in itself to tell you all the interest-
ing things, but I can do no more than give you the sketchi-
est idea of it. The scene was the American League Ball
Park on Georgia Avenue, situated a short block from the
center of colored Washington, on the edge of its best resi-
dential district, and on the road from that district to the
university. The park seats, I am told, twenty-two thou-
sand people. While I lay no claim to proficiency in esti-
mating crowds, I should say there were about twelve
thousand people present. However, it was not the size,
but the average quality of the crowd which was interest-
ing and significant. Almost every one was well dressed,
large numbers were richly dressed, and too many were
over-dressed. All the great centers of colored popula-
tion were represented, from Atlanta to Boston, and from
Chicago to Atlantic City. Most of the women came to
show their clothes, and, with the exception of the stu-
dents, and those who had bets on the game, the major
part of the crowd paid little attention to the contest it-
self, for the people and not the game were the real cen-
ter of interest for most of them. From the viewpoint of
the majority of the spectators, it was a social function,
and not an athletic contest.

Hundreds of women, young women and mature women,
were made up as if for a full dress ball, and somehow
“make-up” does not look well at ten o'clock in the morn-
ing on a sunny day. Clarice and Aloysius McGinnis
were there, I assure you, and Clarice was too busy watch-
ing “the Joneses” to pay any attention to such an unim-
portant thing as a college football game. The tickets to
the game ran from two dollars to one dollar, and I judge
that most of the people paid about a dollar and a half.
I think the only mistake the management made was in
not asking five dollars for the best seats, for, if I have
sensed correctly the psychological reaction of that crowd,
most of those in the two dollar seats would rather have
paid five dollars, just to show the world how little it
would mean to them.

Being a free lance, without attachments, I spent most
of the time in the reserved box section, and saw there
practically all of my friends. Then during the intermis-
sion I wandered about a bit, and looked them over. I
saw signs of prosperity on every hand. Outside on Geor-
gia Avenue and the streets adjoining there were hun-
dreds of automobiles parked. Altogether the affair had
its impressive features.

From the game I went home to freshen up a bit for a
three o’clock dinner at the Hales. Our house was a busy

place, for there were to be twelve people at the table.
While her mother, Genevieve and Tommie helped with
preparations for dinner, Caroline did the honors in the
parlor. I managed to get her aside for a minute, and
inquire about plans for the evening, and asked if I could
be of service as an escort for any of them. She thanked
me, and said she was sure I could. So I agreed to be
ready by nine o'clock to go to the Coliseum, where the
official university dance was to take place.

The dinner at the Hales was most enjoyable. They have
a thoroughly attractive home, not so extravagantly fur-
nished as some I have seen, but in very excellent taste.
There were four other guests, all from out of town, and
people I am sure you never heard of, so I shan't waste
any time over them. The dinner was fine, and beautifully
served, and the good cheer was abundant. Mrs. Hale
gave me the place at her right hand, and of course I liked
that. After dinner we had some music, two of the ladies
sang, Hale played, and I sang. I left at about seven, with
the promise that I should see them all again at the Coli-
seum, where everyone was going, it seemed.

When [ arrived at the Rhodeses the house was fuli,
what with the six guests and all the young fellows who
had dropped in. In the group were chaps from New
York, Baltimore, and Pittsburgh, besides the local con-
tingent. All the outsiders had come down especially for
the game, and several were planning to stay over Satur-
day. They surely had all the outward signs of prosperity.
Most of them were in evening dress, for they planned to
take in the various dances, and I found out that there
were to be three big ones, at the Coliseum, Convention
Hall, and the Lincoln Colonnade respectively. The first
was under the official auspices of the University, the
second was a public dance, and the last given by the uni-
versity alumm association. Several of the young folks
present were planning to go to all three.

A little after nine we all set out for the Coliseum, a
very large hall in the downtown district. It was full
when we arrived, and the folks kept coming. Before we
left it was estimated by someone that there were more
than a thousand people present. It was practically im-
possible to dance, except in a most circumscribed area,
and if you once lost your friends, you were likely not to
find them again. I saw numbers of people I knew—just
a flash, and then they had disappeared again. I had
one dance with Mrs. Hale, and I tried to find Miss Bar-
ton, but finally gave it up. I danced with our New York
visitors, Genevieve and Tommie. Caroline was not in
sight most of the evening, being kept busy by both old and
new admirers. Among her hangers-on were two very ar-
dent wooers, both physicians, one a young fellow from
New York, and the other a solid-looking middle-aged
man from one of the North Carolina cities, Raleigh or
Wilmington—I don’t know just which. The latter was
at the Benedicts’ dance on Wednesday night, and seemed
quite bowled over by the little lady’s beauty. He came
to the house Thursday right after dinner, %ommie tells
me, and he just camped there until time for the dance,
when he took most of the party in his Packard, a gor-
geous car, which must have cost at least four or five
thousand dollars. Like many mature men, he seems to
know what he wants when he sees it, and he is rather
direct in his methods. He has eyes for nobody but Caro-
line, and she is enjoying the fun immensely. He said on
Wednesday, I recall, that he was on his way to New York,
and had just stopped over for the game, but Thursday
night he said he thought he would see the festivities out.
When he said that I looked hard at Caroline, and she re-
turned my look with an expression of the blankest and
most demure innocence you ever saw.

From the Coliseum, which by eleven o’clock was so
crowded as to be uncomfortable, most of us went to the
Colonnade, where there was another crowd, and we
finished the evening there, and went home thoroughly
tired. I, for one, had a perfectly satisfactory day. As
the pleasantest “night cap” possible, I had a hearty good-
night handshake from Tommie, and a pat on the arm
from Caroline, as they left me at my door to go to their
temporary quarters in Jeffreys’ old room.
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“You have bheen very kind, Mr. Carr,” said Tommie.
“Thank you.” .\nd she gave me her hand.

“Nice old godfather,” chimed in Caroline, patting me
on the sleeve.

I said the things obviously demanded by the occasion,
and bade them goodnight. They had reached their door
when I called them again.

"By the way, Caroline,” I said, “there is one problem
in mathematics you won't find in the school arithmetic.”

“What isx that? What do you mean?”’ she asked. un-
suspectingly.

“It is this: Does a yvoung fellow plus a Mitchell tour-
ing car equal an old tellow plus a Packard limousine?”

Tommie shouted with laughter. and Caroline blushed,
and then made a face at me!

Next morning the girls went to a so-called “breakfast
dance” at the Casino., given by a crowd of college fel-
lows, under the auspices of one ot the college fraternities.
To judge from all accounts they had a lively time at
this affair. Personally, | decided that four evenings
straight were enough punishment for me, without going to
daylight dances also, but it seems that I am a “piker.”
As far as | can learn there were plenty of folks who
have attended everything given thus far. and a lot of
them are old enough to know better! Well, “there's no
accounting for tastes.” as the old woman said when she
kissed the cow!

By the way, to change the subject a bit, I was at the
Capitol Friday, watching the progress of the Dyer Bill
I say “progress,” but. Bob, those scheming birds in Con-
gress are planning in cold blood to do it up. I have heen
following it pretty steadily now for some days, and there
is really no hope, as I see it. 1 firmly believe the word
was passed around some time ago, that the Republicans
were to let the Democrats do it to death, while some of
the former went through the motions of mourning. I
met James Weldon Johnson as I left the Capitol, and he
looed pale and worn, completely done up, in fact. He
agrees that the bill is done for.

Genevieve and Caroline had planned a house dance for
Friday night, so when I got home the place was quite
transtormed. The furniture had heen shifted ahout. some
of it moved out, the rugs taken up, and the floors polished.
I never hefore realized how big the house was. As there
was to be another big "frat” dance Friday night, Gene-
vieve asked her guests to come early so that those who
had to go to the “frat™ affair could take in both. The
biggest crowd was about nine-thirty, but by ten-thirty a
large part of the college crowd had gone. and we had a
very good time, indeed. Some of the girls were a little
listless, having heen dancing pretty steadily since Wed-
nesday, but Caroline is a living wonder. Where she gets
her vitality from I don't know, but she is a regular foun-
tain of energy.

The two rival physicians were present. and they came
early and remained late, as if each was trying to outstay
the other. It was like a play to watch them, and Tommie
and T had a good time observing the fun. I have het
Tommie a five-pound hox of Brownley's hest against two
neckties that the old fellow wins. You should see him!
He knows what he wants, and he is a fighter, a ruthless
two-fisted fighter, and though the youngster is goodlook-
ing and attractive he is going to lose out, for he will get
discouraged first. I can see already that he is losing his
nerve. The old chap evidently has an important engage-
ment in New York, for they 'phoned him over long dis-
tance twice Friday night while he was at the house, hut
he is staying over until Sunday morning, I heard him say.

[ never saw a man worship a girl more with his eves
than he does Caroline. It is amazing to see the grip she
has gotten on him in these few hours. And she knows it.
too. the minx! To my mind. she looks too young and
dainty and sweet for a grizzled chap like Dr. Corey, but,
as I judge him from these few hours of observation, he
is a rather high-minded man of real character. He is a
widower, I hear, and has two grown children. For some
unexplained reason he seems to have taken a fancy to
me, and to have the very mistaken notion that I have
influence at court. .\t any rate, he has heen cultivating

me steadily, and when he's not dancing attendance on
Caroline, he hunts me up and talks about her. It's very
funny! Tommie has caught on to the situation, and
has had a great deal of fun out of it.

After the dance was over Friday night—and we had a
hard time getting rid of the doctor men—the family
party, and I was honored by being included in it, as-
sembled in the dining room, where Tommie and Caroline
served us some very refreshing cocoa, and those who
wanted it had more salad, ice cream and cake.

“What is the program for tomorrow ?” asked \ntoinette
Cole, looking at Caroline.

“A breakfast at ten tomorrow at the Whitelaw, as the
guests of Dr. Corey, the Wellman's dance at three, and
the fancy dress party at night. If you are hored in the
meantime I am sure the doctor will take you sightseecing
in his car.”

“Bored!” said Sallie Cole. "If ever I get a chance
to sit down again, I know my poor feet will appreciate
it. I just know I have danced at least half way around
the globe since Wednesday evening. If Mr. Carr will
regulate his blushes, I'll tell you something. I l\a\{e had
my slippers off ever since we've been sitting here.”

So they all turned in to try to get some much-needed
sleep, for the next day bade fair to be the biggest day
of all. )

I went to my room, and got ready to turn in. After
I snapped out the light, I went to the window, threw
up the shade, and stood looking out over the city. Very,
very faintly there came to my ear the sounds of dance
music from some belated function. Then the loud guffaw
of someone in the street broke the stillness, followed by
the shriller laughter of a girl. By some curious shift,
my mind went back to Johnson's haggard face, and the
Dyer Anti-Lynching Bill, being slowly strangled to death,
strangled to death to the sound of jazz music played by
a dozen orchestras, while hundreds and hundreds of edu-
cated, refined, prosperous colored people danced them-
selves haggard and lame between Wednesday night and
Sunday morning! I felt a curious sense of dissatisfac-
tion with myself and mine, a feeling as of impending
misfortune. I went to bed, to sleep restlessly and to
awake unrefreshed.

* % *x x %

As I write these words, Caroline is singing love songs
and accompanying herself on the piano, to the infinite
delight and unrest of Dr. Corey. who has been here since
twelve o'clock. It is now two. and I have heen writing
since early morning. I guess I might hetter stop here,
and mail this today, hoping to be able to finish my recital
tomorrow. If I add any more to this epistle I won't
have an envelope big enough to hold it.

*x % % %k %X

While I was writing the ahove lines Thomasine passed
my door, and stopped long enough to say that Dr. Corey
is going to stay over until tomorrow. Caroline is going
to have him in for supper tonight, and wants me to he
sure and come in early, as they are going to sit down
about nine. So I have promised to be here.

I hope you do not feel as dissipated as I do. Tell me
more about your new friend. I like her immensely. By
the way, look up Antoinette and Sallie Cole. You will
find them very nice girls. I told them about you, and
they promise you a warm welcome. Until next time,
Bob, I am, etc.

More Thanksgiving. Dr. Corey again. Davy wears the
bays. An old-fashioned proper lover. Con-
versational spending.

Monday, December 4, 1922.

I have had an early dinner, and shall devote the rest
of the evening to finishing up the narrative of the Thanks-
giving festivities. I believe I left off with a description
of Friday evening’s party.

Caroline had told me that Dr. Corey wanted me to
come to the breakfast at the Whitelaw Saturday morn-
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ing, but I begged off. I promised to do some lobbying
at the Capitol, and, as I said before, I felt that I did
not care to compete with the college boys and the flap-
pers in my devotion to the Goddess of Pleasure. Four
riotous evenings and one whole day in one short week
seemed quite enough. After all, every element of human
life has its value, and the whole trouble comes in con-
nection with the proportions of each. That’s quoted from
Don Verney. If you will think it over carefully, you
will agree that it is hard to dispute successfully.

So I left the household to its unbroken round of gayety,
to follow the harder path of virtue, and I saw none of
the family again until six, when I stopped in at the
Wellman's dancing party, which was given at one of
the local halls. It was a very pretty party, and I saw
most of my friends there. Some of them were a bit
groggy by this time, and showed it, but they were deter-
mined to do or die. In the social game one must never
show the white feather, and these folks surely play the
game to the limit. .

Dr. Corey’s big car was the first thing I saw as I
approached the theatre which shelters the Colonnade,
and within the hall the doctor was certainly showing the
proper zeal. He danced every dance, and spent every
possible minute with Caroline. However, he had a hard
time, for she was surrounded by the young fellows prac-
tically all the time she was not dancing. In the short
while I was there, she seemed, to judge from the atten-
tions she got, easily the most popular person present.
If she had planned to show her older suitor how high
a valuation is set on her by her own crowd, she could not
have staged the exhibition better. Corey is quite evi-
dently a person who thrives on discouragements. A man
of his type rarely fails to get what he wants, and he has
made up his mind that this world without Caroline Rhodes
is a very empty place indeed!

I took the crowd to dinner at the Whitelaw. I had
arranged for special service, and it was very nice. Dr.
Corey was included, and he took us all in his car. We

did not dally too long at the table, for the ladies wanted
a few minutes to relax and rest before the evening func-
tion.

The final affair of the week was a fancy dress party
at the Casino. As I had heard that most of the men
would go in evening dress, and leave the fancy costume
dressing to the ladies, I decided to follow the crowd,
and, as it turned out, I was glad I did so. However,
I have noticed that a fancy dress party loses somewhat
in effectiveness when any large proportion of the guests
are in ordinary conventional dress. Thus it was at this
one, though many of the fancy costumes were very
pretty.

Many of the guests, in spite of their make-up, and
the fancy dress feature gave them unusual opportuni-
ties for that, looked jaded and haggard, and it was plain
that some were just going through the motions of enjoy-
ment. But, exhausted or not, they were game to the
end. Dr. Corey had evidently inveigled Caroline into
promising him several dances in advance, for she danced
with him oftener than with anyone else, and she was
surrounded, as usual, between dances. The young doc-
tor from New York, I almost forgot to tell you, gave
up in discouragement, and went home Saturday morning.
Youth—which has so much more of time—is so much
more impatient than maturity. Queer, is it not?

I had a very delightful evening, personally. I danced
three times with Lillian Barton, and since Miss Chester,
who was my special company for the evening, was very
busy flirting with some chap from Philadelphia, and since
Reese was so busy dancing attendance on his numerous
out-of-town friends, I was able to have one or two little
tete-a-tétes with that same lady.

By the way, Scott Green was present, and so was
that chap Lacy, whom I mentioned in connection with
the Baltimore adventure. I had not seen Lacy since
the exciting moment when I actually threw Miss Hunt
into his surprised arms. Under ordinary circumstances
I suppose I should have gone back to the hall that night

to apologize to Miss Hunt, or, at any rate, have sent her
an explanation through Scott Green, but, to tell the truth,
I felt then, and still feel, that she and Lacy were help-
ing out Jeffreys.

I discovered that Lacy was present in this wise. I
saw a crowd of the men, among whom [ recog-
nized Verney, Reese and two or three other friends. They
were listening with evident interest to a story told by a
man in the center of the group, whose face was hidden
from me. This is about what I heard as I came within
earshot:

“This old chap used to follow pugilism, and had been
in his day at times sparring partner, trainer, or rubber
in the camps of some of the biggest fighters years ago.
Bob Fitzsimmons, especially, is his particular hero. When
I got there they had sent for the boss to look Jeff over.
To tell the truth, we all thought he was dead. I never
saw any man with life in him look quite as dead as he
looked. The boss was frightened, for he did not want
any police scandal, so he sent for a crooked doctor whose
office is a few doors away, and who could be counted on
to help him hush up the matter. While we were waiting
for the doctor, this old geezer was telling us all about
it. ‘Wish day may strike me daid, ef I evah saw a man
hit so quick and so ha’d. Ef he wuz a black man, I'd
say it mus’ be dis’ here French nigger Seekee dey’s all
talkin’ about.” Well, the doctor came, and he revived
Jeff, but he was the sickest man you ever saw. I don’t
believe he knows yet just what happened.”

You can imagine how I felt to have Lacy retailing
that story to that crowd. Not that I am trying to work
any false modesty on you, Bob, but I had hoped to have
Caroline and her family spared this unnecessary publicity.
I learned since that Lacy was considerate enough to with-
hold her name, but, from what I know of the folks wn
this burg, once they have gotten Lold of one end of
the string they won’t rest until they find the other.

While Lacy was talking, I turned and slipped away,
but of course it was not many minutes before all the
men, and some of the women, too, were joking me about
the matter. Tommie got wind of it, and talked to Lacy,
and then I saw them both talking to Caroline. I could
only imagine what they were talking about from the
way Caroline looked at me the next time we passed each
other dancing. One of her characteristics has some very
good points in its favor. I refer to her directness.
“The soonest said, the soonest mended,” is her motto.
The silences of repression are the most uncomfortable
things in the world. I think we would all of us admit
that. Well, Caroline never suffers in that way, nor per-
mits anyone else to suffer so. The next time we met
face to face, she said:

“Godfather, if you'll promise never to chastise me, I'll
promise to be very good. They tell me you are a very
rough old dear.” And she smiled her most winning
smile, as did all the other ladies whom I knew. And
this is the tribute of the gentler sex to a brutal mani-
festation of mere animal strength!

I feel sorry for Dr. Corey. He is completely sub-
jugated. He worships Caroline. It is touching to note
how he follows her with his eyes. I firmly believe there
is nothing in the world he would not do to please her.
I have a new opinion of her from watching her since
this new adorer appeared on the horizon. She does not
tease him, nor make a show of him, nor try to make him
ridiculous in any way. Indeed, it seems rather as if
she realized how likely the discrepancy in their ages is
to lay him open to ridicule and laughing comment, and
she tries very hard to forestall the possibility of such
a thing. Either she is really touched by his admiration,
or she respects him very much. As I have watched her,
I have wondered how many young girls would give up
the opportunity of ma%ing such a spectacular sacrifice
to their own vanity.

While I was writing to you Sunday morning, Corey
took them all sightseeing, and they got back at noon, and
then the others considerately gave him the field. When
I left the house at three he had just gone, with the



THE

MESSENGER

227

expectation of returning in the evening for supper. The
girls’ room is full of evidences of his admiration, for he
has sent flowers every day, and candy galore. It's a
very bad case, indeed!

I had invited Scott Green to remain over night with
me Saturday, so, while I was writing to you Sunday,
he accompanied the folks on the sightseeing tour as the
special company of Thomasine Dawson, with whom he
is very much smitten. I asked Miss Barton if I might
bring him to tea in the evening, and she said she would
be delighted to have him. We spent a very pleasant
evening, and Green, like everyone else, was charmed with
Miss Barton, and pleased with my other friends. It was
with regret that we left early, to keep our promise to
be in time for supper at the Rhodeses. As the New York
and Brooklyn folks were going on the midnight train,
the house was full of callers, and the supper, in conse-
quence, was a kind of informal stand-up, catch-as-catch-
can affair, but we had a very jolly evening, for all that.

At eleven-thirty the visitors, including my friend Green,
took their leave, and were taen to the station by the
very useful Dr. Corey. His car holds seven very well,
but he assured us that eight would be comfortable. Gene-
vieve was, of course, thinking of going, hut the good
doctor looked so heart-broken at the thought of leaving
Caroline behind, that Genevieve said she would let Caro-
line represent the family. Green, very properly, insisted
on taking a cab, but the rest would not hear of that,
so they crowded in, and were whirled away, leaving Mrs.
Rhodes, Genevieve, Tommie and me to close up the house,
which seemed so quiet and empty after the lively scenes
of the past few days.

I went up to my room to smoke a quiet pipe hefore
turning in, and, when Tommie came up to go to her
room, I invited her in. So she sat down to wait for
Caroline. Naturally, the talk turned on that young lady
and her ardent new flame.

“What do you think of it,” said I.

“I hardly know,” said Tommie, “but she will have to
face the question seriously, for he is crazy about her,
and wants to marry her. He says he knew it five min-
utes after he laid eyes on her. You ought to hear him
rave about her.”

“Oh, I have,” I said, and we hoth laughed.

Then I queried, “Has he as%ed Caroline yet?”

“I don't believe he has,” said Tommie, “hut he quite
probably will tonight. He is going tomorrow noon, I
believe.”

Tommie thinks he is not only a real man, but also a
gentleman, and T agree. He leaves one in little doubt as
to his character. There is a very attractive directness
about him. I liked him myself very much, and when
Tommie said she liked him, that settled it. We hoth
agreed, however, that he seemed too old for Caroline,
and that was our one objection. To my mind Caroline
is such a rare embodiment of the very spirit of youth,
that such a match seems really incongruous.

We were still discussing the subject when Caroline
came in. I looked at the clock. They had not taken
many minutes from the station, and the Doctor did not
linger at the door. These thoughts flashed through my
mind when I heard her coming up the stairs: either he
is a very propcr lover, or he has asked and heen rejected,
When Caroline came in she threw herself on the couch,
and heaved a deep sigh of relief.

“My, but won't it he nice to stretch out tonight!” she
said.

Tommie, usually so calm and patient, could hold in
no longer.

“Well,” she asked. “did he pop the question?”

Caroline laughed. looked at me, blushed. then laughed
again. For some occult reason. I felt embarrassed, and
under the hattery of the two pairs of black eves. I could
feel myself growing red. Tommie looked from one to
the other of us, and then said:

“What are you two people trying to do. Run a race?
Which one is the redder I can't, for the life of me, tell!”

Then we all three laughed, and Tommic returned to
her original question.

“No.” said Caroline, looking mischicvous this time, "no,
he didn't. but he savs he is coming tomorrow morning
to talk to mamma—whatever that means.” )

So the ardent doctor turned out to he an old-fashioned

ropcr lover.
P I’ * * * * *

It was really nice to get hack to the grooves of regular
normal life once more, after the strain of the past few
days. I should not care to try to keep up such a pace
indefinitely. After a really profitable day, I knocked ofl
about four o'clock and went home. Mrs. Rhodes was
on my floor straightening up the front room when 1
came in. On her way down stairs she stopped at my
door for a few moments. She says she is going to kecp
the front room for her son, whenever he is home. le¢
spends most of his time at the chapter house of his
fraternity, where he has quarters. but now and then he
spends a night at home. He has heen using a second
floor room up to this time.

Of course. [ was interested in Dr. Corey’s wooing. and
I was hoping she would say something about it, though
naturally I did not like to ask questions. Sure enough.
she did bring up the subject herself, and asked me what
I thought of it. Dr. Corey, in good old-fashioned style,
made his declaration to the mother. It sounds curiously
formal in these days, does it not. when most girls get
married first and announce it afterward—even to their
own parents? The doctor is a straightforward chap, it
seems. He gave her a brief account of himself, his age.
the facts about his family and his fortune. His two
children are of age, and if he should marry again, he
has planned to deed a share of his property to each of
them at once, and a similar share to the new wife. He
made the most explicit statements as to his resources,
which are reasonably large, and he gave references to
two or three of the largest banks and business houses in
North Carolina. He is considerably over fifty, it seems.
She asked me what I thought of it all? I told her that
of course it was not for me to have an opinion, that |
had heen most favorably impressed by the doctor him-
self, that of course the discrepancy in age seemed very
great, in spite of the vigor and apparently fine health
of the suitor, but, after all, the one person to he pleased
seemed to me to be Caroline. Further than this I would
not go.

It is a fact that I think most mothers do not object to
their daughters marrying men much older, and T think
this is especially true of the mothers of girls who are
very wilful or unusually lively. 1 suppose to the mother
the older suitor does not look so old., after all., as he
would to a younger person. If it were Genevieve, now,
I should say. with her over-serious, mature nature, that
it would not he such a bad match. To say more—the
good doctor might go further and fare worse! DBefore
she left, Mrs. Rhodes said that Corey was coming hack
this way before the end of the week. .\bout five o'clock
an enormous hox arrived from one of the big florist store~
downtown—-the doctor’s parting gift. one dozen American

beauties!
* * * * *

Tuesday. a. m.

I was feeling “dopey™ last night, ~so I stopped writing
about cight o'clock. The house was so quict—hy con-
trast, I suppose—that T got lonesome. so I thought 1
should take a walk. 1 went around to Verney's. and
found him in.  We talked awhile, and then we thought
we might run over to You Street and take in a movie,
We cut through Twelfth Street. and went into the Lincoln
Theatre.  This is one of the hest houses in the city.
Washington has two movie houses, the Lincoln and the
Republic. which surpass any of those in Harlem for
beauty and the quiet clegance of their appointments. They
were huilt by white firms on the lines of the best down-
town theatres of modern construction. FEach is about

(Cont nucd on payc 242)
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hopping in San Francisco, has wormed
his way into the personal notice of thou-
sands of leading Easterners, including
President Coolidge, and who has received
more publicity than Shaw, Galsworthy,
Gordon, Dunsany, Sholom Asch, or any
living playwright with the possible excep-
tion of lg‘ugcne O'Neill, of “All God’s
Chillun.” . x

Anderson in his stride across public
notice is one of those phenomena made
possible by color prejudice in America.
Before 1 enlarge on that let me say a
word about his creed. Anderson’s creed
is that given the desire to accomplish and
the air of sincerity to convince, one can
accomplish anything he sets out to do.
In other words, great poets are made, not
born. To be a pugilist like Wills or
Dempsey, a poet like Shakespeare or
Dunbar, a singer like Hayes or Galli
Curci, an actor like Skinner or Robeson,
a pianist like Paderewski or Lawrence
Brown, an inventor like Edison, a chem-
ist like Carver, all that one needs is the
above-mentioned qualities. To quote
from Anderson: “The desire to accom-
plish is proof that you can accomplish.”
Good. I have always had a burning de-
sire to be the world’s champion runner.
From now on Nurmi had better look out.

Still in these days of hokum trium-
phant Anderson’s creed is sound. What
other stock in trade, for instance, has
the average successful politician ever had
than the desire to get into office, and the
glibness of tongue necessary to convince
the suckers that he was ordained by God
for the job?

Acting on this creed Anderson wrote
his play and came East to market it. In
his circulars and public utterances he
proudly stresses the fact that he has had
only “four years' schooling,” is “unedu-
cated” and “doesn’t know anything of the
technique or the trickery of playwriting
but depends on sincerity.”

* x %
Tell the Truth, Advises Anderson

In his play Anderson makes his bell-
boy hero advise a business man who is
in trouble with his stockholders “to tell
the truth without reservations.” After
hearing his play read at the Manhattan
Opera House a few nights ago I am mad
enough to follow that advice myself.
With all respect to Heywood Broun, Al
Jolson, Richard Bennett, Marjorie Ram-
beau and some nine other endorsers of it,
Anderson’s alleged play is the most long-
winded, monotonous sprawl of words
that has ever tormented my ear. It was
entirely a waste of time when he said
he knew nothing about play-writing.

*x x X

Consider the cumbersome title which
is a piece from the whole cloth. “Judge
Not According to Appearance.” Why
not: “Judge Not,” or “Appearances?”’
Besides, if one is not to judge by appear-
ances, by what one sees, what then?
Judge by what one believes, that is, his
prejudices? Judging Anderson’s work
“not according to appearance,” I'll say it
is marvelous, eclipsing Shakespeare,
Shaw and O'Neill.

* % %

For the life of me I could not give a
coherent synopsis of it. I doubt if any
one can. Almost the entire script is one
long monotony of Christian Science
hokum and moralizing a la Frank Crane,
relieved here and there by jokes so stale

that they are new again like the waist-
coat of Sir Roger de Coverley that had
been in and out of style ten times.

A play calls for action, but in this one
there are only two occasions when the
boresome sermonizing is relieved by
action: once when a white woman ac-
cuses the bell-hop hero of rape, and
there is a near lynching; again when
Carlson, the white owner of the hotel,
chokes him because of suspected clan-
destine correspondence with his wife.
Before listening to Anderson's “play” I
never thought it possible that I could
ever take a lynching scene with such
equanimity. That bell-boy certainly de-
served to be in heaven, and by the quick-

est method.
* % x

Sets Pace for Gougers

Our great playwright does nothing by
halves. There is another incident that
makes those colored cafe owners who
boost prices in order to show “class,”
look like pikers. This most astonishing
bell-boy opens a cafe—a colored one,
mark you, in San Francisco—and in the
course of a year makes enough money to
buy the swell white hotel in which he
worked. He then sells it back to his
bankrupted boss, for how much do you
think? One hundred dollars!

But it is not only the colored cafe
owners who have lost their scalps. Mary
Baker Eddy has, too. Carlson, wife of
his employer, is laid up with a sprained
ankle which is “swollen to twice its
size,” She was to go to a ball that even-
ing. This marvelous bell-boy, however,
by some queer juggling of words, per-
suades her that her inflamed ankle is all
a state of mind, and presto, it is healed
and she is able to go to the dance.

There is also a court scene which for
sheer asininity made me laugh until I
had to wipe away the tears. Anderson
has evidently never been inside a court-
room. Still what is such a mere thing
as knowing what you are talking about
when you have such a splendid substitute
as sincerity. Anderson firmly believes
that he has a great message to give the
world, which, after all, is easier than
hopping bells. As he puts it: “The play
is an outward expression of an inner
burning desire to serve humanity.”

* %

A Hound for Publicity

This Lochinvar bell-boy is about the
nerviest human being that has ever come
out of the West. He walked into the
White House without an appointment
and presented President Coolidge with a
beautifully beribboned copy of the script.
He also called on Governor Smith, Mayor
Hylan, John D. Rockefeller, Jr., and
others in a similar informal manner.
Some time ago he gave a reading of the
“play” to 600 leading New Yorkers in the
ball-room of the Waldorf-Astoria. In
addition he has got fully half a million
dollars of publicity in the white press.

One would fancy that after all this
the producers would be hounding him to
death. On the contrary, they are steer-
ing as clear of him as the plague. Is
this because any of the four colored
characters are of the new Negro type?
Far otherwise. All are of that happy-go-
lucky, trusting. innocuous kind that de-
lights the Southern Ku-Klux heart.

Anderson has all the valor of igno-
rance. The manner in which he cuts
loose in the field of playwriting, that most
difficult of all the literary arts, reminds

one of the little child that went up to
the escaped tiger, patted it on the head,
and called it, “Nice kitty.” If either
had a little less ignorance or innocence,
call it what you will, they would have
been a little less venturesome. Still An-
derson is a go-getter and one must ad-
mire him for that. He has that initiative
which, if it could suddenly be shot into
every Negro, would put the “race” fifty
years ahead in a week.

* % %

Anderson says that he is going to raise
the $30,000 necessary to produce the play
himself. I, for one, most heartily hope
he does. To me it will be an experiment
worth watching, particularly as Negroes
are not being called upon to foot the bill.

At the reading there was nothing but
space in the great opera house. After-
wards I questioned more than a dozen
Negroes of intelligence and all agreed
that it was the worst mess they had ever
heard.

* X %

I hope I have said enough by this time
to make it clear that my quarrel is not
with Anderson but with certain friends
of the Negro. A Negro bell-boy has
written a play! Wonderful! One can
understand how that makes good copy
for a white press who has evidently never
heard that Frederick Douglass, Booker
T. Washington, George Carver, Isaiah
Montgomery and other great Negroes
were born slaves. But how explain the
attitude of Messrs. Broun, Bennett, Jol-
son and others? Tens of thousands of
white writers produce annually just such
inferior work and these gentlemen would,
in their case, have unhesitatingly chucked
it in the waste-paper basket. A member
of a “down-trodden race” does it, how-
ever, and they boost it into pseudo-fame
through indiscriminate sympathy. Jol-
son, by the way, I heard footed Ander-
son’s fare from the Coast as a good pub-
licity stunt for himself.

The publicity given Anderson is at bot-
tom the same as that given John Daniel,
the gorilla, eating with a knife and fork
and smoking a cigarette. How almost
human |

At this day, when some of the leading
literary lights of the nation are Negroes,
so-called, when will our good white
friends cease regarding us as objects of
pity and judge us by the standards of
men? Mr. Broun, for instance, spoke in
very high terms of the work of McKay
and Walter F. White. He has also given
his O.K. to Anderson. Now in which
case is he right?

* % %

Judging by appearances Anderson has
a winning personality. But while sin-
cerity is one thing, to be able to deliver
the goods is quite another.

As Shakespeare would put it: “The
play’s the thing.”

Friendship
Last night you lost the rarest thing
Life ever gave to you.
It was a friendship that was deep,
Unvarying and true.

I'm sorry that you have it not
Because you need it so;

When one has killed the flower’s root
How can it ever grow?

GEORGIA DouGLAS JOHNSON.
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LESSONS FROM EGYPT

By RUTH ANNA FISHER

Egypt has been quiet now for two months, and there
seems every likelihood that she will remain so; numbers
still go a long way towards constituting power, for, as
Mr. MacDonald once tersely remarked, “Two and two
make four, even if they are asses.”

There are political lessons which the world must learn
if permanent peace is ever to be established, and the
newspaper comments on the Egyptian crisis point out one
which colored races in particular would do well to heed.

This crisis was precipitated by the demands made upon
the Egyptian Government by Great Britain following the
murder of Major-General Sir Lee Stack, the Sirdar of
the Egyptian Army and Governor-General of the Sudan.
These demands required, among other things, an apology,
the payment of a fine of £500,000, and the increase in the
area to be irrigated at Gezira from 300,000 feddans to
an unlimited figure.

French comment both approved and disapproved of this
action.

The Gaulois thought the display of a firm hand the
only possible policy open to the British Government, and
that the Mohammedan Powers of Europe should show a
united front in the face of a common danger.

The Journée Industrielle explains that the route to In-
dia is the axis of the British Empire and its security the
foundation of all British policy in Egypt. The liberalism
displayed by England in regard to her oversea posses-
sions cannot exist on this purely military route. In the
person of Sir Lee Stack, the guardian of the crossroads
has been stricken down. The French Government should
hasten to send its sympathy to the British Government.

The Echo de Paris, asserting that the British Govern-
ment is resolved at all costs to maintain one of the key-
stones of the Empire, adds, “We hope that it will suc-
ceed.”

The Journal des Debats and the Oeuvre, on the other
hand, while recognizing the need of control of the Suez
Canal to British supremacy, suggest that coercion is an
unsatisfactory policy, and a permanent centre of discon-
tent in Egypt dangerous.

The Temps held that there can be no excuse for the
murder of the Sirdar, and that the Egyptian Govern-
ment is responsible for order and safety in its territory:
that England is within her rights to protect her political
interests in Egypt and the Sudan, as long as they do not
interfere with the independence of Egypt. Then it won-
ders whether England has gone about this matter in the
right way. The Notes seem to suggest that she contem-
plates an indirect or disguised return to the status exist-
ing before the abolition of the Protectorate. Later in the
week, however, the Temps thinks that possibly Great Bri-
tain may not have been influenced by imperialistic aims,
after all. “We have suffered too much from the injus-
tice of the charges of imperialism brought against France
not to be on our guard against the injustice which there
may be in taking seriously such an accusation against
other people.” The Temps further admits that Egyptian
sovereignty is neither full nor complete. It then “is
important to avoid every misunderstanding and uncer-
tainty with regard to external affairs. The peace of
Europe depends on the Entente Cordiale between Great
Britain and France, and on their sincere co-operation in
one and the same spirit of harmony.”

To the Italian papers, the action of Great Britain con-
stitutes a tardy but complete vindication of the Italian
ultimatum to Greece, after the murder of the Albanian
boundary commissioners which led to the Corfu incidents.
“Italy,” says the Tribuna, “cannot fail to find the ener-
getic steps taken by the British Government to be per-
fectly just.”

The German newspapers likened the assassination of the
Sirdar to that of Serajevo, and contrasted the Austro-

Hungarian ultimatum with the British one as a model of
decent clemency. The Deutsche Tageszeitung said that
Egypt is the corner-stone of the British Empire, and
any weakening of this position would endanger in one
degree or another the whole Imperial structure. From
the purely imperialist point of view, there can be no doubt
at all that the motives underlying the British action are
very weighty. But the all too familiar attempt to con-
ceal these very real objectives under the cloak of ideal-
ism has an unpleasant ring to German ears.

The Australian papers were emphatic in their approval
of the action of the home government.

English comment itself falls under three heads: Con-
servative, Liberal and Labor. The Conservative papers
heartily approve of the action of the government; the
Liberal papers regret it, and trust that the matter may
be referred to the League of Nations; the Labor papers
are outspoken in their condemnation of what they term
“exploiting murder.”

The situation was discouraging enough, with practi-
cally the whole of European comment proceeding from
an imperialistic outlook, until this manifesto of the In-
dependent Labor Party came to light:

“The Independent Labor Party views with deep hu-
miliation the actions of the present British Government
in Egypt. It draws urgent attention to the fact that this
policy of renewed suppression is due to a false belief that
Great Britain has a moral right to occupy Egypt, though
she has pledged herself on over 50 separate occasions to
terminate the occupation, and formally recognized its in-
dependent sovereignty in 1922. The occupation of Egypt
was originally due to strategic and financial reasons. It
has no greater moral sanction than the German occu-
pation of Belgium for strategic and military purposes.
The Egyptian people have as much right to govern them-
selves as any other nation. The occupation of Egypt
by an alien Power is the basic fact in the present situa-
tion, which no subsequent reason or strategy or financial
interest should obscure.

The I. L. P., therefore, while unreservedly condemning
the method of political assassination, deplores the fact
that the British Government should have made this crime
the occasion for asserting new imperialistic claims, which
may virtually amount to the annexation of the Sudan and
the appropriation of water supplies from the Nile, to the
detriment of Egypt and to the advantage of British cot-
ton companies.

The I. L. P. urges that the issue of the control of the
Sudan should be submitted to the League of Nations,
with a view to developing that country as a self-gov-
erning nation, at the earliest possible moment. It calls
for an immedaite Anglo-Egyptian Conference, to com-
plete the evacuation of Egypt, and to arrange for the
submission of the question of the Suez Canal to the
League of Nations, not as an issue in respect to which the
British claim legal or moral authority, but as a problem
concerned with one of the international waterways of the
world.”

Here are presented the political problems of imperial-
ism and the rights of the stronger over the weaker nations
and groups. Here, too, is suggested a solution. I rec-
ommend it to the attention of the American Negro, before
the world serves its ultimatum on him.

Miss Fisher is a young Negro woman formerly of New
York, now a resident in London, a member of the British
Labor Party—Eb.
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AT THE COFFEE HOUSE

By GEORGE S. SCHUYLER

Scene—A cellar in Greenwich Village. A few
chairs and tables, weird and grotesque paintings
and sketches on the walls, a battered upright piano
in one corner and windows curtained with batik,
complete the picture. A shabbily dressed man and
woman are chatting at one of the tables. In the
corner a waitress in Russian village costume sits
reading a copy of the Dial.

The Man—Yes, I'm up against it. Looks like the
publishers are in a conspiracy against me for some
reason or other. I am certainly getting sick of the
whole writing game.

The Woman—What have you been writing?

The Man—Oh, poetry, short stories, fantasies,
criticism—about everything. I guess I've got a
trunk crammed with manuscripts. I can’t seem to
write anything that will satisfy the publishers. I
must get some money from somewhere or I don’t
know what I’ll do. My landlady is getting mighty
nasty—I’'m three weeks behind, you know.

The Woman—Why don’t you try to think of
something very unusual to write about. Something
about Indians, the South Seas or life in the jungle?

The Man—But my dear girl! I don’t know any-
thing about those subjects.

The Woman—Why you silly boy! Where did
you ever get the idea that you have to know any-
thing much about anything to be a literary success
nowadays? A day or two at the public library
will furnish you with all the information you need.
You have the same false idea that hampers all the
other unsuccessful writers. You imagine one has
to know a subject from first hand in order to make
a living writing about it.

The Man—Well, I guess you're right.

The Woman—I know I am! Look at Octavus
Cohen, Hugh Wiley, Irvin Cobb, and a whole lot
of others. Do you imagine there are any darkies
in existence like those in their stories?

The Man—If there are, I’ve never met them.
By the way, that gives me an idea! I could write
something about the Negroes! Of course, I don’t
know anything about them except what I've read in
the newspapers and magazines, but, as you say,
that doesn’t matter.

The Woman—Not at all. The average person
who reads your stuff—even the publishers—know
as little about it as you do. As long as it is funny
or very grotesque and creepy, it will make a hit.

The Man—But somehow, I rather hate to write
on a subject on which I am so ignorant. Besides
the poor shines have such a hard time that I hate
to do them an injustice.

The Woman—Humph! No wonder you haven’t
made anything at the writing game! If all the
writers waited until they were familiar with their
subjects, American literary output would dwindle
to almost nothing.

The Man—Yes, I suppose so—judging by the
stuff that gets into print. By the way, you used
to be a reporter. You ought to be able to give me
some tips on this matter. You’ve written news re-
ports on Negroes, haven’t you?

The Woman—Lots of them—I used to be court
reporter. Its the easiest kind of writing. If you

want to write something funny do it in dialect and
throw in plenty of references to chicken, water-
melon, razors, gin, singing mammies, and all that
sort of thing. As for the weird stuff; that’s even
easier yet.

The Man—How so?

The Woman—Well, you've read the Russians,
haven’t you?

The Man—Of course.
Russians?

The Woman—And you’ve read Freud?

The Man—Yes. I'm a regular Greenwich Vil-
lager.

The Woman—Well, write something about the
shines in the stark Russian manner. Sketch in an
African background with the throb of tom-toms,
the medley of jungle noises, the muttering and in-
cantations of the witch doctor, the swish of jave-
lins and the last lunge of a wounded rhinocerous.
You've been in the Village long enough to know
how to do this. It’s a part of racial memory founda-
tion, you know. Then show the thin veneer of
white civilization crumbling off the educated darky
and revealing the savage underneath.

The Man—Capital! You're a genius. I might
even bring in a white woman—all the popular
writers on the Negro do, you know. I could have
the educated shine groveling at her feet begging
for forgiveness and then going insane with rage
when she scorns him and calls him “Nigger.”

The Woman—Fine! Right there would be a
good place to strip off the thin veneer of culture
and education, and reveal the Negro underneath.

The Man—That would give me an excellent
opportunity to philosophize to the extent of several
pages on the inability of the Negro to adapt himself
to our civilization. Suppose we collaboraet on this
—you need money, too.

The Woman—You bet I need money. I’ll take
you up on that. You outline the story tonight and
I'll go over it with you at my house,

The Man—Alright then! T’ll go right to work on
it (rising). Which way are you going; up or
down?

The Woman—(Also rising)—I'm going down.
... Wish I was going your way. (They walk
toward the door.)

The Waitress—Fifty cents, please! (Speaking to
the man.)

Who hasn’t read the

The Woman—That’s alright, I'll pay it! Here!
(Handing her the money.)

The Waitress—Thanks! (She resumes her
reading.)

The Man—Well, good night!

The Woman—Good night! (Exit both.)

The Waitress (contemptuously): Tramps!

(Three months later)
Scene—The same Coffee House. The place is

now disguised as a native hut in the South Sea
Islands. Papier mache spears and war clubs adorn
the straw-covered walls. There is a new grand
piano, new chairs and new tables, but the batik
curtains have disappeared. Just outside each win-
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dow is a futurist painting supposed to represent
Each painting is indirectly
lighted so as to give the effect of looking out into
a tropical world. The same waitress is there dressed
She is reading a copy of the
The same man and woman, now
faultlessly dressed, are enjoying a bottle of post-
Volstead beverage at one of the tables.

The Man—So I told him I would give him three
thousand dollars for the place; but not a cent more.
After a little haggling he gave in.
it certainly looks fine in
You've fixed things up wonderfully. You

Polynesian scenes.

as a hula-hula dancer.
New Republic.

The Woman—\Vell,
here.

know I'm living on Long Island now!
Only paid fifteen thousand for it. We

place, too.
can look right out on the Sound.

ored fellow.
gent.

The Man—That’s fince!
place while you're away?

The Woman—Oh, I've got a swell butler—a col-
He appears to be unusually intelli-
He tells me he used to write about Negroes,
too, but the publishers wouldn’t give him a look
in. Too serious, I suppose.

The Man—Yes, I gucss so—Have you heard the
latest from our publisher?

The Woman—No, what’s up?

Who looks out for the

The Man—Oh, nothing much. He’s just bringing

Cozy little
ture does pay.

out the twenty-fifth edition of our book, that's all.
We'll get another big check soon.
The Woman—Can you beat it?

After all, litera-

The Man—Yes, especially stuff about Negroes.

NEW BOOKS

“THE QUAINT CoMmpaxI0NS. By Leonard
Merrick. With an introduction by
H. G. Wells. Published by Dutton,
New York. Price, $1.90.

Being an uncouth fellow I am not
afraid to thumb my nose at the great
and the celebrated. That an author is
of international repute does not pre-
vent me from approaching his work
with a severely critical attitude.
\Whether the writer be a Shaw, Ches-
terton, Lawrence or DuBois does not
deter me from placing his output “on
the pan” if I believe such treatment
is merited. Now Mr. Leonard Merrick
is one of the leading English writers
and a man with over a dozen works
to his credit. Hence, I suppose I should
have approached this book with the
proper reverence. But the jacket
blurb informed me that the story
dealt “with the delicate subject of mar-
riage between a white person and a
colored,” and also read that “the story
presents living personalitics—not types
—which are drawn justly, yet sym-
pathetically.” Further, Mr. H.
Wells—he of the prolific pen—assures
the reader in his introduction that the
people are ‘“‘real”; mentions the
“tragedy of racial miscegenation,” and
advises us not to leave the subject
here but to read such trashy propa-
ganda as Archer’s “Through Afro-
America” and Prichard’s “Where
Black Rules White.” Naturally my
curiosity was whetted, and, knowing the
limitations and wcaknesses of the
average white author in handling such
a subject, I was alert for the wusual
delicious touches of unconscious (and
sometimes conscious) race prejudice
found in such works: whether Strib-
ling's “Birthright,” Shand's “Black and
White,” or the grotesqueries of Octa-
vus Cohen and Hugh Wiley. Suffice
to say that I was not disappointed:
The book reeks with it, although a
well told and gripping novel withal.

The story is divided into two parts.
Mr. Wells tells us the carliest is the
best: and it is in some ways. but to a
Negro it is the most offensive. espe-
cially when the author leaves the ficld
of literature and enters that of anthro-
pology—as our (aucasian literary
friends are wont to do. A famous
Negro singer, Elisha Lee, has risen to
the top of his profession: he thrills
vast audiences and receives fabulous
sums. He even sings for the royal

family. Originally from Savannah,
Ga., he has lived in England since he
was fifteen when his parents—two ban-
joists—brought him there. At the
opemng of the story he is at the helght
of his carcer and giving a series of
concerts in Brighton—thirty-one and
famous. Fifteen years previously in
this very city he had been boarded
with a  Mrs. Tremlett with whose
beautiful daughter he fell in love. Now
he seeks her, and finding her widowed
from a shiftless tradesman and with
a babe in arms, pays ardent suit to
her. He lavishes all sorts of pres-
ents on her: jewelry, flowers, candy—
everything. lle is repulsive to her,
but, being money hungry and secing
nothing but a future of drudgery and
poverty, she marries him. lle is in-
sanely jealous and she fans the jeal-
ousy. Violent quarrels are followed
by reconciliations on the occasion of
which he grovels at her feet like a
whipped cur and showers her after-
wards with costly presents. A boy
David is born—she hates it. All her
love is lavished on the son of her for-
mer marriage, Vivian—a selfish cad.
Elisha gives both his son and stepson
a good education. When he and his
wife drift farther apart he lavishes all
his affection on his son David, a shy,
retiring, poetic youth. [Elisha’s ex-
travagances runs him into debt and
he takes to drink. His voice is fail-
ing him. At last, in the midst of a
tour, he dies of neumonia. David is
then seventeen; \9]\’1:«1“ is a couple of
years older. “Ownie,” the mother,
sells her jewelry and furnishings and
sets up a boarding house in a London
suburb, following in the path of her
mother. The boys shift for them-
selves—the white boy to be assistant
manager of a show, the mulatto boy
to a clerkship in a musical house. The
colored boy has talent. He writes
and writes and writes. Finally a book
of his poems is published and his
future is assured. Vivian Harris, his
white step-brother remains stationary.
Then a crippled girl painter, Hehe
Sorrenford, reads his book and is in-
tensely moved by it. Thev corre-
spond. Tt devcelops into a love affair,
though they haven't met. Finally he
asks  for her portrait. and, panic
stricken, because of her deformity, she
sends that of her beautiful sister. This
causes all kinds of complications which
are finally ironed out when the two
mect. There is forgiveness all around
for the deception of both (she did not

kimow he was colored), and they re-
solve to continuc their friendship. So
the story ends.

The characters are all well drawn.
But how a talented and successful
singer, with all the training that im-
plies, could be such a character as
Merrick has made Elisha Lce is be-
yond me—although it is possxblc The
author s observations on “Negro char-
acter” are worthy only of the most
rabid anti-Negro propagandist, but
just what one would expect from the
average white man. When he deals
with thc rcacuons of whites toward
Negroes, he is on solid ground; when
he begins to generalize and moralize
ahout \'egroes he is lost.

. Here are some examples: “his fail-
ings were the failings of the average

Negro” (whatever they are); “he
paused, agape, presenting a rather
comic appearance, as the Necgro so

often does when he is in ecarnest” (a
new Negro characteristic); “he found
the difference saddemng—Just as if he
were a white man” (don’t you love
that?); “Having less refinement than
when she was a girl, too, she made
him a more intimate appecal” (isn't
that intriguing?); “Like most of his
people, he told a good story well”
(Hurrah! now we're a race of racon-
teurs). Eccentricities  peculiar = to
pcople of certain professions in all
races become Negro traits. Those of
us who have been gamboling around
on this planet for a long time will
smile at this: “ller physical impulse
was to repel him”! Again we are
transported with mirth over this de-
licious tidbit reminiscent of hundreds
of essays on the Negro: “The hesctting
tendency of the Negro in his intercourse
with uropeans is to take affront”!
Nothing is intimated of the besetting ten-
dency of the Europecans (nnd Amerlcans)
in this intercourse to giee continual in-
sult by speech and manner. [lere we
are again: “The conventional cos-
tume in which his native predilections
found no scope, became him well.”
(Negroes are best in overalls, you
know); “Only his black features and
frizzy hair marred the dignity of the
man.” Thus dignity, pink skin and
stringy hair are identified. Sometimes
Mr. Merrick descends to the language
of the streets. i.e, “a great timidity
was on the nigger (sic) who had just
swaggered before a multitude.” And
lastly, let me quote this gem which
proves how avidly Mr. Merrick has

(Continued on page 238)
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of the articles are very well reasoned, and show a
grasp of real philosophy. A few articles have appeared
on the other side, sentimental and superficial on the
whole, and showing opinions based upon desire. One
of the best reasoned articles was published in the
Nashville Banner, an excerpt from which we wish
to present here:

“Horrible and revolting as the barest details of
crime ordinarily are, it is a species of dangerous self
deception to presume that benefits would be gained by
a general agreement to over-look the fact that it had
taken place. It is a well authenticated medical principle
that light has healing properties, and the same theory
may be correctly invoked in behalf of sane, accurate
handling of crime news. It lets the public know where
it stands, advises it of the danger to the body politic
and opens the way for remedial action. It is folly to
suppose that what we do not know will never hurt us.
When there is less crime, there will be less crime news.
When there is no crime, there will be no crime news.
That is worth thinking about.”

White people are bringing considerable pressure to
bear just now to influence Negro publishers to desist
from publishing crime news. They come in the guise
of well wishers, trying to raise the Negro press above
the moral tone of the white press. There is a certain
subtlety about these Greeks bearing gifts. The white
people are committing so many heinous crimes today
they can no longer pose as ethical and moral superiors
of the Negro. They have long made an effort to show
how much more criminal the Negro was than they.
We, of keener sight, have knowr all along that the
oppressed group is proceeded against more vigorously,
convicted more readily and apprehended more fre-
quently. The paucity of Negro judges, jurors, and
prosecutors contributes mightily to the heavy Negro
convictions. A white boy steals an automobile and is
reprimanded for playing a youthful prank; a hungry
Negro boy takes a loaf of bread and is given five years
in the penitentiary.

But to neglect small crimes—suppressing both their
publication and their punishment—causes them to grow
to larger ones, publication and punishment of which
cannot be avoided. So much more daring and salacious
have been our more recent white crimes and scandals
the Negro crimes and scandals pale into insignificance.
The tendency is to publish what is most fascinating,
which means the whites will get a better but less
desired play at crime publicity. In other words, Negro
publishers will be publishing the vice, wrongs, scandal,
crime not so much of their own, but of the whites. To
get them committed to publishing no crime news would
play directly into the hands of the white people who
seek to hide their hideous and horrid deviltry.

Next, we are told the Negro publishers should be
original and establish a new journalism, higher in
ethics than the white publishers. Whenever white
people desire to put over something they come in the
guise of appealing to originality. There is no merit
in mere originality. A man may be an original fool,
criminal, scandal monger, fire bug, safe blower, pan-
derer, or anything that is bad. Everything has had an
origin. Not only that; very few people can be original.
The great discoveries, inventions, constructive pro-
grams and social agencies have been the product of
just a few minds. They originate and the people
eventually consume what is disseminated. The white
man has always tried to stop the Negro from imitating
by charging imitation as being like a monkey. Monkeys
breathe. Would human beings stop inhaling? Mon-

keys eat. Shall human beings therefore cease to con-
sume food? Monkeys walk. Would human beings
stop using their pedal extremities? Why this urging,
anyhow, about imitation? This: To imitate one who
is in the best position is to secure equality. In fact,
imitation of the best is the essence of social equality.

Let us illustrate a moment from slavery. If the
Negro had imitated the master, instead of living in a
hut he would have lived in a mansion. Instead of toil-
ing from sun to sun with unrequited labor, he would
have had requited leisure. Instead of having his chil-
dren growing up in ignorance he would have sent them_
to school, where they might have secured education
like the master’s children. The master had wealth,
land, property. The Negro had poverty. To have
imitated the master would have given him the title
to something instead of the title to nothing. The
master wore fine clothes; the Negro dressed in rags
and tatters. Imitation would have changed all this,
so there was method in this madness of the masters.

The school system is based on the principle that
acquiring knowledge is easier than originating it. There
is no special merit in refraining from imitation. If
each individual had to originate all laws, all discoveries
and inventions for himself, one generation would not
get beyond its predecessor. In fact, imitation is the real
key to origination. One has to imitate—to read and
study extensively—in order to know what has already
been originated ; and, having done that, he is prepared
to try out after the new. Otherwise, he is like the
man who was writing a thesis. When asked what
books he had read he answered, ‘I am not reading any
books at all, because I want to be original.” Originality
does not imply superiority. In the very nature of
things the original 1s usually very inferior. It is the
primitive, the primordial, the Devonian, the Silurian
—those dim periods when everything wriggled and
crawled. The upright, erect walking position was un-
known. Then came the steamboat, steam railroad,
aeroplane, cable and radio, and the various derivatives
and improved forms of transportation which originally
were crude and of slight utility.

About the greatest crime which could be committed
against the public would be the suppression of news of
crime. It would be equivalent to putting out the arc
lights of the city at night, laying off all the policemen,
closing down the fire department, blind-folding all
good citizens, preparing an abode where crooks and
gunmen and thieves and robbers might lurk and hide
and slink away after the evil and foul deed will have
been done.

It cannot be said too emphatically that the paper
to be feared is not the one which publishes but sup-
presses crime news.

Congratulations to the Negro Women

The following explanation is made of the incident
which caused the withdrawal of 200 Negro singers
from the program Monday night of the International
Council of Women, whose convention was in session
at Washington, D. C.

“The president of the American Council, and the chqirman
of the local hospitality Committee admit that the question pf
segregation had been thoroughly discussed and that a definite
stand had been taken against it. The ticket manager, however,
followed the usual Washington custom in dealing with mixed
audiences.”

Here is a typical American method of passing the
buck. If a stand against segregation were so definite
(which we doubt), the logical thing would be to have
placed at the ticket window someone sympathetic with
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as large as the Renaissance in New York, but far more
perfectly appointed and more tastefully decorated.

As the house seemed to be crowded, we took box seats,
and found ourselves seated just behind a very gay crowd
of young women, two or three of whom I recognized as
members of one of the clubs whose affairs I have at-
tended. They were very well dressed, and very lively.
This is a sample of the conversation we overheard during
a lull in the music.

“Yes, I was terribly disappointed. You know I have
been looking for a nice piece to go in that odd corner in
the library, and I just found it—the most wonderful bar-
gain you ever saw. It was originally priced at $1,275,
and marked down to only $840—a ridiculously low figure.
But what do you think! When I went back to get it. it
was gone! I almost cried!”

“You don't say so—that was aggravating. But I had
the identical experience last Tuesday. You know I've
been crazy for a four-poster, but I have never seen one
which suited me, and last week at Henderson’s I ran
across a perfect dream. It could not have pleased me
better if it had been made to order for me. Henderson’s
are selling out, you know, and it was marked down to
$1,230. Why I did not take it on the spot, I cannot for
the life of me determine, but you know how one dallies
sometimes. Next day I hurried down to get it, and as
soon as the man saw me he said, ‘Oh, Mrs. Manley, 1
am so sorry, but your bed is gone!'”

Then there was a chorus of sympathetic exclamations
from the listeners, one of whom proceeded, when she
could be heard, to tell how her husband had a perfectly
wonderful chance to buy a certain house on Sixteenth
Street for only $24,000 cash. Whether he had bought
the house, or not, I could not hear, for the orchestra
started up a jazz piece, and drowned out the conversation.

I need not say I was impressed—very much impressed.
I had recognized none of these ladies as being anybody
in particular, but the careless way in which they disposed
of these trivial sums of money convinced me that pros-
perity in Washington was more general and widespread
than I had thought. So I looked at Verney, and he met
my eye with a smile.

“Did you catch that?” he asked.

“Yes, indeed,” I said. “Are we in a nest of
leggers?” I asked, laughingly.

“No.” he said, leaning over to me, and speaking in a
low tone, so as not to be overheard. “The first speaker
is the wife of a school teacher, the second is a school
teacher herself, and the last is a school teacher and the
wife of a government clerk.”

I looked my astonishment.

“That, my dear Carr, is what I call conversational
spending. These women can keep that up all night and
never turn a hair. You will notice, however, that their
experiences did not cost them a single dime between them.
It’s the cheapest form of amusement I know. All it re-
quires is nerve and a little practice. The first time you
essayed it you would feel self-conscious, but after a few
minutes’ effort you would find yourself enjoying it. Some
day when you are particularly ‘broke,’ try it!” He laughed
heartily, and I pondered over the artificiality of some
phases of our modern life.

We enjoyed the show, and I enjoyed Verney’s com-
pany, and when the lights went up for a moment we
spied Dr. and Mrs. Morrow and Miss Barton in a box
ahead of us. After a bit two seats in the same box were
vacated, and we went forward and took them. I talked
to Miss Barton, and Verney to the Morrows, who invited
us all to go home with them, which we did. Mrs. Mor-
row is a wonderful housekeeper, and she fixed us up one
of the finest suppers I ever ate, and this, seasoned with
such good company, made a perfect evening. I don’t re-
call whether 1 have ever told you about the Morrows’
house. It is very handsome, beautifully furnished on the

boot-

older lines, and has every modern conven.ence. It is
very satisfying indeed. Some day I hope I may be able
to show it to you.

I took Lillian Barton home, and, thougl va> very
late, she insisted on my coming in, so I sat ior a wnile in
front of the grate, and had a delightful chat. Tt was
a most unholy hour when I left, but I did not
having lost one or two hours of sleep, for the
feeling was all gone. When [ crept upstairs the
was still as a tomb. I turned in quickly, and slept -
sleep of the just.

I shall try to get a picture of Tommie. I know
line will help me. Three wees from yesterday is
mas, Bob, and I am certainly looking forward to
you then. If you should run into Dr. Corey up
treat him nicely, won't you? And don’t forget the
girls and Miss Chester. I must stop, so that I can a.
this on my way out.

oo 1ST-

Sincerely, etc.

TAKE DR. SIEGERT’S

ANGOSTURA BITTERS

FOR LACK OF APPETITE. Same formula 1824—1924
Recommended by Physicians

At Druggists, Grocers and Delicatessens
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carre to a choice between Roosevelt and Taft, they
went to Taft.
" couise, ingratitude is not peculiarly true of the
o. It is simply too true. Among all peoples there
seen too great a tendency to worship their de-
‘rovers. The hero of today 1s the victim of tomor-
s fury. Today he receives the popular applause;
irrow the abuse of an ungrateful people. Today
tee cry, “Hosannah in the highest”; tomorrow they
it: “Crucify him!”
¢ is, therefore, refreshing to note the survival of
. splendid trait in people even when threatened by
reprisals from the enemy which has its feet on their
necks just now.

Massachusetts
(Continued from page 222)

Incidentally, Mr. Butler R. Wilson is Mrs. Wilson's
husband.

Just as actively engaged in welfare work is Mrs. Flor-
ida Ridley, daughter of the late Judge Ruffin, and one of
the few persons hereabouts, of any consequence, who was
born in Massachusetts. She is imbued with this State’s
holy traditions—and with more. She is the friendly rival
of Mrs. Wilson's in performing for sweet charity’s sake
those bhenevolences which were begun during the war
and which were continued afterwards as being wholly
essential to the welfare of the community life.

Georgia has rendered one good service to the Negro
and to the world of art. She gave to Massachusetts Ro-
land Hayes, and Massachusetts polished him off and sent
him to Europe. Everybody knows the rest. A similar

statement might be made with respect to Maud Cuney
Hare, who has given the big, blustering, countrified, ig-
norant State of Texas about the only just claim she has
ever had to aesthetic culture.

Now to sum up: Massachusetts is the land of the free
and the home of the brave colored man by virtue of her
humanitarianism and justice wherever and whenever he
has been concerned. The colored man of Massachusetts
has more freedom than material possessions, more rights
than initiative, more mouth than a desire to work. He is
ever ready to damn his State to his friend, but he is im-
mediately on the defensive when an outsider presumes to
damn.

And perhaps the first part of this last sentence will make
clear to the reader why the recorder of these facts re-
moved his kid gloves before he began the task of handling
his home State.

Toy

You deck my doby lavishly,
I'm sleek and overfed:
And yet my soul is perishing,

Denied of daily bread.

You make a plaything of my life,
My every trust betray,
And when I would be penitent,
You kiss my prayers away.
Georcia DotgrLas JoHNSsON.

WE GRADUATE CRACKERJACK STENOGRAPHERS
The Stenographer’s Institute
popularly knoum as
DUNCAN’S BUSINESS SCHOOL
1227 S. 17th Street Philadelphia, Pa.

Ability counts—our graduates are earning from $900 to $1.200
and upward per annum. Summer School opens June 1st.
Epwarp T. DuxcanN, Principal.

to your hair.

Golden Electric Marcel Waver

Order sample set today—
or make up a club of six and get
your set free. Remit by post office
or express money order, addt 10%
for shipment west of Deunver or out

U. S.

2136 HENRY STREET

Makes Hair Easy to Manage!

The Golden Electric Hot Comb

dries, straightens and takes the kink out of the curliest hair, and at the
same time prepares it for a beautiful curl or marcel wave.

The Golden Electric Marcel Waver

puts in a perfect, long-lasting marcel wave.
the hair that is hard to train or keep in place.

method which thousands use.
No liquids, grease or oils are needed when using the won-

derful Golden Electric Hot Comb or Marcel Waver.
cast aluminum, highly polished, will not rust or tarnish.

Golden Electric Hot Comb ................ . ...... ... ... ........ $2.50
Golden Electric Marcel Waver .............................. ... ..... 2.00
Golden Electric Radio Jr. Soldering Iron .............................

With order ior Six Combs you get one
With order for Six \\'3\'61:5 vou get one
With order for Six Soldering Irons you get one

NATIONAL ELECTRIC APPLIANCE CO.

SALES AGENTS

There is nothing better for
Try this quick, simple
It acts like magic and brings new loveliness
Both are made of

PRICES

CLUB PRICES

FREE!

DETROIT, MICH.
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OUR WOMANHOOD

No greater force is working to glorify the womanhood of our Race than Madam

C. J. Walker’s Wonderful Hair and Skin Preparations. Our eighteen world re-

nowned articles, made and sold by members of our own Race, are daily relieving

stubborn scalp diseases, stimulating the growth, increasing the length, softening

and thickening short, stubborn, thin, unsightly hair; clearing complexions, smooth-

ing, softening and preserving skin, We tell you, Madam C. J. Walker through

her preparations, if for no other reason, remains yet, the greatest benefactress of

our race. ([ Women throughout this and in twenty-nine foreign countries know

the merits of Madam C. J. Walker’s Preparations and are loud in

"T/v\ their praise of them. You too may learn how they can preserve and

R NOTE / enchance your beauty, make you admired by men and the envy of
: L women. Visit the nearest Madam C. J. Walker agent today, now.
For cleansing the scalp She has a message of hope, cheer, of the way she is glorifying our

Madam C. . Wal- . .
o Vegerable Shar. womanhood and how you too may have long, luxurious hair and a

poo, for tetter,exzema,

B odruff cte.—Tetter beauty-kissed complexion. Visit her, “There’s one near you.”
Salve. Thin, short, fall- N
ing hair,—Wonderful %

i | Por Sale By
hai owne S | WALKER AGENTS
et Tan OF To | DRUG STORES & MAIL

clear, smooth, soften
the skin—Face Creams.

Ayouthful complexion
—Face Powder and
Rouge.

—

e Madam C/) Wq//rer Inc. ¢

640 N West St~Indianapolis. Ind.

Mention THE MESSENGER
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