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In 1938, Sprigle made a name for himself by winning a Pulitzer for a series he wrote exposing Supreme Court Justice Hugo L. Black’s membership in the Ku Klux Klan. Nine years later, he once again took up the issue of white racism with an idea from the popular novel and film, “Gentleman’s Agreement,” in which a reporter poses as a Jew in order to uncover the subtle dynamics of anti-Semitism. In this case, however, the ruse was adapted to discover first-hand the forces of racism experienced by the "Negro" in the South. The results were published first as a twenty-one part series in the Gazette and thirteen other newspapers and then as a pamphlet sensationally titled “I Was a Negro in the South for 30 Days.” After receiving a Headline Club Award and several offers from publishers, a version of the series was published as In the Land of Jim Crow. The serial boosted circulation for the Gazette and was widely read on both sides of the Mason-Dixon line. It even prompted a counter-series in defense of the South. Today such an experiment in "blacking up" may seem suspicious as yet another white appropriation of Black experience. But Ray Sprigle deserves credit for aiding in the post-World War-Two struggle against segregation because his daring stunt helped bring greater awareness to an issue that would soon become the focus of national attention.
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  Foreword


	
	I suppose it was only a question of time, after the hero of a recent novel pretended to be Jewish in order to find out about anti-Semitism, before somebody with an inquiring mind and nerves like hawsers would get the idea of pretending to be a Negro in order to find out what it is like to be Jim Crowed. The inquiring mind and the strong nerves have recently turned up within the skeletal framework of Mr. Ray Sprigle, a Pulitzer-Prize-winning reporter who spent four weeks and traveled four thousand miles through the South disguised as a Negro.


	Mr. Sprigle’s report on what it feels like to live as a second-class citizen reads, to the first-class citizen, like sociological Jules Verne. There are so many things one hadn’t thought of! What do you do if your wife needs a Caesarean section and no hospital within eighty miles will admit her because she is colored? If you are a Negro parent, at what age do you explain to your wide-eyed children that they must adjust to a life of permanent humiliation?


	Mr. Sprigle has not turned up any new material. All his facts have been reported before in such research volumes as Gunnar Myrdal’s An American Dilemma, and others. But in the scholarly disquisitions, the facts are necessarily arranged in graphs and statistics and cautious footnotes. In Mr. Sprigle’s book they are personal and vivid—the spontaneous, unstudied reactions of a self-respecting white American trying to live from one dam to the next under the disabilities imposed on colored Americans.


		That Mr. Sprigle is courageous, his assignment attests. But in view of the importance and intricacy of the whole subject, it is only fair to ask whether he is also impartial and objective. To which the answer is, he was impartial and objective when he started, and when he finished he was still objective. Americans—it was said after the last election—always identify with the underdog, and Mr. Sprigle is no exception to this amiable generality.


	As a matter of fact, identification with the underdog is not a purely American characteristic. Non-Americans have it, too. Mr. Sprigle’s book is a simple, reportorial account of his experiences, but the reflective reader will be struck by the fact that In the Land of Jim Crow inadvertently shows us how we look to Europeans. And other continentals. It is an unexpected glimpse into a mirror we had forgotten was there.


	There are only two possible solutions to the problem of human relationships between white and non-white Americans. One is the ethical solution and the other is the unethical solution. It is too soon to be comfortably sure, as yet, in which direction the country will move, but there have been signs of late that the forces of progress are pulling slightly ahead. If they are, some credit is certainly due to those American journalists who apply their techniques directly and without evasion to the American scene.

	


	MARGARET HALSEY
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	Into a Black World


	I WAS A Negro in the Deep South.


	Now I, a “white” man, know, as well as any white man may, what it means to be a black man below the Mason and Dixon line—the Smith and Wesson line to us black folk.


	For four endless, fear-filled weeks, along with the ten million other Negroes of the South, I lived under the burden of the Jim Crow system, with its iniquitous pattern of oppression and cruelty and discrimination.


	I ate, slept, traveled, lived black. I lodged in Negro households. I ate in Negro restaurants. I crept through the back and side doors of railroad and bus stations. I traveled Jim Crow in trains and busses and streetcars and taxicabs.


	It was a strange, new—and for me, uncharted—world that I entered when, in a Jim Crow railroad coach, we rumbled across the Potomac out of Washington. It was a world of which I had no remote conception, despite scores of trips through the South. The world I had known in the South was white. Now I was black and the world I was to know was as bewildering as if I had been dropped down on the moon.


	The towers and turrets of the great cities of the Southland, painted against the falling night as we rolled along, represented a civilization and an economy almost completely alien to me and the rest of the black millions in the South.


	Only twice in my month-long sojourn was my status as a black man even remotely questioned. A Negro doctor in Atlanta, to whom I was introduced and with whom I talked briefly, later turned to my Negro companion, who was leading me along the unfamiliar paths of the world of color, and demanded, “What are you carrying that white man around with you for?”


	To which my friend replied, “He says he’s a Negro and that’s enough for me. Have you found any way of telling who carries Negro blood and who doesn’t?” And if the doctor wasn’t convinced, he was at least silenced.


	Another time when my membership in the black race was doubted was my own fault. I broke my resolution to keep my mouth shut. For a couple of days I was alone in Atlanta, living in the Negro YMCA and eating in a small but excellent restaurant. Mrs. Hawk, the proprietress, tangled me in conversation one day—never a difficult task for anyone. So I talked too much, too fast and too expansively.


	A couple of days later she met my friend and remarked, “That friend of yours—he talks too much to be a Negro. I think he’s white.”


	But in literally thousands of contacts with Negroes, from nationally known leaders of the race to sharecroppers in the cotton rows, I was accepted as a Negro. I sat for long hours in Negro groups where we discussed everything from Shakespeare to atomic energy and the price of cotton. Neither I nor my companion ever detected any reserve or suspicion that I wasn’t just what I pretended to be, a light-skinned Negro from Pittsburgh, down south on a visit. I attended half a dozen Negro meetings, from YMCA banquets to political conferences and church gatherings, and was even called upon to speak.


	My contacts with whites were few indeed, but here, too, I went unsuspected and unquestioned. Southern whites have long taken the position that when a man says he’s black, so far as they are concerned he is. So the white folks never lifted an eyebrow when I sat in the Jim Crow sections of trains, busses and streetcars, drank from the “For Colored” fountains in courthouse and railroad station, ate in Negro restaurants, sat in the “For Colored” sections of rail and bus stations. Rarely is a light or white Negro questioned in the South when he seeks Jim Crow accommodations. Now and then a conductor or policeman will remind a passenger, apparently white, in a Jim Crow coach, or a light-skinned Negro entering a “For Colored” restaurant, “That’s for Negroes, you know.” But the usual response of “I’m where I belong” ends the matter right there.


	I heard of scores of instances of white-skinned Negroes—or, one should say, men with both white and black blood—being ejected from white sections of busses, streetcars or trains, usually because someone who knew them complained to the driver or conductor.


	But only one incident did I hear of where a man who called himself a Negro was summarily tossed into a white railroad coach despite his insistence, “I’m where I belong.”


	That was when the father of a friend of mine in Atlanta boarded a Jim Crow coach in Birmingham. Both father and son could pass for white anywhere, but through choice have cast their lot with their darker brethren, as have so many thousands of Negroes with a preponderance of white blood.


	“Look,” admonished the conductor, “don’t you know you can’t ride with these niggers? It’s against the law.”


	That was one time when the standard reply, “I’m where I belong,” didn’t go over.


	“Look here, you,” rejoined the conductor, “it’s fellows like you that are goin’ to upset this whole damned applecart. You git on up in the white coaches, and no argument.” And “up in the white coaches” his passenger unwillingly went.


	Probably the conductor hadn’t reasoned the thing out thoroughly, but undoubtedly he realized that, come the day when neither he nor any other white could be certain of distinguishing great numbers of Negroes from their white cousins, Old Jim Crow was in for a terrible lacing.


	It took no great acumen to realize that no Northern white man, even though fairly well disguised as a Negro, could make his way through the black South alone, and completely on his own. He’d meet with suspicion and rebuff not only from whites but, more important, from Negroes too. So a companion, unmistakably a Negro, and familiar with every phase of the black world of the South, was inevitably the solution of that problem. For that I turned to Walter White, executive director of the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People.


	Scores of times Walter White has traversed the South from end to end, posing as a white man, risking his life every mile and every minute of his journeyings. And here was a white newspaperman from Pittsburgh who wanted to reverse the process and turn Negro. The idea caught his fancy. He found the man I needed to lead me through the warrens of the black South.


	And if there is any commendation due anyone for these chronicles, surely the lion’s share must go to that companion of mine. I doubt if there are many men who know the South, black and white, as he does. We ate, slept, lived and traveled together for four weeks. If I learned anything about the life of the Negro, it is because he took me to the places, the men and the women from whom I might learn.


	We’d roll along through the night, our destination the Negro section of a town perhaps two hundred miles away, and for hours I’d listen while he recited long passages from Macbeth and Hamlet, Ingersoll’s essay on Napoleon—page after page from the best in English literature. All his life he has fought against the oppression, the injustice and the discrimination weighing on his people. But there is no bitterness, no hatred in the man. To him, his “Southland,” as he always calls it, is the fairest country in the land. He loves his Georgia above all other states—he would live nowhere else in America.


	In four weeks and four thousand miles of travel we met and talked with hundreds of the Negro leaders of the South. If in four weeks anyone can get the actual picture of the life of the Negro in the South, then I got it. Because that friend of Walter White—and now my friend too—made it possible for me to live that life.


	I became James Rayel Crawford, Negro, from Pittsburgh, come south to to visit friends. I built up an identity as a not too industrious small-time writer and small-time officeholder and had the necessary papers and letters to prove it. I never got a chance to show them to anyone. Without question, I became “Brother Crawford,” welcomed wherever we went with generous hospitality and heart-warming friendliness.


	One last word as I begin this account of my four weeks of life as a Negro in the Deep South: Don’t anybody try to tell me that the North discriminates against the Negro, too, and seek to use that as a defense against the savage oppression and the brutal intolerance the black man encounters in the South. Discrimination against the Negro in the North is an annoyance and an injustice. In the South it is bloodstained tragedy.


	In the North the Negro meets with rebuff and insult when he seeks service at hotels and restaurants. But, at least in states like Pennsylvania and others, he can take his case to court and he invariably wins.


	But in the South he is barred by law not only from white hotels and restaurants but from public parks and swimming pools, from many public buildings—and where he isn’t barred he is restricted to “For Colored” drinking fountains, rest rooms, even elevators in many courthouses and city halls. By law he may not enter bus or railroad stations through the entrances reserved for whites. He must crawl in through a side or back door. By law he must find himself a seat in the rear of a bus and streetcar—or in a railroad coach—and if the white folks need the space, he doesn’t get aboard at all.


	His children are barred from white schools by law and are thrust into shacks in which no intelligent Northern farmer would house his pigs. White children ride to school in busses. Black ones walk. From his birth, when he’s born in a Jim Crow hospital—if he’s lucky enough to rate that kind of birth—until the day he dies in a Jim Crow slum, is coffined by a Jim Crow undertaker, is buried in a Jim Crew cemetery, and gets his name on a Jim Crow honor roll, he is proscribed and oppressed and abused to a degree that no Northern Negro ever heard of.


	Don’t anybody try to tell me anything about the lot of the Negro in the South. That much at least I know. And nobody told me. I saw it for myself.


	No Northern white can deny that there is discrimination against the Negro in the North. Prejudice against the black citizen breaks out in race riots from time to time, as witness Detroit in recent years, and Chicago and Springfield, Illinois, in an earlier day. But in the North, both black and white rioters go to prison. In the South only the black ones climb the steps to a gallows or serve time in a cell.


	In short, discrimination against the Negro in the North is usually in defiance of the law. In the South it is enforced and maintained by the law.


	Let me make clear at the start, too, that this is no complete and impartial survey of the race problem in the South. This is the story of a newspaperman who lived as a Negro in the South and didn’t like it. I deliberately sought out the worst that the South could show me in the way of discrimination and oppression of the Negro. I spent most of my time in Georgia, Mississippi and Alabama. I ignored Virginia and North Carolina, where the greatest progress in development of civilized race relations has been recorded. How can you correct evil until you find it? I deliberately sought the evil and the barbarous aspects of the white South’s treatment of the Negro. It is of that only that I write.
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	Not Quite Slavery—Not Quite Freedom


	I QUIT being white, and free, and an American citizen when I climbed aboard that Jim Crow coach in Washington’s Union Station. From then on, until I came up out of the South four weeks later, I was black, and in bondage—not quite slavery but not quite freedom, either. My rights of citizenship ran only as far as the nearest white man said they did.


	Not that that Jim Crow coach was particularly bad, when regarded solely as a railroad coach. In fact, it was surprisingly good. The reclining seats were comfortable. The washroom was really luxurious compared with those in some of the coaches I ride in around home. Seats were numbered and reserved. There was no crowding.


	But even excellent accommodations are not going to reconcile intelligent, cultured Negroes to Jim Crow. My companion and I were having a little difficulty in finding the black section of the train. He encountered the daughter of an old friend of his, a handsomely dressed, quite beautiful Negro girl, and asked where the Jim Crow coaches were.


	“There’s the things we’ll ride in,” she said with a contemptuous wave toward the two pieces of Jim Crow rolling stock. It developed that she was a schoolteacher from Harlem on her way home to visit her aged mother. (Many days later we passed through the sun-baked, dusty, sprawling little town where the mother lived. There was a whole world between that unkempt town and the fashionable girl from Harlem with upswept hair-do and latest doodads in the way of costume.)


	Both coaches were filled. The crowd was like any other group of travelers one might encounter anywhere. Everyone was courteous and quiet. Even the inevitable drunk who seems to be standard equipment on every railroad coach in the world was annoying only because he was so insistently polite.


	Early in the journey, some of the many absurdities—“idiocies” might be a better word—that mark the Jim Crow system began to develop. To get to the diner we had to traverse half a dozen Pullman coaches. My companion stopped to introduce me to at least three Negroes riding Pullman—a doctor from Atlanta, a minister and a businessman. And I was astonished to learn that Jim Crow doesn’t go on a Pullman. If you’ve got the price you ride Pullman, no matter how black you are.


	Because, as I learned when I checked later, the United States Supreme Court, in a decision handed down a few years ago, ordered the Pullman Company to cease discrimination against Negroes in interstate travel. Unlike some Southern railroads, Southern state governments, Southern school and university authorities, the Pullman Company apparently regards a Supreme Court decision as the law of the land. It obeys, not evades it.


	In practice, though, I was to learn, if you’re black you’ll do well to obtain your Pullman accommodations by telephone. All too frequently railroad agents in the South, particularly in the smaller towns, just can’t seem to bring themselves to concur with the eminent justices of the Supreme Court. In which case a call to the nearest Pullman Company representative will get you space if it’s available.


	Then another absurdity. In the corridor of the dining car a long line of whites waited for vacant tables. My companion, leading the way, brushed unceremoniously past them.


	“Oh, oh, now comes trouble, so early,” I said to myself. But he knew the ropes and I didn’t. There were no seats for white folks, but at the end of the diner were two tables partially curtained off from the rest of the car, and vacant. They were for us colored folks. So we sat down while the white folks stood. Just what protection that curtain affords the white folks I don’t think that any living human being has ever figured out. We could watch them eat and they could watch us eat. There weren’t any curtains around the Negro waiters who served their food with black hands.


	I don’t know what kind of service the white folks got from those waiters. But ours was something right out of the old South. Our food arrived on the jump, promptly and hot. Our waiter “sirred” us as I’ve never been “sirred” before.


	Across from us a family group took over the other table. The man was a navy petty officer, spick and span—and black. His wife was pretty and fashionably dressed. Their baby had everything hung on him that the magazines say a well-dressed baby ought to have. And then there was the baby’s grandmother—also right out of the old South. She wore a turban just like the one in the pancake ads. I noticed that her hands were hard and knotted and gnarled. I was to see many hands like that on little old colored women in the weeks to come. They get that way from long hours on a hoe in the cotton fields.


	On our way back to our Jim Crow seats we pressed carefully through the queue of whites waiting to enter the diner. Again, through the Pullmans, we staggered past the white folks—very careful not to jostle or bump any of them.


	Already I was in the pattern. Already I was experiencing the thing that was to grow upon me through the succeeding weeks. These whites already were a people entirely alien to me, a people set far apart from me and my world. The law of this new land I had entered decreed that I had to eat apart from these pale-skinned men and women—behind that symbolical curtain. For three hundred years these people had told each other, told the world, and now were telling me, that I was of an inferior breed, that if I tried to associate with them they would kill me whenever they thought it expedient or amusing to do so.


	Already I had begun to dislike them. It did no good to tell myself that I was white—or that I would be white again four weeks hence. I was beginning to react like a black man. Not that I wanted to ride with these whites or eat with them. What I resented was their impudent assumption that I wanted to mingle with them, their arrogant and conceited pretense that no matter how depraved and degenerate some of them might be, they, each and every one of them, was of a superior breed.


	In weeks to come I was to become seriously concerned about the psychological change that was taking place in me. There were to be nights when I would sit for hours listening to grim tales of injustice and cruelty and the wanton shedding of innocent blood, so that I began to be worried over the problem of turning my mind “white” again. To tell the truth, I doubt if I will ever regain the satisfied, superior white psychology that I took south with me.


	Came morning—and Atlanta. Now I had been briefed for days on my manners and behavior as a Negro. And I went wrong before I even got out of the Atlanta railroad station.


	I was ahead of my companion, since I was traveling light and he was laden with more hags than an actor. Through the front portal of the station I could see the line of waiting cabs. Eager to be helpful, I hustled ahead, intent on staking claim to a cab.


	“Wait a minute,” I heard my friend call. “This way.” I backtracked and he led me through a door branded “For Colored” to a small, littered waiting room. Another door with the Jim Crow brand above it led outside. Here was no wide portico, no line of cabs. In fact, no cab. Not until you called one. I knew, of course, that white and Negro passengers must wait in separate waiting rooms in Southern railroad stations. But I didn’t know until then that there were black and white entrances to stations in cities like Atlanta.


	My mistake gave my companion an idea. He led me around to the front of the station and we defiled the white folks’ entrance by going through it. Nothing happened. So we tried it again. Still nothing happened.


	“Well, why aren’t we in jail? Looks like the white folks are easing up,” I said to my companion.


	He was actually disappointed, and his reaction was somewhat astonishing.


	“Just another example of police inefficiency,” he asserted. “There usually is an officer on duty at that front entrance with the sole duty of shooing Negroes around to the side.” My friend was all set for minor adventure and then the Atlanta police force let him down.


	“Seriously, though,” he told me while we waited for our Jim Crow cab, “ordinarily we’d have been stopped and told to go to the colored entrance. There’d have been no unpleasantness unless we refused. They wouldn’t even have called us ‘nigger’ as they would have a few years ago. But if you have any idea you can walk through the white folks’ entrance to a railroad station, you just try it at any station in the South outside Atlanta. And I’ll stand back and watch—and bail you out.”


	Politely I declined his challenge. That was the first last and only time I disobeyed the white folks’ law during all my stay in the South.


	Finally our cab, with the “For Colored” legend that Georgia law requires on its door, arrived. Half an hour later we debarked at the home of my friend—the way I felt right then, my only friend in all the world—just off Auburn Avenue, Atlanta’s black Broadway.
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	The Problems of “Passing”


	I MIGHT as well be honest about this expedition of mine into the South. I wasn’t bent upon any crusade. All I saw at first was the possibility of a darned good newspaper story. The whole idea was pretty dreamy and nebulous. I put the suggestion before William Block and Andrew Bernhard, publisher and editor of our Pittsburgh Post-Gazette. They’re both the kind of newspapermen that a newspaperman likes to work for. I didn’t have to do too much of a job of selling, and they finally gave me the word to go.


	“Work it out yourself,” they told me, and from then on I was left strictly on my own.


	It didn’t take me long to find out that suddenly switching races after more than fifty years of life as a white man had more difficulties and problems than I’d imagined. I had thought that the task of transforming myself into a working model of a Negro would be a comparatively easy one. But the job of turning myself into a Negro so far as appearance went almost killed the assignment before it began.


	Remember all those romances you’ve read in which the hero disguises himself as a Hindu or Arab or one of the other darker-skinned races?


	Remember how, almost invariably, he goes to “an old woman” in a near-by village and she provides him with a lotion that turns him dark for weeks and months, and he goes merrily on his secret mission? My big trouble at the outset of this expedition was that I just couldn’t find one of these old women waiting with her miraculous lotion.


	And in more than six months of searching, I couldn’t discover any lotion, liquid, unguent or chemical that would turn a white hide brown or black and remain impervious to perspiration, soap and water, and the ravages of the ordinary wear and tear of daily life.


	Let me qualify that last statement. Both Mellon Institute in Pittsburgh and a Long Island chemist I consulted did come up with a permanent stain. Both recommended any one of a series of phenol compounds. But they thought it only fair to warn me that there was one little drawback. It seems that if you covered yourself thoroughly with one of them you’d find yourself thoroughly dead in from fifteen minutes to fifteen days, depending upon your resistance. I thanked them kindly for their assistance.


	Naturally, before I turned to chemists, make-up experts and the like I had recourse to that old reliable stain of boyhood memory, the juice of walnut hulls. Walnut juice will stain the human skin, I am able to report. I am also able to report that a day or two later it will neatly remove the human hide. Fortunately, I took the precaution of applying it experimentally on a square foot or so of my chest. I was weeks in getting over that. I tried iodine, argyrol, pyrogallic acid, potassium permanganate. Come a little perspiration and I’d find myself striped like a tiger or spotted like a leopard.


	The Long Island chemist who suggested a phenol compound but urged caution in its use because, as he casually remarked, it was usually fatal, added that he had heard that mahogany hark would make an infusion that would indelibly stain the human hide. So I went into a long period of international correspondence that finally brought me a hundred-pound bale of mahogany bark from Nicaragua. There was enough of it to have stained everybody in the country—if it had worked. Trouble was, it didn’t. It boiled down into the most beautiful maroon  infusion you’d ever want to see. It stained tablecloths, cooking pans, sinks, stoves, floors, towels, washcloths and clothing. But it wouldn’t stain me. I’ve still got most of the bale.


	Six months’ searching and experimenting, the expenditure of a couple of square feet of skin (mine) and a couple of hundred dollars (my publisher’s) and I was no nearer to getting away from the white race than I was the day I started.


	Sun-tan, which probably should have been my first thought, became my last resort. Three weeks of Florida sunshine solved all my color problems and burned me to a passable coffee-with-plenty-of-cream shade.


	At the start of my tanning process I had shaved my head practically down to the skull and kept it that way for the duration. I had my glasses set in enormous black rims. A cap that drooped like a tam-o’-shanter completed my attempt at disguise.


	And now I had to move with dispatch. I didn’t have too much confidence in the durability of my sun-tan transformation into a Negro, and time proved me right. I faded from day to day. But for the four weeks of my assignment, I was a reasonable facsimile of a light-skinned Negro from the North.


	I scurried back to Washington, where I met my companion who was to pilot me through a month of life as a Negro. That night we were on our way to Atlanta in a Jim Crow railroad coach—just a couple of Negroes Jim Crowing it through the Southland.


	I was to learn, too, almost at the outset of our journey that much of my concern over acquiring a dark skin was wasted worry and effort. Everywhere I went in the South, I encountered scores of Negroes as white as I ever had been back home in Pittsburgh. But one thing my deep tan did accomplish. Undoubtedly it had much to do with my acceptance everywhere as a Negro without explanation and without questioning. One thing a fair-skinned Negro does have to do when he arrives as a stranger in a Negro community. He has to establish himself in one fashion or another as a Negro.


	I was to learn that the color line that separates the races is an exceedingly dim and tenuous one. Thousands of Negroes cross that line, back and forth, at will. But accounts of twenty thousand Negroes a year “passing” to become permanently white seem to me, as a result of my own experiences, somewhat difficult to substantiate. That figure of twenty thousand, quite widely accepted, seems to be based largely upon comparison of census statistics covering Negroes leaving the South and Negroes arriving in Northern communities. All of which seems to me to leave room for tremendous error.


	But, undeniably, it is a fact that there are many thousands of Negroes in the South who can “pass” any day they wish. I saw hundreds and talked to scores of them. In fifty years in the North I didn’t see as many as I did in four weeks in the South.


	Many of the light-skinned Negroes I encountered in the South have sisters, brothers, cousins or other relatives who have “passed” and are living as white in the North. Few told me about their own “white” relatives in the North. When they did it usually was a kind of oblique reference to “the white branch of our family.” But I listened to a great many stories about members of someone else’s family who had “passed.”


	Most of the Negroes with whom I discussed “passing,” when they expressed any opinion at all, seemed to disapprove of it. Probably the reason for this is the fact that most of the Negroes I met were well read, well educated and leaders in their communities. They have developed a racial pride that makes them contemptuous of those among their people who deny their own race in order to “pass.”


	This situation—these uncounted millions of blood relationships between the flower of white Southern aristocracy, the scions of the lordly master race, and the despised and hated “lesser” race—is the most delicately and adroitly handled phase of race relations in the South. It is there for all who can distinguish shades of color to see. It is acknowledged. But it just isn’t discussed. Neither the white nor the black branch of the great Southern family tree seems to want to stress this most embarrassing problem.


	One of the most interesting families I encountered—naturally, I came into contact with only the black half of it—was that of a Southern planter in one of the backwoods Georgia counties. Like so many thousands of Southern whites of the generation just past, he maintained his legal white wife in the “big house” on the plantation and his black mistress in the best of the tenant houses on the place. In time he fathered a white daughter and a mulatto son.


	He must have been a reasonably fair-minded rascal at that. Because his will divided his plantation equally between his brown and white offspring. The son runs the plantation, turning over to his half-sister her share of the production of the land. She is married and, I was told, is a figure in Detroit society—white society, of course, since she is white. Friends of the half-brother told me that he has visited his sister and has been received in her home. But when she comes south, as she has on occasion, in connection with plantation affairs, she of course stays at a hotel in a near-by town. No white Southerner would seek to cause either brother or sister any embarrassment in a situation of this sort, but of course racial and social amenities and, above all, tradition must be meticulously observed.


	Another one of these situations where the color line got all tangled up beyond any hope of unraveling is common knowledge to well-informed Negroes all over the South because of the prominence of the brothers involved. Both of these brothers are mulatto. Both are well-to-do; one rates almost as a millionaire, and the other is famous. Their aristocratic white father never married. One of the Negro families on his plantation had twin daughters who became famous in the community for their beauty. The planter fell in love—but with which one he was unable to decide. So he solved the problem set by his loving but uncertain heart by moving both sisters into the “big house.” Each bore him a son. Both sons were educated in Northern universities, entered professions and were left fortunes by their father.


	Rarely indeed does your white Southerner, be he liberal or conforming to tradition, dwell on this delicate phase of the race problem. Many white slaveowners sold their brown children into slavery a hundred years ago. And many a white Southerner of today lumps his own blood cousins in his denunciation of “damned worthless niggers.”
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	Southern Hospitality—Negro Style


	UNDER a blazing Georgia sun we begin our journey of 3,400 miles through the black South. Cotton is greening the blood-red soil of the endless fields. It’s cotton-chopping time, when the cotton plants must be thinned out. Family by family the Negro sharecroppers are in the fields, children of seven or eight and grandmothers and grandfathers who totter when they walk but still are able to swing a hoe.


	Not all of the women are in the fields, though. This is Monday—washday in the South as in the North. All along the highway and the little side roads the iron kettles are steaming over fires in the yards—dirty clothes boiling clean.


	We stop off for a drink of water and a bite of corn pone in the kitchen of Hannah Ingram. Hannah is one of the hundreds of Negro homesteaders on the Flint River project in Macon County. It’s a tract of some twelve thousand acres bought by the Federal Government eight years ago and divided into tracts running from fifty to two hundred acres. These were parceled out to Negro sharecroppers who could make a small down payment. They’ve got forty years to pay out.


	Hannah Ingram is somebody. She and her husband were coming along fine, working from sunup to sundown, each of them behind a mule and plow, when Henry Ingram went down with a paralytic stroke four years ago. He hasn’t walked or used his arms since. He can’t talk. Hannah kept the mules and the plows going. Two years she raised a crop. Then she played out. But the Ingrams are still going strong. Between them they had the land in such good shape that they were able to rent it for enough to feed them and make the required quarterly payments. Come thirty years and they’ll own their own land—as Hannah, smiling, said, “Down here or up there.”


	Nothing would do but we must sit down and share supper—greens and a slab of corn pone and plain water from the pump outside. Hannah was really hurt when I wanted to pay for the meal.


	This Flint River project is just a drop in an ocean, a bright, clear drop in a dark and bitter ocean. It would take ten thousand such projects to make even a dent in the South’s evil sharecropping system. A couple of hundred Negroes have quit their noisome, windowless sharecroppers’ shanties to come out here to neat, substantial five-room houses, a well, a barn and a smokehouse with each. Each house had its quota of solid, plain furniture when the Government sold it to the cropper.


	Young John Robinson is principal of the excellent school that boasts eight teachers. He judges that about half of the dwellers on the project are making good. One man paid out in four years instead of forty. The other half are just holding their own or falling back. Only a handful picked up and quit.


	By this time I was getting pretty hungry. We’d had nothing to eat all day except Hannah Ingram’s corn pone. It was getting on toward seven, too, and what about a lodging for the night? Not a word from my companion except, “If we can make Americus tonight we’ll have a place to stay.” And what, I wondered, if we don’t make Americus?


	But at long last we rolled into the town. And then I got another installment of the facts of life when you’re black and in the South.


	We presented ourselves at a fine, beautifully furnished home and were received with a welcome that warmed one’s heart. In an hour we were making away with a bountiful meal. A comfortable room was awaiting us. So I learned how Negroes travel in the South. Only in the larger Southern cities are there hotels for them. Since I wanted to live my life as a Negro in the little towns and in the plantation country, I didn’t get to stop in any of the big towns. But my friends tell me that life is pretty rugged in most Negro hotels.


	So in every Southern town there are doctors, lawyers, undertakers, insurance men who maintain open house for Negroes who are traveling. It’s a kind of reciprocal affair. When they travel, they are guests at the homes of friends whom they have sheltered. There is no question of payment, but it is etiquette when leaving in the morning to press upon your hostess a contribution for her church or missionary society. Or if she’s an ardent member of the NAACP, then a donation to that organization. Through the years, this system of Negro travel in the South must have added a good many thousands to the treasuries of Negro churches and other organizations.


	As always, when Negroes gather in the South there is one thing they inevitably talk about—the relations between the races, what are the white folks going to do next? And why not? That one thing overshadows all else in the life of the black man.


	Here in Sumter County the white man has bowed his back and set himself to roll back the rising tide of franchise that is sweeping Georgia. The courthouse gang has “purged” the registration lists of eight hundred names of Negro voters. A bare eighty are left.


	So the Negro leaders of the community—the men and women I met that night—raised a defense fund of six hundred dollars to take the issue to the courts. They hired a lawyer and paid him one hundred dollars. He made one trip to the courthouse. The committee hasn’t seen him since. But the “word went out”—that’s the expression when the white folks grapevine their warnings—that Sumter County Negroes had better drop their plans for a court fight.


	It was effective too. The six-hundred-dollar war chest was quietly returned to the contributors, and there’ll be no fight to restore the purged names to the registration lists. A teacher in the Negro schools who had headed up the NAACP branch in Americus was called in and told to quit teaching or quit the national Negro organization. She quit her job. Maybe the Supreme Court did outlaw the white-only primary, but the white folks of Sumter County have overruled the high tribunal. And as between the Supreme Court of the United States and the white folks, Sumter County Negroes are in no doubt as to which to obey. They’ll live safer and perhaps longer that way.
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	Don’t “Figure Behind the Man”


	YOU BEGIN to get a better idea of what it means to be a black sharecropper in the South as you sit on a homemade stool in the two-room shack of Henry Williams in Sumter County on the road to Americus in the Georgia cotton country. No Northern farmer would keep his cattle in a shanty like this. And this place of Henry’s is far better than hundreds of others we have passed on our travels.


	At least it has one window in one room. Many of these sharecropper cabins have none at all—just holes in the wall with a wooden shutter that can be closed against the sleet and cold of the winter. And when you close the shutters you shut out the light too, so you live for five months of the year in a dismal black cavern. In the summer you  can leave your shutters open to the sunlight and wind—and also to the flies, mosquitoes and sundry other insects.


	Henry, however, has no fault to find with his mansion. “Yessir,” he says, “got us four rooms here.” The two-room discrepancy between Henry’s account and mine is due to a rough board lean-to slapped against the back of his shack and bisected by a board partition. In one half of the place is a rather hopeless stove where Mrs. Williams does her cooking. At that, she’s far better off than scores of her neighbors up and down the road. They do their cooking in an open fireplace—with a kettle for collards or turnip greens, a skillet for fat-back, and the corn pone baked in the ashes.


	Henry has been a sharecropper for twenty-nine years, he tells me.


	“You been making any money these few years back with cotton and peanuts bringing big prices?” I ask him.


	“You don’t make any money sharecroppin’,” he replies, surprised at the question. “Some years you get some cash in the fall. Bad years you jest go over to the next year.”


	Henry, like most sharecroppers, admits that he “keeps movin’ ” in a so-far futile effort to do better for himself. Five years was the longest he ever worked on one plantation in his years of sharecropping.


	In 1946, he says, he “made” 14 bales of cotton and 6½ tons of peanuts. That year “The Man” (the landlord) gave him $800 cash.


	Next year, 1947, he made 17 bales of cotton and 10 tons of peanuts. Despite bigger crops and equal if not higher prices, that year “The Man” gave him $700. Between crops he lives out of the commissary maintained by “The Man.”


	Cotton last year brought about $200 a bale, with the seed, and peanuts sold at $200 a ton. That would be $3,400 for Henry’s cotton and around $2,000 for the peanuts—$5,400 in all, with Henry supposedly getting half of it, or $2,700. Of course out of that $2,700 comes tractor hire, if “The Man” supplies a tractor, fertilizer, and Henry’s commissary bill. But $2,000 for these items seems just a little high. Even Henry seems to think so. Now, it could be that the $700 that Henry got was a perfectly fair settlement. The point is that Henry doesn’t know, I certainly don’t know—nobody in the whole wide world knows except “The Man.”


	In all his sharecropping, Henry has never seen any kind of account of his operations. “The Man” never gives him a statement—no figures—just hands him a check or a little roll of cash. Henry never has had a bill or account of his purchases at the commissary. He has never known what his cotton or corn or peanuts sold for. Technically, half the crop he raises is his. But he never has sold an ounce of cotton or a single peanut.


	This is the pattern throughout the South.


	Every Negro knows it and accepts it. It’s a custom a tradition, just as basic as Jim Crow. No Negro dares buck the system. Everywhere I went, and I talked with at least a score of sharecroppers, I heard the same expression: “If you go to figure behind ‘The Man’ you’re gonna git trouble.” For that matter every Negro sharecropper I talked to admitted that he couldn’t figure. “ ‘The Man’ jes’ calls it off,” they told me, each with a wry smile.


	Up in Macon County, Henry Mann farms 22 acres of “The Man’s” plantation. Last year he raised two tons of peanuts and 11 bales of cotton. At $200 a bale and ton, that would have been $2,600—Henry’s share $1,300—less, of course, his “furnish” and other expenses. He got $242 cash. Shamefacedly he admits he can’t “figure.” He wouldn’t “figure behind ‘The Man’ ” anyway. Year before, he says, he made only seven bales and a ton and a half of peanuts. He had a hospital bill to come out of his share and wound up with $30 cash for his year’s work. But Henry has a garden of his own and raises a few hogs each year. Apparently he’s convinced he is doing all right for himself.


	On many plantations “The Man” won’t waste good cotton land in gardens for his croppers, so cotton grows “right up to the front door and right up to the back door.” On many plantations “The Man” puts in a big patch of collards and turnips and other garden truck and assigns a couple of hands to take care of it. The sharecroppers then buy it from “The Man.” Every stem of collards they eat is charged against them on the bill they never see.


	Over in Early County, Gary Davis farms 30 acres—peanuts, cotton and corn. Last year he made nine bales of cotton and six tons of peanuts. His share, $1,500. He got $500. He can’t “figure” and wouldn’t try it if he could.


	Joe Downs, in Clay County, with the help of his wife and nine children, made 14 tons of peanuts and seven bales of cotton. That’s worth $4,200; Joe’s share, $2,100, less his “furnish,” He got $400. In all his life he never saw a statement, never saw any figures. He can’t “figure” either.


	There’s no use cluttering up the record with statistics. The story runs like that all over the South. It could be that the sharecroppers I happened to strike were all worthless, lazy or liars. But in county after county in the plantation country of three states, I talked to Negro businessmen, professional men, undertakers, now and then a Negro farm agent. Certainly they know the sharecropping system and the black men at the bottom who produce the cotton and the peanuts and the corn. Not one of them but insisted that cheating a sharecropper out of his eyeteeth was accepted and standard practice. Every one of them backed up his belief with instance after instance. I didn’t bother taking notes. I’d talked with sharecroppers myself.


	This sharecropping in the South is grand larceny on a grand scale.
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	Negroes, Too, Are Different


	THIS IS A “tough” town in a “tough” county. We break our journey to get a couple of bottles of beer in the picturesque juke joint that Jared Buford runs down here in the Negro section. (“Jared Buford” is about as far from his real name as could be.)


	Jared just took over this little beer place a few months ago. He bought it out of the profits he made on his one hundred rented acres outside of town. Jared himself is a tall, powerful Negro who moves like a great cat. He was three years in the Army, two of them overseas.


	There’s one thing that Jared Buford would like to do. He’d like to vote. Just once. He’s never voted and he’s never tried to vote. And he makes it plain that as long as he lives in this county he never will try to vote.


	“No,” he explains, “nobody would ‘hurt’ a Negro who tried to register. They’d just pay you no never mind. You go up to the courtcouse and tell the white folks you want to register. That’d be the end of it. Nobody would give you anything to register with. Come closing time you’d just have to go home.”


	Same way with this business of “figurin’ behind ‘The Man’ ” when we get to talking about the sharecroppers in the county.


	“Nobody going to hurt a black sharecropper if he figures behind ‘The Man’ or all around ‘The Man,’ ” insists Jared. “But if he starts fixin’ to do anything with those figures—well, that might be something else.”


	So no Negro votes in this county, and no Negro protests against the conscienceless and brazen exploitation of the sharecropper. It looks as though the white folks down here have worked out a foolproof system of “keeping the black man in his place.”


	In fact, Jared has arrived at that conclusion himself.


	“Ain’t no Negro in this county going to be hurt or killed as long as he keeps his place,” he says. “White folks here ain’t going to make trouble just for the sake of trouble like they do some places. I never had any trouble and I ain’t going to have no trouble. I’ve got my place here and on the farm, and the white folks got their place.


	“This is our life down here in our end of the town. Oh, I know you folks back in Atlanta got your theaters and night clubs, but we get along without ’em.”


	No, Jared isn’t going to buy a new car with his profits from his cotton and his beer.


	“No Negro in this territory has got a new car and they won’t no Negro git a new car until every white man that wants one has it,” he says.


	“No sir—no sharecropping for me,” smiles Jared when I ask him about his farming operations. “If I’m going to follow a mule all day I want to see something in my hand for it when I git through.”


	Jared rents himself a hundred good acres from a white planter and pays cash rent for it, $12 an acre or $1,200 a year for the farm. Last year he cleared $5,280 cash on his peanuts and cotton, and recites from memory the figures to prove it, so much gross, so much for fertilizer, draft animals and half a dozen other items.


	Jared is exceptional. It takes an exceptional Negro to succeed in the desperate struggle from sharecropper to tenant farmer. Your tenant farmer must either have mules, plows and other machinery, feed for his family and his stock, or he must have cash in hand to rent machinery and stock. If he has a record as a good farmer he sometimes can lease land on credit. Oftener lie must pay at least a part of it down. Jared had money to finance his start and sufficient credit to tide him over until crop time. And another thing the Negro farmer who is going to make the climb from sharecropper to tenant must have. He must be able to read and write and figure. So few Negro sharecroppers in the South possess that ability.


	In every word and gesture it’s plain that Jared is a black man who has worked out a way of life for himself. And it’s plain, too, that the white man doesn’t enter into that life. Here is a man, it seems to me, who has just cut himself off from white civilization. And is doing all right at it, too, because he is exceptional.


	Over in Miller County we encounter a completely different type of Negro farmer. He’s Jordan Arline—and that’s his real name. Two generations of Arlines who have owned and farmed their own land have made Arline a substantial figure in the life of the county. Arline owns 600 acres of land, having added about 200 acres to the farm left him by his father. He, like most Georgia farmers, has gotten away in recent years from a one-crop cotton economy. He produces cotton, of course, and pecans, peanuts, sugar cane from which he manufactures his own molasses—last year he sold a thousand gallons—corn, hogs, turkeys, chickens, and now he’s going in strong for beef cattle.


	He uses the sharecropper system to produce his cotton, peanuts and corn. And here again is a striking contrast I found between the returns a sharecropper gets when he works for a white man and those he gets when he works for a Negro.


	Top sharecropper cash income on Arline’s farm last year was $1,514.21. That was net, after deducting expenses for the year for “furnish,” fertilizer and the like, which amounted to $884.80. And this man got an itemized statement of his account, as do all of Arline’s sharecroppers. He was good, but Arline wishes he hadn’t done so well, because with all that money he decided it was foolish to work any more. So he bought a secondhand car and took to the road. Before he went he shipped 35 head of hogs he had raised with his own feed on his own time, and molasses and corn.


	All of which seems to lend some degree of weight to the defense of the Southern white when he’s charged with ill-treating and cheating his sharecroppers.


	“They’re shiftless and undependable,” he explains. “No use tryin’ to do anything for them. They’ll just up and leave you anyway.”


	It is true. Sometimes. And why not? The Negro sharecropper is always desperately bent on “bettering himself.” So he moves from plantation to plantation in the usually vain hope of finding one where he’ll not be cheated. And then he finds a planter like Arline, and finds himself at the end of the season with a fortune of $1,500 plus 35 hogs and corn to feed them! That’s just too much money for a man who never had as much as $500 at one time in all his life before. How understandable that he quits the hard work until he goes broke and must find himself another boss.


	Last year Arline decided it was time to vote. At the county seat the white folks in friendly fashion indicated that they’d rather he’d forget the whole thing. Arline wired the governor, notified the Georgia Political and Civic League, a group of Negro leaders with headquarters in Atlanta, and went to see the United States attorney at Macon. Everything was kept on a friendly basis. Arline is registered and votes along with about sixty other Negro property owners. There was no earthquake, no stars fell, and by now the white folks in Arline’s county are pretty well reconciled to the fact that it isn’t going to make much difference to them whether the Negroes vote or not. Always with the proviso, of course, in a rural county like this one, that too many Negroes won’t seek to exercise the right of franchise.
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	“Justifiable Homicide in Self-Defense”


	SHE IS WORN and aged and bent beyond her time. Her hands are warped and gnarled an she wrings them helplessly. Nearly a quarter of a century behind a plow and mule under blazing Georgia suns has done that to her.


	In a haze of dull despair, this broken, hopeless Negro farm woman sits in the drab, neat little parlor in black Atlanta and tells her tale of wanton murder. Terror and tragedy seemingly have wrung her dry of emotion.


	“When the white folks gave him back to me he was in his coffin. I held his head in my hands when I kissed him. And I felt the broken pieces of bone under the skin. It was just like a sackful of little pieces of bone.


	“I put my arms around him for one last time as he lay there. All down one side of him there were no ribs—just pieces that moved when I held him.”


	That was her husband she was talking about—Henry Gilbert, forty-two years old, Negro farmer, murdered by the white folks of Harris and Troup Counties, Georgia, May 29, 1947.


	Henry Gilbert was victim of the mores of the white Southerner. When a Negro kills a white man and escapes, another Negro—any Negro—has to pay. Henry Gilbert just happened to be the Negro picked for slaughter.


	Sunday night, May 4, Olin Sands, a white planter, in his pickup truck overtook Gus Davidson, a young Negro with a bad record among both blacks and whites, driving his father’s car, in front of the Union Springs Baptist Church. Sands accused him of driving over a calf lying in the road and began beating the Negro with a club. The Negro shot and killed him.


	Henry Gilbert, a deacon and treasurer of the little Baptist church, was inside the church counting the evening’s collection. Mrs. Gilbert and the wives of the other deacons were waiting in front. At the sound of the shots they called their menfolk and everybody started for home in short order.


	Two weeks later, E. V. Hilyer, sheriff of Troup County, with two officers from Harris County, appeared at the Gilbert home at four-thirty in the morning. They arrested him on a warrant charging him with aiding and abetting the escape of Gus Davidson, despite the fact that a short time before Gilbert had had Davidson arrested and jailed for creating a disturbance in the church. Davidson, his father, Lovett Davidson, and their white employer, Luke Sturdevant, had all told Gilbert that they’d get even with him. The officers drove away with Gilbert just as it was getting light.


	And that glimpse of him in the early dawn, three gun-hung white men shepherding him into their car, was the last time Carolyn Gilbert was ever to see her husband alive. He’d be dead “when the white folks gave him back.”


	For the next ten days Henry Gilbert dropped out of sight while Georgia law dragged him from jail to jail. Early Monday Mrs. Gilbert hurried to Hamilton. She was told her husband had been “carried” to Columbus, where “the FBI wanted to talk to him.” Not until May 29 did Mrs. Gilbert get any definite word as to where her husband was being held. That afternoon two of her uncles, Jesse and Cicero Davenport, told her that Henry was back in Hamilton Jail, that they had talked to him through his cell window.


	Friday morning, “happier than I could tell you, Mr. Crawford,” at the news that her husband was alive and well, she bustled through breakfast and got ready to go to Hamilton to see the husband she had feared was dead.


	She was all dressed and was waiting for a neighbor to drive her into town when another neighbor, Willie B. Andrews, came in.


	A white man, Mr. Louis Booker, had given Willie word to carry to Mrs. Gilbert. Her husband was dead. She’d find his body in a Hamilton undertaker’s rooms.


	Thursday night County Policeman Willie H. Buchanan had gone into Henry Gilbert’s cell. “To get a confession,” he said afterwards.


	“The nigger drew a chair on me and I had to kill him,” he explained.


	Here is what the undertaker found when he fixed Henry Gilbert’s body up for burial:


	His skull was crushed to a pulp both in front and in back. One leg and one arm were broken. All the ribs on one side were smashed into splinters. He was riddled by five bullets fired at close range. That is what Georgia justice officially describes as “justifiable homicide in self-defense.” And Willie Buchanan, wanton killer, is “man of the year” in Harris and Troup Counties.


	The white folks gave Carolyn Gilbert less than a month to mourn her murdered husband in peace. Then came Sheriff Hilyer again with another “aiding-abetting-escape” warrant, and Carolyn went to the same jail where her husband was murdered. She was there only twenty-four hours, however, before Attorney Dan Duke, the man who smashed the Columbians, had her out on $1,000 bail.


	“I just don’t understand those white people,” says Mrs. Gilbert. “If Henry had an enemy in the world it was Gus Davidson. He was a bad man. He came into our church with a gun and threatened one of our deacons. Henry had him jailed for that. And right then Gus Davidson told Henry he’d get even. So did his father, Lovett Davidson, and so did Lovett Davidson’s white man, Luke Sturdevant.”


	At Mrs. Gilbert’s preliminary hearing, when she was held for court, Davidson testified he had seen his fugitive son eating breakfast in the Gilbert home.


	“Why, I wouldn’t have let Gus Davidson sit at my table. I wouldn’t have let him come into my house at any time—let alone when he was being hunted for murder,” declared Carolyn. Sheriff Hilyer himself pinned perjury on both Davidson and Sturdevant, but a justice of the peace held Mrs. Gilbert for trial.


	Now word from Harris County is that the white folks want to drop the case against Mrs. Gilbert and just forget the whole thing. It won’t make much difference to the dry-eyed, huddled woman in the chair across from me. Her life is finished. And the life that Henry and Carolyn Gilbert had built out of toil and struggle through the years is finished, too.


	“Twenty-two years we were married before the white folks killed him,” she says, not a sign of emotion in her voice. “We sharecropped two years and I worked with him in the fields from the day we were married. Then we saved enough to buy us a little old mule and we went to rentin’. We worked seventeen years on our rented farm and saved our money until we had $1,350. So we bought us a farm a few miles out of Chipley. It was 111 acres and run down pretty bad. But we built it up, Henry and me, working from daylight to dark.


	“Henry borrowed $1,000 from the man at the bank and he let Henry have it just on his note. We had the whole farm wired in. We had nine cows and four big hogs and two mules. Henry worked one of the mules and I worked the other. But we didn’t let the girls work in the cotton. Henry wanted learning for them. So they all went to high school in La Grange. Two of them go to high school here now and the other one graduated and works in Mr. Rich’s store.


	“Henry paid back the thousand dollars he borrowed and the bank man lent him $600 more. Henry worked on the house, too. We had five rooms—big rooms and screens on every window, and he screened in the whole back porch too.”


	All of this, the murder of her husband, the simple story of her life, without a tear, without a tremor in her voice.


	Suddenly she dropped her head in her hands and sobs shook her.


	“Every night I keep asking God to help me. But I don’t know what he could do. Help me pray. Pray for me.”


	Me, a white man—even though she thinks I’m black—pray for Carolyn Gilbert! Who would listen?
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	The Real Meaning of “Separate but Equal”


	SO THIS is what “separate but equal” means!


	Right here, within the space of little more than a thousand yards along the highway, that hard-worked phrase—beloved catchword of every Southern apologist for discrimination against little black children—becomes an evil, despicable mockery.


	This thing is a school, this dilapidated, sagging old shack, leaning and lopsided as its makeshift foundations crumble. It is the kind of school that the white folks of Clay County provide for Negro children, here on the outskirts of the pleasant, thriving little Georgia town of Bluffton.


	Well, surely this ancient tumble-down pile of lumber is “separate” enough.


	But so far as the “equal” of the phrase goes—to just what is this old hovel equal?


	Certainly not to the attractive, modern school plant just a little way down the road toward Bluffton. That fine brick structure is the kind of school that Clay County white folks build and maintain for their own children.


	The contrast is deadly. But here on this short stretch of Georgia highway is the completely accurate picture of the South’s Jim Crow educational system.


	This leaking old wreck of a shanty must be nearly half a century old. The warped old clapboards are falling off. Holes bigger than your hand give permanent cross-ventilation. There are no desks, no seats but rude benches. Two rough tables serve as desks. A few dog-eared schoolbooks are scattered on the tables. A “blackboard,” apparently homemade, just a sheet of cardboard about two by three feet, is nailed to the bare studding.


	The only redeeming feature of this thing called a school is the teacher, Tall and spare, gentle and soft-spoken, earnest and intelligent, she reminds you, except for her dark skin, of a typical New England schoolmarm with her sharp, aquiline profile.


	For twenty-seven years, she tells us, she has taught this little school. Three school-generations of little Negro American citizens have picked up the rudiments of an education under her kindly tutelage. She is actually proud of this school.


	“The state furnishes us free schoolbooks now,” she says. “When I started in twenty-seven years ago the only textbook we had was my Bible that I brought to school. Some of the children were able to buy textbooks as the years went on, and the whole class used them.”


	There are thirty-eight children in her school, divided into seven grades. She teaches them all. If all of her thirty-eight scholars came to school at one time the little room would be crowded to suffocation. But now there is only a handful of little tots. All the bigger girls and boys are “excused.” This is cotton-chopping time, and cotton is more important than learning. The bigger boys and girls are also “excused” at plowing and planting time and again in the fall when it’s time to pick the precious cotton. The school term is eight months, she says. But only the youngest ever see eight months of schooling.


	Miss Minnie Dora Lee draws a salary of $112 a month. When she started and for many years afterward she got $20 a month. It has taken the full twenty-seven years of her service to climb to that magnificent figure of $112.


	Miss Minnie Dora Lee’s school is typical of Negro schools in Georgia and the Deep South. True, there are many, very many, that are much better. Else all the millions that the Rosenwald Foundation has poured into the cause of Negro education in the South would have been of no effect. The hundreds of Rosenwald Fund Negro schools in the South are like a pleasant island in a dark swamp. And there are communities in the South that do afford reasonably decent tax-maintained schools for their Negro children.


	But there are many Negro schools too, in the South, that are far worse. Frankly, I’d have liked to describe one of those rather than Minnie Dora’s. Because, as I see it, my mission in the South was to find out how bad things could be for a black man or a black child. But the school term ended and the Negro schools in the South closed for the summer. Give Georgia this at least. Most of her Negro schools run eight months a year—for the little ones, anyway. In Mississippi the school term for thousands of Negro children is four months out of the twelve.


	What puts this collapsing woodpile in Clay County out in front of many Southern Negro schools, which are far better housed, is Miss Minnie Dora Lee herself. In her girlhood she must have been a mighty unusual person—one with a precious talent for service. In her twenty-seven years of struggle against apparently hopeless odds, Miss Lee has learned too.


	Hundreds of Southern Negro schools have teachers who never went beyond the sixth or seventh grade and are wholly unfitted for teaching. I encountered more than one instance where the leading white cotton planter of the district appointed the teacher of the Negro school, usually on the basis that her father raised more cotton “than any other nigger I’ve got on the place.”


	Truly, so far as the education of Negro citizens is concerned, that “equal” in the South’s pet catch phrase is a brazen, cynical lie and every white man knows it.


	No Negro school in all the South, no matter how excellent, even begins to compare in any way with its companion white school. True enough, I didn’t check them all. But I did see scores of them. And I asked literally hundreds of Negroes to help me find at least one Negro school equal to a white one in the same area. Not only did none of them know of such an instance, but even the most radical opponents of segregation didn’t even hope for, expect or ask for such a miracle. Any of them would be glad to settle for just ordinarily decent schools for their children.


	Nowhere else in the South, though, did I encounter such a striking and compelling illustration of the bitter hypocrisy of that “separate but equal” alibi. Every Southern white who ever used it should stop a moment with Minnie Dora Lee and her little charges in her disintegrating old rookery and then drop down the highway with us to that white folks’ school on the edge of Bluffton.


	It is just about the last word in small-town educational excellence. It’s a neat, single-story brick building with an ample wing on either side—at least six rooms.


	The grounds are beautifully landscaped. A spreading playground is crowded with all the latest recreational equipment that childhood could desire. Racks of bicycles are out in front. In the rear a couple of new-looking school busses wait for their strictly white cargo. Miss Lee’s little ones walk to school through the dust of those comfortable busses.


	Minnie Dora Lee’s school couldn’t cost more than $1,000 if it were replaced at today’s prices. This white folks’ school didn’t cost a cent less than $100,000.


	“Separate but equal”—not here in Clay County. Not anywhere in this beautiful Southland.
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	Jim Crow Is No Humorist


	WE’RE IN the waiting room of Dr. —— well, let’s say Dr. Bradford Gordon. He’s got that kind of New England-sounding name, but why mention it here? It might cause him serious trouble.


	Right here Jim Crow gets to the point where it’s just plain silly—if a thing so replete with heartbreak and tragedy can ever be properly called silly.


	The room is filling up after the noon hour. White farmers in from the country with their wives and youngsters to get their teeth “fixed up.” Other, better-dressed whites, men and women, plainly city dwellers. And a handful of Negro mothers with their children. No segregation here.


	When Dr. Gordon appears he proves to be—very, very black. He is a towering figure of a man, graduate of a famous Northern university and a star on its football team. The man seems to beam with kindliness and courtesy. If he isn’t a gentleman, I never saw one.


	First patient to seat herself in the gleaming dentist’s chair was a blooming young farm wife, as white as the doctor is black. Dr. Gordon’s big black fingers will operate drill and probe and chisel in the young white woman’s mouth. And in the mouths of hundreds of other white men, women and children, for Dr. Gordon is one of the most popular dentists in this great farming area.


	But if, later that evening, Dr. Gordon, on his way home in bus or streetcar, should seek to sit beside or even near his patient he’d probably be arrested. If he tried it too often he could very well find himself completely dead.


	Dr. Gordon is just one of scores of Negro dentists in the South who, because of unusual skill, have found themselves with an ever growing white practice. One such Negro dentist the Negroes tell about made such a success down in this country that he moved to Nashville and opened elaborate offices. Now, they say, he’s gone completely Jim Crow and doesn’t accept any Negro patients at all.


	Another day we dropped into the office of Dr. C. C. Carruthers in a Tennessee town. Dr. Carruthers is aging fast now. He’s been in practice here for thirty-two years. He didn’t keep records of the babies he’s helped into the world, but there were hundreds of them—some years almost as many white youngsters as black ones. Many of “his” babies are married now and have children of their own. If he noticed one of “his” babies on a railroad train, for instance, and sought to enter the white coach to greet her—well, he knows better.


	But there’s little enough of even the grimmest sort of humor in the impact of Jim Crow upon human lives.


	Besides the Jim Crow regulations established by law, which are onerous enough, this Jim Crow pattern has been built up into a way of life in which even the few legal rights of a Negro are ignored.


	Records of actual court cases prove there is no justice for the Negro in criminal courts. Every Negro I talked to insists that there is equally no justice for him in civil courts.


	“If you are black, you never mess with no white man in court,” a black sharecropper told me when I asked him why he didn’t sue “The Man.”


	“All you git is more and worse trouble.”


	In different language, Negro leaders told me the same thing. A Negro banker I met, located in an area where there are few white banks, was urged by white farmers to deal with them for seasonal loans as he did for black farm owners. His reply was:


	“How could I ever expect to collect in court if you refused to pay me?”


	Frankly and openly, the courts and the law in the South let Negroes know that their sworn testimony in court is not to be given the same weight as that of a white man. Automobile insurance companies, when they do sell insurance to a Negro automobile owner, never go to court when he is in a collision with a white driver. They just pay. So, too, when a Negro without insurance collides with a car owned by a white man. There rarely is any question as to who was at fault. The Negro is told how much he is going to pay. And pays it.


	If he goes to a white doctor or dentist he’ll probably get service. But he will wait until all the white patients have been cared for. If it’s time for the physician to quit when the Negro patient reaches his desk he’s told to try it again some other time.


	He can’t enter a white library. But if there’s a colored branch library in his town he can go there and any book he wants is obtained from the white library.


	If a white man attacks him, he’d better not resist. If he does he’s due for lynching. That’s why Negroes, if they do resist a white man, generally try to kill him. If you’re going to be killed, better give the white folks something to kill you for, the black man figures.


	In most Southern towns, benches in the little parks in the center of town are not for him. Some few towns have a few benches marked “Colored.” Not many.


	But surely even if you’re black, if you’ve died for your country in France or Germany or on Saipan or Iwo Jima, the white folks will forget your color and remember only that you were a hero!


	You just don’t know your South. Here is the ultimate in Jim Crowism.


	In nearly every Southern town you’ll find not one but two honor rolls, one for white, one for black, sometimes side by side, oftener the Negro honor roll hidden in the dingy Negro section.


	No Negro is going to contaminate the white race by getting his name on the same honor roll with a white man even if he did die a hero in the service of his country.
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	Not All the World Is Dark


GIVEN THE right kind of white neighbors, the right kind of community, the right kind of land, tremendous ability, and a terrific capacity for hard work, once in a while a Negro can do pretty well for himself in the Deep South. Witness David E. Jackson down here on the outskirts of Adel, Georgia, in Cook County. But remember, too, that he is one in a million. So far as I know he’s one in ten million.


Dave Jackson owns and farms 1,000 acres of some of the best land in Georgia. He owns two blocks of business property in Adel, and a score of houses. He’s a stockholder in the newly formed bank. He lives in a 10-room modern home. He runs four tractors and four big trailer trucks. He operates two big produce warehouses in Adel. He buys and sells 100,000 bushels of corn every year in addition to the thousands of bushels he raises. He ships corn as far north as Tennessee and North Carolina. Last year he shipped 15 carloads of watermelons and he can’t recall how many trailer truckloads of early vegetables. He raises cotton and tobacco and hogs, 500 hogs last year, 400 this year.


How did he do it? Many farmers have done as well, north and south. But how did a Negro accomplish it in Georgia?


Well, first Dave was fortunate enough to start in an oasis of decency and tolerance in a desert of oppression and intolerance. Then, too, Dave’s generous heart probably had a lot to do with the fact that he is one of the best-liked men in the county.


Ever since he started with two mules and a plow, Dave has gone out of his way to help his neighbors. If a white plantation owner is caught with his cotton, or corn, or watermelon crop in danger, Dave is right there with mules and tractors and trucks and himself and his two sons.


And when his neighbor wants to know, “What do I owe you, Dave?” Dave replies with a wave of his hand and, “Nothing at all. Someday you’ll do me a favor when I need it.” And they do—sheriff, county commissioners, city council, bankers, businessmen, the white plantation owners of the community.


But let nobody get the idea that there’s anything typical about the career of Dave Jackson or any other successful Negro farmer in the Deep South. There are only a handful like him. And he and the others have become legends among their people. Why, clear across three states, in Mississippi, I found that Negro leaders had heard of Dave. To produce a Dave Jackson in the South you’ve first got to have a white community tolerant enough to sit back and let a Negro succeed. Then, of course, you’ve got to have an exceptional Negro. You’ve got both those conditions in Cook County.


Dave started as a sharecropper on the plantation of Wes Wells, probably the oldest white plantation owner in the community. He became a sort of general manager for Wells. With a growing family to maintain he didn’t save anything. Wells urged him to buy land and go on his own. Finally he found a piece of 27 acres for which the owner wanted $1,500.


Wells handed him $1,500 and refused a note or mortgage. Working nights after he had finished his tasks on the Wells plantation, Dave made $4,000 from two crops of tobacco. He paid off Wells and bought more land. He’s been buying more land ever since.


As for Wells, the bread he cast upon the waters twenty years ago to help a young Negro sharecropper is floating back to him. At ninety-two, Mr. Wells is paralyzed. But Dave and his sons are running his plantation for him as successfully as they run their own.


Dave Jackson has five sharecroppers on his plantation, too. He doesn’t provide them with “furnish” because he figures they ought to be able to raise their own keep on land he allots them. They do.


Last year he paid one cropper $1,600 in cash. Each of the four others got better than $1,000. The $1,600 man made his on 12 acres, four of watermelons, four of tobacco, and four of corn. The least any of Dave’s sharecroppers ever made was minus $1,400. He quit Dave after he had gone $1,400 in the hole.Ci


“Mistake I made,” said Dave, “was to give him an $800 secondhand Chevrolet as an advance against settlement day. I knew he was a good man and I was glad to do him a favor. That auto ruined him. He had no time for mules or tractor. He just rammed around in that auto and the weeds took over.”


There are other Negroes who have done pretty well for themselves on the land.


Over in Hancock County, near Sparta, there is A. J. Washington, for instance. He owns 500 acres and rents another 500. He uses a fallowing system, so not all of his land is in cultivation in any one year. But last year he made 90 bales of cotton, a larger tonnage than any other farmer, white or black, in the county. He also operates a store in the Negro section on the edge of town. Washington had only three years of schooling in his life.


“But I’ll figure with anybody, backwards or forwards,” he boasts, Washington runs three sharecroppers on his land. Each of them made more than $1,000 in cash last year. That was clear of all expenses, even their living for themselves and families.


“I give ’em figures on everything,” explains Washington. “Not only that, but when I go to the cotton warehouse to buy guano and fertilizer and seed I take ’em along. They hear what I pay and they see the bills. When I sell the cotton in the fall I take ’em with me to the warehouse again, They hear me dicker, they see the check I get. And right then and there I figure out their shares and write their checks.”


Washington has no trouble in getting the cream of the sharecroppers in the county. Perhaps with reason, because, as he says, he never heard of any other sharecropper in the county getting more than $500.
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	Never Forget You’re Black


	WE’RE AT breakfast in this pleasant, comfortable Negro home. One of the daughters is home on a visit from Tennessee, where she and her husband are university instructors. The conversation drifts, as it inevitably will wherever and whenever Negroes gather, to the all-over-shadowing race problem. The five-year-old son is at the table too. Whenever the mother uses the word “white,” she spells it out: w-h-i-t-e. She spells N-e-g-r-o too. So far, she hopes, her youngster doesn’t know the difference between Negro and white. He probably doesn’t because some of his relatives are as white in color as any white man and others range all the way to deep black.


	Those spelled-out words highlighted another and vitally important problem of the intelligent Negro.


	When do you begin teaching your child how he is to live as a Negro? When do you begin teaching him the difference between black and white—not as colors but as races? When do you begin teaching him how to live under the iron rule of a master race that regards him as an inferior breed? When do you begin teaching him that, for him, the Constitution and the Declaration of Independence are scraps of paper?


	Those are questions that every Negro mother and father has to answer.


	“We try to let them have their childhood free of prejudice and confusion,” the mother said after we shooed young Bobby out to play. “But we’ve got to tell them before they come up against the hard facts of discrimination and prejudice for themselves.”


	Generally the Negro child gets his first lessons in race relations before he goes to school. But one couple I know delayed. So one day their little daughter brought home a white friend, a girl of her own age. They had encountered each other when their pathways to school crossed—one on her way to her white school, the other on her way to the Jim Crow schoolhouse. The parents had to work fast.


	First, as considerately as possible, they sent the little white girl on her way home with the understanding that she was never to come back. To their own little one they had to explain that she could not enter a white home except through the back door; that no white could enter a Negro’s house except on business; and that certainly no little white girl could ever visit a little black girl.


	All through the day, friends of the visiting daughter of my hosts were dropping in to see her. And of course Mr. James R. Crawford, the guest from Pittsburgh, was introduced to all of them. What was more logical and natural than that Mr. Crawford should seek to slant the conversation toward a comparison between life in the South and in the North?


	The Southern Negro woman, particularly one of refinement and culture, has Jim Crow problems all her own. For instance, there’s the seemingly simple matter of buying hats and dresses. In most Southern cities—with the notable exception of Atlanta—no Negro woman is permitted to try on anything, not even a two-hundred-dollar dress, although she may have the two hundred dollars right in her hand. In some millinery departments the salesgirl will carefully pin a cloth over her black customer’s head before she’ll let her try on a hat. But in most places the Negro customer just picks her hats and dresses off the rack. If she touches them—she’s made a purchase, they’re all hers. All the women agreed that Baltimore was the worst town in the country for mistreatment of Negro patrons.


	Shoe stores arbitrarily set aside certain benches in the rear of the store for Negro customers. Every woman there recalled what happened to Roland Hayes, famous Negro tenor, when his New York-born wife went into a Rome, Georgia, shoe store for a pair of shoes. Hayes had purchased the plantation, not far from Rome, where his mother had been born and lived in slavery. He planned to establish a model plantation that would supply ideas, modern methods, pure-bred seed and stock to neighboring farmers, white and black. In town for the weekly shopping, Hayes had dropped his wife off at the shoe store and had driven on to park. In the shoe store, Mrs. Hayes sat down on the first bench available. A white clerk, determined to keep his race pure, ordered her to a rear bench. She refused. By the time Hayes got back to the store a noisy argument was under way. Someone called police and a couple of cracker cops beat Hayes within an inch of his life.


	“If it can happen to Roland Hayes in Rome,” agreed all the women, “it can happen to any Negro anywhere in the South.”


	Even using the telephone is likely to be something of an ordeal for a Negro woman in the South. One quite frequent difficulty stems from a peculiar quirk of Southern white psychology.


	No Southern white who even pretends to be worthy of the noble traditions of the South—white supremacy, the purity of the race, the sanctity of white Southern womanhood—would ever call a Negro “Mr.” or “Mrs.” He’ll call him “Doctor,” “Professor,” “Counselor,” but he’d cheerfully burn at the stake before he’d ever so far forget his white heritage as to call one of the creatures “Mr.” or “Mrs.”


	All of which presents a pretty involved problem to the Southern telephone operator, who is emphatically Southern before she is a telephone operator. She won’t say Mrs. to a Negro woman either—not if she knows it.


	One woman in the group, on a visit to Jackson, Mississippi, some time ago, wanted to telephone her family in Atlanta. She put in the call and gave her name as Mrs. John Black—or at least Mrs. John Black will do for this story. If I used her real name she’d never get another long-distance call through as long as she lives. The operator asked her, politely, “What’s your first name?” She told her, “Grace.”


	“Is this the colored woman, Grace Black?” asked the operator when she rang back a little later. “Yes,” was the response. A couple of other questions and the replies, “Yes,” “Yes.”


	“Look here,” was the infuriated response of the operator, “don’t you yes me. When you talk to me say Ma’am if you know what’s good for you.”


	Then there was the incident of a purchasing agent of Tuskegee Institute who tried to call his wife from Atlanta. He put in the call for “Mrs. Morgan,” and gave the Tuskegee number.


	“What’s her first name?” demanded the operator. “There’s only one Mrs. Morgan there,” she was told. “Just get any Mrs. Morgan at that number and she’ll he the right one.”


	“But she’s a nigger, ain’t she?” was the wrathful response. “Do you think I’m going to say Mrs. to a nigger?”


	The next day Mr. Morgan was in the office of the telephone company manager. The lily-white operator was summoned and summarily fired. But the softhearted black man interceded and she got her job back.
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	Jim Crow in Reverse


	HERE AND there and now and then in the Deep South you’ll find a Negro with a shrewd Yankee instinct for business, who is smart enough to turn the Jim Crow obsession of the Southerner to his own substantial profit. And quite frequently that profit stems not from his own oppressed people, but from the lordly white man. I know at least one Negro who is an operator in a big way in downtown Atlanta business property. He works through a dependable white lawyer and his name rarely if ever appears in a transaction. Usually you’ll find that Negro real-estate operators dealing in white-occupied property have to work that way.


	But in one up-and-coming Georgia city we found a Negro real-estate man who works it exactly in reverse. He’s one of the richest men, black or white, in his county. We stopped over with him one night. Nowhere but in the South with its inviolable Jim Crow tradition could you hear a success story like this one.


	“These crackers who insist upon buying farm or city property on a shoestring are almost bound to get behind on their mortgage payments after they have laid down all their ready cash,” he told us.


	“Then they come to me to borrow money after they’ve been turned down by white bankers and mortgage companies. I tell them the truth, that I can’t lend money to a white man because I’d never be able to collect if I had to sue in a Georgia court. Every one of them knows it as well as I do. But I tell him that if he wants to sell his equity, I’ll buy—at a substantial discount, of course. I don’t fool him there, either. He knows he can either take a small cash settlement from me or walk off his place without a nickel to his name. Then I pay off the mortgage and the property’s mine.


	“Now I know it would be worth my life to try to sell to a Negro, even if I could find one crazy enough to buy. But I just sit back, hold the property, do nothing and say nothing. It’s not long before the white people in the neighborhood begin to get restless. The mere fact that a Negro owns property in the neighborhood is bad for white morale. Worse, it’s bad for property values. So before long somebody shows up wanting to buy. I sell. At my price. And you can be sure I never cheat myself.”


	His proudest exploit, however, is a Florida deal he put over. He bought a clouded title for a pittance to help out a friend. Then he got to nosing around for a profit. He cleared the title without too much difficulty. He drove down to see his newly acquired real estate and found that it lay directly in the rear of the somewhat pretentious estate of a Florida judge.


	“Here, too, a threat—even implied—to sell to Negroes would have been suicidal,” grinned the black Wallingford.


	“But there was nothing in law, tradition or custom that said I couldn’t sell to a white man—any white man. So I just scouted around the community until I found the meanest, drunkenest, most shiftless cracker in twenty miles. And the one with the biggest family of tatterdemalion kids. He was famous for worthlessness—which suited me fine.


	“I asked him if he wanted to make himself a ten-spot just for taking a ten-minute automobile ride with his family. He did. So I picked an afternoon when I knew the judge would be sitting on his front porch enjoying his mint julep. I drove up to my house and unloaded the cracker family. I marched them through the house and back again and loaded them into the car under the astonished eyes of the judge.


	“You’ll never get a better buy,” I assured them loud enough for the judge to hear. I took them home, slipped the cracker his ten and then kept right on going—over the Florida line.


	“Day or so later I got a telephone call from the judge. I’d seen to it that he didn’t have any trouble getting my phone number.


	“ ‘Look here, you black so-and-so,’ was his opening gambit. After that he really warmed up.


	“ ‘You sell or rent to them damn shiftless crackers,’ he assured me, ‘and I’ll come up there and shoot you dead. What do you want for that place?’


	“I told him and you could have heard his screams of anguish for miles. I just kept on talking about what a valuable property it was and how I would have to wait for a more generous buyer. Finally he fought off apoplexy long enough to tell me, ‘Make out your deed and send it along with a sight draft. And if I ever see you again I’ll kill you.’ ”


	Well, it was funny. But when I reminded him that the judge could very well kill him and never do a day for it, the joke lost a lot of its savor.


	Here and there in the South, Negroes are taking a leaf out of the book of Jim Crow. Particularly in this matter of real-estate covenants, just recently outlawed by a United States Supreme Court decision.


	The court ruled that covenants in deeds whereby the purchaser binds himself not to resell to a Negro, or members of other minority groups, are unenforceable.


	Up in Madison County, Mississippi, black folk work that covenant racket in reverse. But they put nothing on paper—the whole thing’s voluntary so there’s no chance of the Supreme Court catching up with them.


	Out from Canton, the county seat, Negroes own a total of some 15,000 acres of the best land in the county. Miss Flora D. Parish, comely, competent Negro home economics demonstration agent for Madison County, who owns and farms 300 acres and whose family owns another 1,000 acres, was our guide through the Negro-owned plantation country.


	Here and there we came to a farm owned by a white planter. In the past few years several Negro planters have succumbed to the rising price of cotton land and sold to whites. So all the Negro landowners have pledged themselves not to sell to white folks. They’ve formed a loose organization, and hereafter when a Negro gets an offer from a white to buy his farm, the organization will see to it that if he must sell he gets an equally advantageous offer from a Negro buyer.
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	“Voters Don’t Kill Easy”


	STRANGELY enough, the Negro in the South doesn’t hate the white man. It could well be that my four weeks as a Negro in the Deep South falls grievously short in equipping me as an authority on the subject. But I’ll still stand on my opinion.


	Remember that I talked at length with the real leaders of the Negro—not all of them by any means—but with scores of them in Georgia, Alabama, Mississippi and Tennessee. They are the men on the firing line who are battling for Negro rights and Negro progress where it’s dangerous to do it.


	They are the local heads of the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People—ministers, businessmen, college professors, doctors, lawyers, schoolteachers, Negro plantation owners, men of substance and influence in their own communities among both whites and blacks.


	I wasn’t a white man interviewing them, remember, I was a Negro from the North, a friend of Walter White, executive secretary of the NAACP. I was a guest in their homes. We sat for hours over their dinner tables. I slept in their guest rooms. We were just a group of Negroes talking things over.


	Frankly, why the Negro doesn’t hate the Southern white is a mystery to me. Give me another couple of months, Jim Crowing it through the South—forever alert never to bump or jostle a white man—careful always to “sir” even the most bedraggled specimen of the master race—scared to death I might encounter a pistol-totin’, trigger-happy, drunken deputy sheriff or a hysterical white woman—and I’m pretty sure I’d be hating the whole damned white race.


	It seems to me that the intelligent Southern Negro has realized that this fabric of segregation with its development of vicious discrimination, its pattern of organized brutality and oppression—all of it with its roots in slavery—has become a tyrant over both white and black.


	There are—and every Southern Negro, field hand or college president, knows it—decent, humane, tolerant white men and women in the Southland. The Negro knows, too, that too many of those white people lack the courage—and it would take courage of a high order—to take a definite stand against the more vicious and unnecessary forms of discrimination. He knows they don’t approve of wanton, brutal murder. They just lack courage to condemn it publicly. He knows that they lack the courage to spearhead a movement to jail, indict, try and hang the trigger-happy “nigger killers” who are the men who actually set the pattern for race relations in the South.


	The least that could happen to any white who so “betrayed” his race would be to be dubbed “nigger lover” and see his wife and children and his business suffer. He might easily be lashed within an inch of his life by a hooded mob.


	In practically every group of Negroes of which I found myself a part, somebody was sure to say in one fashion or another:


	“I’d almost be willing to quit the fight for better education for our people for five or ten years, if I could have some sort of assurance that all of these cracker whites would get a sound education. That way, the cruelty and ignorance and gullibility would be educated out of them and they’d forget their hatred and intolerance of the Negro.”


	Your more cynical educated Negro has a sort of kindly contempt for most of the white race in the South. In business contacts he is accustomed to outsmarting the whites (he has to); in cultural contacts he can’t help realizing that quite frequently he is the superior of the white man he’s dealing with.


	But no Negro in the South—no matter who he is and no matter how high his station—ever forgets that the white man always has the one final all-conclusive badge of superiority. The white man can kill him in his tracks, in cold blood, for fun or for no reason at all. And nothing will happen to the white man.


	That’s the one thing that overshadows every phase of race relations in the South. It’s the terrifying specter that leers over the shoulder of every white man who talks to a Negro in the Southland. I don’t recall hearing a single Negro refer to the “Mason and Dixon” line. To him it’s the “Smith and Wesson” line.


	And despite all that, your black man in the South doesn’t hate the white.


	What he does hate with all his heart is the discrimination and the oppression that dog his footsteps from the cradle to the grave. He hates most of all the fact that he is but half a citizen. He has all of the obligations of a citizen but not a single one of the rights. He fights and dies for his country, but he can’t vote. He pays his taxes—at a Jim Crow counter, usually—but no Negro in the South has half the representation that a colonist had in 1775. The ringing sentences of the Declaration of Independence are a grim and tragic joke to him. He has no right of liberty that a Southern sheriff, court or white plantation owner is bound to respect. As witness the fact that he is killed, few or many, every year—and his slayers walk free.


	Those are some of the things that the Negro hates.


	As for what he wants—two things. And in this order. First, the ballot. Second, proper and adequate education for his children.


	At first when they’d tell me this—everywhere it was the same, Georgia, Alabama, Mississippi, Tennessee—I’d try to argue.


	“Why not end murder first?” I’d demand. “Why not stop the senseless slaughter of Negroes in the South?”


	One answer I got in Georgia will do for all of them—they followed the same line.


	“Look,” this Negro leader said. “Voters don’t kill easy. Nobody’s going around shooting voters just to make a record. With the vote, the Negro will have a voice in picking his officials. That’s going to make it tougher for the candidate for sheriff whose only platform is the number of unarmed Negroes he killed.”


	No Negro I talked to expects to see an elected Negro official in the South in his lifetime. In fact, many of them don’t want to—not for a long, long time.


	As the franchise slowly comes to the Negro in the South, notably in Georgia, where close to two hundred thousand Negroes were registered last fall, Negro leaders are on the alert to oppose anything resembling a Negro political faction, or a Negro party, or even bloc voting by Negroes. They realize the danger of increased racial tension if that should occur now.


	In Atlanta, where some thirty thousand Negroes are registered, Negro leaders carefully avoid endorsing candidates. Who am I to say that there’s no quiet, undercover proselyting? But there are no public endorsements. For one thing, it probably would be a kiss of death for the favored candidate.


	But, believe me, white candidates do diligently cultivate the Negro vote in Atlanta. They call on the Negro in home or office and solicit his vote in quite courteous fashion.


	How do I know? I sat in on at least two of those political get-togethers.
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	Voting Is the Bright and Beautiful Dream


	WELL, WE’D found Perry Adkins’ place at last. For nearly two miles we’d bounced from rut to rut along a lane that is little more than a cowpath. Given a little rain, these ruts turn to a mass of Georgia gumbo and then nobody gets through.


	A few months ago Perry had his choice of two reasonably good country roads to reach his little farm.


	That was before the white folks decided that they’d like to buy his fertile 24 acres and the neat seven-room bungalow that is the pride of Perry’s life. Few other Negroes in this county have a home that even approaches it. The white folks offered him $800. Since, as Georgia farm prices go, the place would be a bargain at $3,000, Perry demurred. So the white folks just closed both roads that led to Perry’s place. They left him this straggling lane which traverses private property and can be closed whenever the owners so decide.


	Perry of course is black. He’s holding out as long as he can—but with the reasonable certainty that one way or the other, if the white folks want his place for the ridiculous price of $800, it’s only a question of time until they get it.


	Perry’s been having voting trouble too. He thinks maybe that’s another reason why the white folks want to buy his farm and thus rid the community of him and his family.


	Perry’s been a lifelong resident of this county—and when it comes to tough counties, this one is really tough. But Perry and his sons have been exemplary citizens all their lives. He is one of the leaders of his people, active in church, fraternal and civic endeavor. During the war Perry led each successive bond drive among the black folk of the community.


	In fact, Perry was such an outstanding citizen that he was one of the handful of Negro residents of this county whom the white folks permitted to register and actually vote.


	Last Election Day Perry and his wife showed up at the courthouse early. A deputy sheriff, hung with gun and blackjack, stopped him on the courthouse steps.


	“What are you doing here, Perry?” demanded the deputy with real concern in his voice—Perry had known him since he was a towheaded kid.


	“Don’t you know that this is no place for you and your wife on a day like this?” the deputy insisted.


	Perry, as he recounted the story to me, must have made quite a Fourth of July oration to the deputy.


	“This, sir, is where I come to pay my taxes on the land that I own and farm,” he declaimed. “This is where I come for trial if I break the law. This is where I come when I seek justice because someone has wronged me. My wife and I are registered voters of this county and this is the place to which we must come to cast our votes as citizens.” I took that down almost verbatim as Perry recited it.


	“Look, Perry, you know this is no place for you,” pleaded the deputy. “When these drunken bastards (those were his own free, white fellow citizens he was referring to) show up here to vote, they’re going to hurt you—maybe hurt you bad.”


	But Perry still argued.


	“Well,” he insisted, “I look to the decent white people of this county, people like you, to protect me.” That was certainly putting it right up to the friendly deputy and he was plainly uncomfortable. But he was quick to think of a way out.


	“Wait here,” he told Perry and his wife and scurried into the courthouse.


	“It’s no use your hanging around,” he told the pair of would-be voters when he came out. “Neither of you is registered and you couldn’t vote anyway. Now won’t you go home before trouble starts?”


	Perry and his wife finally gave up, climbed into their old car and went home. Some time later he dropped into the courthouse and found that both he and his wife were registered and had been all the time.


	But as I pressed him, he finally had to admit that in all likelihood the deputy may have saved his life by tricking him out of his determination to vote.


	Perry’s situation, so far as his little farm and the pressure to force him to sell are concerned, is no unusual thing in the South. I heard of many similar instances. When the white community really hears down upon a Negro landowner that pressure just isn’t to be resisted. Frequently the white folks don’t even bother to buy the entire holdings of a Negro owner. They make an offer for the desirable road frontage—usually a mere fraction of its actual value—force the owner to sell that portion and leave him in possession of the land they don’t want.


	Over in Early County, Georgia, the position of Beauford Brookins is quite different from that of Perry Adkins—and quite a lot better too, despite the fact that the white folks want Brookins’ land too.


	Brookins farms 280 acres with three sharecroppers on his land. Through the years the near-by town has spread until now city streets are crowding close to his cotton fields. Once he had Negro neighbors. Now he is completely surrounded by white landowners.


	Beauford Brookins is getting old. His children are scattered through the North and all of them are doing well. He has a competence laid by and would like to quit.


	“But if I sell,” he tells us, “where will the little colored kids from over in town, there, play? Where will the bigger boys have space for a baseball field? And what will become of the vocational school? It isn’t likely that a white owner will want to bother with either school or playground.”


	Brookins has turned over one of his fields, lying nearest the little town of Jakin, to the Negro children of the community for a playground. And despite the fact that this is a rural community with thousands of acres of idle land, it is the only place the black youngsters have to play in.


	Here is the only ball field where the Negro youths of the community can play. As a matter of fact, the ball field serves not only Negroes but whites as well. Not that they play together, but the two groups have worked out a schedule whereby they use the hall field in turn.


	Three years ago Brookins turned over a couple of acres of his land for use of the Early County vocational school for Negroes. The school occupies the land on a lease but without payment. Seven teachers provide instruction for a group of Negro youths, most of them ex-GI’s. The majority of them study agriculture, but instruction in the skilled trades is also afforded. It’s the future of the school and the playground that disturbs Brookins when he thinks of selling.


	“I guess I’ll just have to hang on as long as they need me,” he reflected.


	Young John Epps, principal of the vocational school, who lives in the Brookins home—a great rambling structure, set in a grove of live oaks—joined us on the front porch.


	As usual, the ballot for the Negro in the South was the first thing we talked about.


	No, John Epps assured us, none of his veterans of the Pacific or the Rhine had ever voted.


	“They all talk about it,” John told us, “but they talk about it in the same way they talk about getting rich—or someday owning a four-hundred- or five-hundred-acre plantation where they can put to practical use the agricultural lore they’re accumulating now. It’s a bright and a beautiful dream—but of course everyone knows that dreams don’t come true.”


	Not even Beauford Brookins votes. For this is not only a “tough” county but one of the toughest. Brookins is registered, all right. As in every county, the white folks want a few Negroes on the registry lists from which jury talesmen are drawn.


	That’s because when the white folks decide to “hang a nigger” legally, by due process, with jury, judge and hangman all in order, no meddlesome “nigger-loving” Supreme Court is going to halt the hangman because there were no Negroes eligible for jury duty.


	But as last Election Day approached, Brookins decided that the time had come for him to vote. He’s getting old and realizes that he may never get another chance. He let the white folks know that he was going to be at the polling place bright and early when voting day rolled ’round.


	Now, for a Negro, Beauford Brookins is somebody in the county. He was born there. Through the years he has built up this farm of 280 acres. He has scores of white friends for whom he has done many favors. It would stir up an awful mess if some drunken deputy mauled him at the polls on Election Day.


	And as for scaring him out—which would be the normal and accepted procedure—this black man has watched the passing years for so long that he knows that death is waiting for him not too far away. You can’t scare a man with the fear of death when he knows he’s already living on borrowed time.


	So there’s another way they do this in the South.


	One by one, Beauford Brookins’ white friends came to him and begged him not to embarrass them by voting. If he tried to vote, they’d have to back him up. It might spell serious trouble for them. Please, please don’t do it.


	So what? Beauford Brookins stayed away from the polls on Election Day.
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	A Dead Man Was Voting


	ON RESURRECTION morning when they call the roll of Americans who died to make men free, add to that heroic roster the name of Private First Class Maceo Yost Snipes, honorably discharged soldier of the armies of the Republic—black—citizen of Georgia, U. S. A.


	Death missed him again and again in the rotting jungles of New Guinea, where he served his country well.


	He came back home to be shot down in the littered dooryard of his boyhood home because he believed that freedom was for all men, black Americans too, and he tried to prove it. But back home, the white folks of Taylor County, Georgia, showed him that he was tragically wrong.


	With three bullets through his belly.


	But before he died Maceo Snipes had his one great hour. In the face of death, he cast his ballot as an American citizen. That ballot cost him his life. That’s why the white folks murdered him.


	No firing squad of former comrades gathered at his grave to fire a final volley that would speed the dark veteran on his way to the Valhalla where old soldiers feast through all eternity. No minister of God intoned a prayer above his coffin. There was no service for the dead to mark the passing of the black soldier.


	Private Snipes doesn’t sleep beside his father and the others of his kinsmen who wait for Gabriel’s horn in the little Negro burying ground beside Mt. Sinai Baptist Church where his people worship God.


	“Pass the word to them God-damned niggers that if they try to bury that God-damned votin’ nigger in that nigger cemetery or try to do any preachin’ about him, they’d better have graves ready for the whole God-damned Snipes family,” was the epitaph that the white folks of Taylor County wrote for a black hero.


	White Taylor and white Georgia weren’t fooling, either. On the day set for the funeral of the boy whom the Japs had failed to kill, so his brothers told me, a cordon of Georgia State Troopers, gun-hung and truculent, threw road blocks across the highways leading to the Snipes home and the little Negro Baptist church. Nobody, not even the family, got through.


	The harried Negro undertaker who prepared the bullet-riddled body of Maceo Snipes for burial hastily dug a grave in his own burial plot in a far corner of the county, dropped the coffin and shoveled the grave shut.


	“I don’t rightly know myself just exactly where my boy is buried,” his old mother told me.


	Early in July the white folks passed the warning through the Negro countryside around the little sun-warped country hamlet of Rupert, in Taylor County. It was brief and to the point. The first Negro to vote in Rupert would be killed, ran the word.


	Maceo Yost Snipes hadn’t even thought of voting, so his friends told me. But when the word came that he’d die if he did—then he decided that he’d vote. He had never voted. He didn’t know where or how to do it. He went to Butler, the county seat, to register. There they told him he’d have to go back to his home town of Rupert to register and, later, vote. The white folks in Rupert let him register. There were already a few Negro names on the registry lists.


	Bright and early on Election Day Maceo appeared at the polling place—and voted. Afterward Maceo told a friend that the white folks on the election board appeared “sorta dazed” as he cast his ballot. “It was like they thought a dead man was voting,” Maceo said laughingly to his friend who told me the story.


	Private Snipes didn’t know it, but the white folks were right. He was already dead when he dropped that ballot in the box. The white folks just let him walk around another week before they buried him.


	Four white men drove up to the Snipes home and called Maceo out.


	“We were all at the supper table when there came a call for Maceo from out front,” his old widowed mother, Mrs. Lulu Snipes, told me.


	“Nobody had any idea of trouble. Maceo had taken over a good share of the farm work and it could have been anybody coming up to see about buying or selling something. So none of us paid any attention when he went out.


	“He wasn’t out there more’n ten minutes when I heard three shots, right quick, one after the other. I jumped up and ran to the front of the house. I met the boy comin’ in. I see that he was kinda draggin’ one leg. And then I see the blood. He was leavin’ a trail of blood right across the floor. My boy was walkin’ in his own blood.


	“ ‘Boy, you’re shot,’ I told him. ‘Who shot you? Do you know who shot you?’


	“ ‘Ma, I know who shot me all right,’ he says.


	“In all my years I had never seen anything like that. I heard of our people bein’ hurt or killed, but I never in all my life saw anything that bad. This was my own boy that was shot.


	“We didn’t have any telephone in our house so I started running down the road to our next neighbor to get help—to get a wagon or something to take the boy to town.


	“With all them bullets in him Maceo kept right on walkin’. He followed me down the road, and when I got to the neighbors’, he was there too. The neighbors put him in a wagon and they took him to Butler, where there’s a hospital for colored folks.


	“On the third night, my boy died.


	“I almost went crazy. And I haven’t rightly gotten over it yet. Somehow everything about the boy’s killing is sort of dim.”


	So here is stark, deliberate, premeditated, brazen murder confronting the white folks of Taylor County; the murderers not only known but boasting that they’d “taught that votin’ nigger a lesson he’d remember.”


	And what happened to these noble defenders of the sanctity of Georgia’s precious lily-white franchise?


	Nothing. Nothing, that is, except for the slight inconvenience and annoyance of having to drop into the courthouse where a coroner’s jury walked them right out again, bloodstained but free.


	Actual murderer of Private Snipes is one Edward Cooper, or Edward Williamson or Edmon Cooper—he’s used all three names. And some of the Negroes of Taylor County know him as William Cooper—much to the embarrassment of a real William Cooper in Rupert who had nothing to do with the death of Maceo Snipes.


	George strutted before the coroner’s all-white jury and told his story of murder.


	Maceo Snipes owed him ten dollars, he testified. With three friends and his trusty pistol on his hip he drove to the Snipes home to collect. But the black veteran told him he hadn’t any money, the killer explained. So, he said, he suggested to Maceo that he go to work for another one of the four-man murder squad who operated a sawmill and thus work out the debt.


	“You don’t get me in no sawmill,” was Maceo’s reply, according to Cooper. That started an argument—still quoting Cooper—which ended when the young Negro started toward the doorway of his home with the remark, “I’ve got something in the house that’ll move you fellows off.”


	So just as a precautionary measure and strictly in self-defense Cooper put three bullets through young Snipes and then the executioners drove off to hunt up the coroner.


	It took the veteran of the Pacific three days to die, however—gut shots constituting a clumsily inefficient method of murder—so the coroner had to hold up proceedings until the victim was thoroughly dead.


	But the verdict, “Justifiable homicide in self-defense,” was no surprise to anyone, black or white, in Taylor County.


	Incidentally, when they stripped Maceo Snipes on arrival at the Negro hospital in Butler, they found forty dollars on him—surely sufficient to pay a ten-dollar debt—if any.


	As for that alleged debt, so adroitly used to justify murder, let Maceo’s toil-worn mother tell you about it.


	“Why would my boy borrow ten dollars from any white man? He had his government bonus money comin’ in.” (He did. I saw his discharge papers with nearly four hundred dollars credited to him.)


	“And if any of my boys needed ten dollars, or ten times that, they knowed they needn’t go farther than me. Besides, Maceo was helpin’ me run the farm. He had money in his pocket all the time. He had money in his pocket when they killed him.”


	This Snipes family was no clan of poverty-striken sharecroppers. They owned 150 acres of good Georgia land, acquired by the almost unbelievable struggle and sacrifice that mark the climb of a Georgia Negro family from sharecropper to landowner—with the women and the children working behind the plows just like the men.


	“All my life I followed a plow and a mule,” Lulu Snipes told me. “We started out sharecroppin’ working from sunup to sundown, always lookin’ forward to having land of our own. It took years, but we finally got it—150 good acres. Then my husband died. I guess he just worked too hard. But by that time I had the boys to help—and the girls too. Now the land is gone. My boy is gone.


	“We almost had to give the land away. We just had to get out of there fast. Wasn’t no time to wait for a buyer.”


	No, the white folks of Taylor County weren’t finished with the Snipes family when they had murdered the young veteran of the Pacific and denied his body decent burial—even denied a prayer or two for the rest of his soul.


	Once and for all Taylor County “niggers” were to be taught that no black hand should defile a ballot.


	From a dozen different sources came the word to the surviving members of the Snipes family—“Get going. Get out of the county.”


	I’m not sure that I know, even now, just how this “word” is conveyed to the Negroes of a Southern community, the “word” that transcends the law, the Constitution and the United States Supreme Court. Maceo Snipes’ brothers, safe in the North, tried to explain it to me.


	“White folks pass the word to Negroes they know or who work for them.


	“ ‘Tell So-and-so he’d better get out of the county before Wednesday.’ Or, ‘Pass the word that So-and-so better take that offer to sell his farm.’


	“So the Negro that the white folks want to run out of the county, or whose land they covet, gets the word from maybe a dozen of his friends. Nobody would ever be able to trace it back to anyone. But if he knows what’s good for him he’ll do like he’s told.”


	Not only the immediate family of dead Maceo Snipes—sixty-nine-year-old Lulu Snipes and her sons and daughters—but cousins and in-laws, half a dozen families fled from Taylor County as from a pestilence.


	Most of them went to Ohio, to the little steel town of Struthers, near Youngstown, where a brother of Maceo had been a steelworker for several years.


	I talked with them there, to round up some of the odds and ends of the story of wanton murder that I’d missed in the South. That was after I’d come back home, turned white again.


	They talked to me. They answered my questions. But their manners and attitudes were a far cry from the pleasant friendliness I’d known when I was Brother Crawford, a black man, down south, visiting with my brethren.


	Nor was I surprised or hurt. Down in Taylor County, Georgia, a black man sleeps in an unmarked grave. White folks murdered him. Their hatred pursued him even in death.


	And I am white.


	My people put three bullets through his belly so that it took him three days to die.


	Any wonder the eyes of his kin should be cold and watchful as we talk?
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	Fear Walks with Me


	FEAR WALKS beside the black man in the Southland from his earliest boyhood to the bed in which he dies. And fear was the lesson that I learned first and the lesson that I learned best in my four-week lifetime as a Negro in the South.


	This specter that shadows the life of every Southern Negro is nothing of fantasy that he has picked out of legend or tradition. For 250 years of slavery and 85 years of partial and limited freedom the white South has ruled its black minority with rope and stake and pistol. It still does, except that in the last few years the rope and the stake have given way to the quieter, less sensational but just as effective pistol. The vast majority of the Negroes that I met and talked with have spent most of their lives in the shadow of Judge Lynch.


	Imagine a conversation like this in a prosaic Northern home, black or white. I’m sitting with a group of Negroes in the luxurious home of one of them on the outskirts of a small Georgia town. They get to talking about friends they used to know and a name crops up. But a couple of our group don’t remember him.


	“Why, sure you remember him,” one man breaks in impatiently. “The white folks burned his daddy down in South Georgia and he came up to Atlanta to live with an uncle. Then he went north to school.”


	And then they all remember him.


	They’d have dropped it there. But recalling old-time friends in that fashion was something new to me, and as usual I started asking questions. My morbid curiosity developed a gruesome symposium. And it didn’t help my morale any when I remembered that I too was black and that I was right then in the Deep South where these things happened to black men a few years ago. And still happen to them in less savage fashion.


	A black man with five bullets through him, skull fractured front and back, all his ribs on one side ripped loose, arm and leg broken, is just as dead as if he’d been burned at the stake. (That was Henry Gilbert.)


	Another friend of mine in that group had cowered in a thicket on a hillside outside of a Georgia town, and watched a lynching. Special excursion trains had been run from Atlanta to carry sight-seers to the lynching, which had been announced in advance. He watched white men bind a black man to a stake, pile faggots around him, and light the human torch. When the flames burned through the bonds of the screaming Negro and he rolled out of the fire, white men armed with fence rails thrust him back until he screamed and crawled no more.


	Lynchings like this one that burned itself into the memory of my friend, or others later, where blowtorches in the hands of white murderers seared the life out of bound Negroes, are apparently things of the past. Now they do it more neatly and expeditiously. Usually a trigger-happy cracker sheriff or policeman kills like chosen Negro and then pleads self-defense.


	But remember that most of the millions of Negroes in the South have lived through these bloody episodes when white mobs burned and hanged right and loft. And remember that the white men who burned and hanged and tortured these Negroes are living too. And that some of them at least—since there were so many thousands who participated in lynch murder—must have risen to leadership in their communities.


	Probably the charred knuckle bones, the seared ears, the shriveled patches of black hide snatched from the fire where a black man died in screaming agony, are no longer prized mementoes on the sideboards or what-nots of the white South. But white men bought and sold them for more than the cost of a gallon of moonshine just a few short years ago.


	Negroes still die in the South in order that the tradition of white supremacy may be kept green in the minds of those who survive. They die more quietly and with far less space in Northern newspapers. Except when your white-supremacy boys go completely haywire, as they did in Monroe a couple of years ago or more recently in Minden, Louisiana, where a white mob blowtorched a Negro veteran to death.


	Make no mistake about this. Every Negro in the South is afraid of the white man. Mathematically the chances of his being killed in any given year are only about one in a million—in Mississippi and Georgia he stands a somewhat better chance of winding up on an undertaker’s slab. But unpleasant things, less than murder, can and do happen to him. It is an exceptional and fortunate Negro who is not wantonly insulted periodically if he has many contacts with Southern whites. His chances of being roughed up or beaten are in direct ratio to his unwillingness to take insults and slights meekly and without protest or visible resentment.


	Take just a couple of instances out of the scores that my friends recounted. I recite them here because they are so typical. They illustrate perfectly the fact that every Negro in the South, no matter what his station in life, his accomplishments, his possessions, his college degrees or his services to humanity, lives dangerously every moment of his life. Particularly is that true when he ventures outside his own community. If he is black, then he is fair game for any white man—especially if that white man wears a badge and carries a club and a gun.


	There was the experience of Dr. Hugh Morris Gloster, professor of English at Hampton Institute in Hampton, Virginia, with a string of university and college degrees to his credit. He was on his way from Birmingham to Memphis aboard a Frisco System train. At Amory, Mississippi, a throng of Negro passengers boarded the Jim Crow coach in which Dr. Gloster was riding.


	Jim Crow though the coach was, the white conductor occupied a seat toward the rear of the car and had seated two white friends opposite him.


	“Southern law and custom,” Dr. Gloster told me when I checked the story with him, “blocked the seating of Negro passengers toward the rear of the coach.” It appears that the position of the white men made all the seats behind them strictly white and forbidden to Negroes. So the Negro passengers, many of them women with children in their arms, stood huddled in the aisle of little more than half the coach. Dr. Gloster, with more courage than discretion, suggested to the conductor that he and the two other white men move to another coach and free the vacant seats for the standing Negro passengers.


	“Boy,” said the white conductor to the darker-hued college official, “I’m running this train and don’t want anyone telling me how. You got a seat, so keep your mouth shut.”


	Dr. Gloster remarked that he wasn’t a “boy” and explained that he had protested for the very reason that the conductor was running the train.


	But the conductor did move himself and his white friends to another coach and the standing Negro passengers moved into the vacant seats.


	At Tupelo, Mississippi, the next stop, the conductor led three Tupelo policemen to Dr. Gloster’s seat.


	“Where’s the nigger?” demanded one of the policemen, striding down the aisle.


	“There he is,” the conductor told him. “I’d have killed him if he hadn’t been on the train.” Whereupon the policeman dragged Dr. Gloster from his seat, tossed him to his two companions and the three of them kicked him off the train. Dr. Gloster explained that when he used the term “kicked” he wasn’t using it colloquially. What he meant was “kicked”—“with the feet.”


	On the station platform the three policemen really went to work. They kicked and beat Dr. Gloster until they tired. They demanded to know if he’d “forgotten that he was a nigger” and told him that “niggers don’t talk back to white men in Mississippi.”


	“I knew that either resistance or escape would mean instant death at the hands of armed white men,” Dr. Gloster told me, “so I resigned myself to the beating and tried to shield myself with my arms and elbows.”


	Then the three policemen loaded the university man into their squad car. One cop tried to beat the doctor about the genitals and, when the space in the car proved too confining, suggested that they drive to “the lake” where they could “whip hell out of him.”


	At the police station the three policemen continued cuffing Dr. Gloster, but their first fury had waned. When the doctor asked to telephone for an attorney, one policeman chortled, “Ain’t this a bitch? A nigger asking for a lawyer!”


	Dr. Gloster spent the night in a cell. The next morning a Frisco System claim agent appeared and took over command. What he wanted was a release of all claims by Dr. Gloster upon his railroad. He told Dr. Gloster that he was headed for the chain gang and promised him immediate liberty in return for signing a release.


	“Because I’d already been brutally whipped and because I was worried about the effect of the incident on my seventy-four-year-old mother and my pregnant wife, I signed,” the doctor told me.


	But his signature didn’t free him. The Tupelo chief of police dropped by his cell.


	“If you’re a school nigger you ought to have had better sense than to talk back to a white man in Mississippi,” he told Dr. Gloster. “Many a nigger has been killed here for less than that. You’re damn lucky to be alive.”


	Dr. Gloster was turned over to the Frisco System agent, who took him back to Amory. There he was taken first to the Frisco System’s offices and forced to sign another release of railroad responsibility. Then the Frisco representative took him to the Amory jail. The mayor of Amory fined him $10.40 and, when the doctor refused to pay, took the sum out of the money found on him and pushed him out of the jail. Dr. Gloster received no medical attention until he reached Memphis.


	Later, despite the two releases he signed under duress, Dr. Gloster filed suit against the Frisco System, which settled handsomely out of court.


	All of which seems a somewhat trifling incident to get so much white space and printer’s ink. Trifling, to be sure, to millions of white Americans.


	Not so trifling to Dr. Gloster and millions of other Negroes in the Deep South.


	“I was closer to death that day in Tupelo than ever before or since,” Dr. Gloster told me.


	Another thing about the story: I can relate it in detail—with names. Dr. Gloster has made something of a hobby of collecting accounts of similar instances. I could have used some of them. But without names or even locations. Dr. Gloster, as indicated, has a lot more courage than discretion.


	“Certainly,” he said, “go ahead and use my name. Why not?”


	One more incident—another that I checked rather carefully. Not sensational, just another of the episodes that are commonplace in the lives of Negroes in the Deep South, whether they be field hands or college presidents. No names in this one, so we’ll call him John Detnam. He’s a field secretary for the National Council of the YMCA. He was on his way from New York to Atlanta by bus. At Columbia, South Carolina, all the Negro passengers in the Jim Crow end of the bus were ordered out to make room for waiting white passengers. Later they were loaded into a ramshackle all-Jim Crow bus and dispatched on their way. But not until they had waited for hours on the hard dirty benches of the little Jim Crow waiting room in the bus station.


	In the early morning a uniformed Columbia policeman sauntered into the room and began questioning the waiting Negroes.


	“You ridin’ the bus?” he asked when he came to Detnam.


	“Yes, I’m waiting for the Atlanta bus,” was the reply.


	“Got a ticket?” was the next question, and Detnam showed his ticket as he replied, “Oh, yes.”


	“Listen, nigger,” growled the cop, “you don’t say ‘yes’ to me. You’ll learn to say ‘sir’ to a white man before you get out of here.” Whereupon he began slapping Detnam, first on one side of his head and then on the other. He literally slapped Detnam dizzy, walking away from him and then walking back to renew his slapping, cursing vigorously the while.


	“Now, nigger,” he finally said, “have you got a ticket?”


	Well, Detnam had a choice. He could have held fast to his pride and his rights and probably died for them right there on the floor of the littered Jim Crow waiting room. He decided to live.


	“Yes, sir,” he said. And the cop, still cursing, walked away with a farewell slap.


	“But there’s no story in a mere incident like that, is there?” John Detnam asked me when I checked with him. “Things like that happen every day to Negroes in the South. It’s part of the pattern. You expect it and you encounter it. Just recently a similar incident occurred to me when I was driving with my wife in southern Georgia.


	“Any Negro who forgets or refuses to ‘sir’ a white man in the Deep South can be certain of unpleasantness. It’s quite possible that it may cost him his life. If you want incidents like that for your series I can supply you with scores of them.”


	If I dwell unduly on those two somewhat commonplace incidents it is because they are so unimportant—in the Deep South, that is.


	If the idea of citing all those incidents to me was to make sure that I’d be docile and meek and lowly—those black Southern friends of mine surely did a job.


	Why, the mere recital of the briefing I underwent before I switched races betrays the fear in the heart of the Southern black. These men who gave me my short course in how to survive as a black man were men of position and substance in the black world of the South. If any Negro in the South could feel himself secure and beyond reach of white malice, these men could. Yet here are the things they stressed in their instructions to me—repeated over and over again.


	“Don’t ever fail to say ‘sir’ when you speak to a white man, whether he opens the conversation or you do.


	“Don’t ever strike back if a white man hits you—whether he’s drunk or sober. You don’t have to like it but you do have to take it.


	“Don’t ever speak disrespectfully or familiarly to a white woman. If you should be unfortunate enough to bump into one, or offend her by stepping in front of her and she becomes insulting, don’t reply, don’t try to defend yourself. Just take off your hat and keep backing away.


	“Don’t ever argue with a white train or bus or streetcar conductor, or with any white man. Do as he tells you and keep quiet.”


	I could fill a couple of pages with it—but what’s the use? The fact remains that the black man in the South lives in fear.


	And believe me, it’s contagious. I didn’t realize how the thing was creeping up on me until the night we came up out of the Delta, and made that long night drive across Tennessee and Alabama on our way back to Georgia. Not a thing had happened to us in our journey through the Delta. I’d scarcely spoken to a white man. But there’d been too much of “Don’t do this or that”—“Be careful”—“Don’t stop to talk to field hands.” And there were towns in the Delta where my companion wouldn’t even take me. Don’t think I gave him any argument on it, either. These black friends of mine back in Jackson, Mississippi, had talked too much about what had happened and what could happen to a black man in Mississippi.


	We were seeking haven for the night in Huntsville, Alabama, where we were sure of lodging and food. As the miles dropped behind us, I realized that this whole thing was getting my nerve. A little after midnight we pulled into the Negro section of that northern Alabama town. Only once before in my life had I experienced the relief and comfort and sense of safety that I did when we unkinked ourselves from the car and joined those friendly black faces on the sidewalk. That was when, back in London in ’40, I’d come up out of Southwark where the Germans had been pegging high explosive at us night after night, and I’d drop down into the air-raid shelter of the Waldorf, two stories underground.


	I tell you there was relief in my companion’s voice, too, as he turned to me with a laugh and said, “Well, we’re back safe with our people again.”


	And by this time they were my people, I was somewhat surprised to find. I think that was the first time I realized that I was feeling black.
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	“The Man” Rules the Delta


BLACK of the rich earth and green of the springing cotton plants stretch from horizon to horizon. This is the fabulous Mississippi Delta, last outpost of feudalism in America. Here is land more fertile than any other in the world. Here close to half a million Negroes toil from childhood to the grave in the service of King Cotton, from sunup to sundown if they sharecrop, from six to six if they work by the day.


Here are feudal baronies that run from 5,000 to 20,000 acres, where as many as 6,000 sharecropper families, wives and children, parents and grandparents, follow the one-mule plow and the chopping hoe all their lives.


On these tight little Delta principalities “The Man” is the middle justice, the high and the low; Mississippi law stops dead in its tracks at their boundaries. No sheriff, no peace officer takes a man, black or white, off most of these acres until “The Man” tells him he may.


Back in Jackson, the night before we started our expedition into the Delta, half a dozen Negro leaders briefed us on tactics, strategy and general behavior for our Delta tour as if we had been going into an occupied country to join the Underground.


“Don’t talk to sharecroppers either at work or along the roads.” “Don’t argue if a ‘rider’ stops you and asks questions.” (“Riders,” by the way, are the mounted patrols that plantation owners maintain as field foremen and general overseers. Mounted field foremen frequently are trusted Negroes. Overseers are white.)


In any event—whether because of the briefing or because our smiling brown faces aroused no suspicions—nothing happened.


We did stop one woman sharecropper near Scott, Mississippi, on the vast Delta Pine Land Company holdings. All we wanted was to find out where we were. The woman regarded us suspiciously and then started to give us road directions. Suddenly she broke off, slipped down the road embankment and disappeared.


We found out why when we heard a horn honk behind us. We had blocked the narrow road when we stopped, and a Mississippi car with a couple of white men in it had pulled up behind us. That’s what had scared the woman away. I didn’t feel so good myself. But when we pulled out of the way the car rattled on.


All the Negro leaders I encountered insisted that Negro life in the Delta was not far past the days of slavery. I couldn’t agree with them. In the first place, the Negro sharecropper or field hand can pull up stakes and leave whenever he wishes. No longer do deputy sheriffs pursue fleeing sharecroppers and drag them back to the plow and hoe to work out their debts. The Federal Government broke that up ten years ago. But the Negroes still take no chances. I talked with one sharecropper who was getting ready to leave. He’d gotten his parents away on a “visit.” He was planning to send his children away in a few days. A relative had sent him tickets to Chicago.


“Best way is to just leave quiet at night,” he confided. “That way there just can’t be any trouble.”


Delta Negroes are undoubtedly cheated out of their eyeteeth by “The Man” but certainly not to the extent that their brethren in Georgia are. None of them ever sees a statement of the prices brought by his cotton or of supplies he has bought from the huge commissaries maintained by the plantation owners. But there are few of them who get less than $500 cash at settlement time in the fall. And that’s good compared with Georgia. For one thing, the cheating is more honest here. It’s accepted Delta custom that the Negro gets about four cents less a pound for his cotton than “The Man” sells it for—so all the Negroes I talked to assured me.


Normally, life flows peacefully and uneventfully for the Delta Negro.


Seldom, almost never, does the Delta break into the headlines of the nation with the sensational lynchings and wanton Negro murders that spatter the bloody record of Georgia and South Carolina. Your Delta Negro seldom has any trouble with his white folks. Or if he does, neither the trouble nor the Negro lasts very long.


The reason is that the Delta Negro lives under an iron-clad despotism so ruthless and so efficient that he not only “knows his place” but he keeps it faithfully from childhood to old age. Or he never lives to reach old age. It’s seldom that the white folks have to kill a Delta Negro. But when they do it’s done quietly and expeditiously. And there are no “political and civic” leagues as in Georgia to start raising hell about it, either. Even the remarkably efficient and almost omnipresent NAACP functions limpingly in Mississippi. The white folks see to that.


Typical of Delta Negro killings was one that a group of Negro friends in one of the little Delta towns told me of. A Negro undertaker happened to be calling on a Negro sharecropper to collect a small balance on a hill. A “rider,” gun-hung like a one-man army, came galloping up. In the friendliest tone imaginable he called out, “Jim, I just had to kill that brother of yours down near his place. Better see to getting his body out of there”—and galloped off again.


The undertaker, right on the scene, got the body. Next day the Negro minister preached the funeral sermon. They put the dead man in the ground and that was that. No fuss, no questions.


No Negro votes in the Delta, with a few exceptions in the towns. In all Mississippi, with its more than a million Negroes, not more than ten thousand vote, and most of those only in the larger cities where selected handfuls of Negro leaders are permitted to go through the motions of voting. But Mississippi, like Georgia a few years ago, is having Supreme Court trouble when the white folks try to kill a Negro by “due process” with a rigged jury.


So just recently the county officials of one of the Delta counties called in a Negro friend of mine.


“Asa, we’ve got to make new arrangements,” they told him. “We want about six Negroes we can trust. We’ll let ’em register and vote so we can put ’em on the jury list.


“Supreme Court’s held up hangin’ of a nigger down below Jackson because no Negroes were called for jury duty. We got to see that that can’t happen here.”


Who says Mississippi whites won’t let Negroes vote?
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	Black Money and White Schools


	THE bald and unashamed discrimination against black American citizens in the matter of education can get really brazen. Witness the situation down here in District No. 4, Madison County, Mississippi. What these lordly exemplars of white supremacy have done down here in the Delta country is to use the tax money paid into the county treasury by Negro property owners to build themselves a magnificent school plant at the Negroes’ expense.


	What the Negroes got out of their tax money and the usual state contribution for school purposes is right here in front of us, hidden away on this back-country road, a desert of dust in summer and a morass of mud in winter.


	This school is new. And that’s all that can be said for it. When the white folks took Negro tax money and built themselves their fine school, they at least built a new school for the Negroes. But not until there was a storm of protest from all over the state—from whites and blacks alike.


	The white folks of District No. 4 were going to let the Negro pupils continue to pick up what education they could in their two schools, one in a church and the other in a lodge room.


	In this school district there are four Negroes to every white. That, however, is common in the South. The unusual part is this: The Negroes own about 90 per cent of all the land in the district and pay 90 per cent of the taxes. And they haven’t one single little word to say about how their tax money is spent.


	This new school building is just a big square box with two partitions breaking it up into four rooms. Only one of the rooms has desks. They were hammered together out of the scrap lumber left over from the building of the school. The scraps were picked up out of the mud. In the other three rooms there are no desks—just homemade benches and tables. There is one toilet for both boys and girls. It leans drunkenly in the wind.


	Now let’s go back up to the highway to take a look at what the white folks built for their children with Negro money.


	Here you’ve got a really up-and-coming school plant. Five buildings designed by a good architect. There’s the main school building, an agricultural building, a vocational school building, a gymnasium, and a beautiful little bungalow for the principal. And nine tenths of every stick and brick in it paid for by the despised and hated Negro. What price “separate but equal” here?


	In passing, let us not forget that the Negro teachers in that bare box back in the country get from $55 to $90 a month—there are four of them. Only the principal gets the $90. Minimum salary for white teachers in Madison County is $150 a month. There are fifteen of them in the white folks’ school.


	And why is the Negro school away back there on that dirt road? Well, when the white folks finally decided to open their hearts and the Negroes’ purses they called a meeting of the tax-paying colored folk to discuss the prospective new school. One young Negro property owner got up and broached the matter of location. A colored church organization offered a couple of acres on the highway for the new school. And free.


	Somewhat shamefacedly the white school superintendent told the group, “I guess I might as well tell you that the location is all settled. Mr. Pearl Hawkins wants it down by his cotton gin. So that’s that.”


	“Mr. Pearl Hawkins” is “The Man” in District No. 4, one of the big plantation owners—and white, of course. He wanted the school near his acres and his cotton gin because that makes it easier for him to keep his hands, Negroes throughout the South are literally desperate for education for their children. Given a school in the neighborhood, they’ll put up with almost any working conditions, no matter how had. So in Madison County many of the Negro kids walk six miles to school every morning—and six miles home at night.


	Discrimination against the Negro school child in Mississippi is universal and vicious. Many counties do not even pretend to provide school buildings for Negro children. In rich Bolivar County in the fabulous Delta country there are 121 Negro schools. Only 31 operate in school buildings. The others stumble along in churches, lodge halls and even garages.


	The bulk of the state’s school budget comes from a 2 per cent sales tax. A million Negroes—half the population—pay their share of that sales tax. But, believe it or not, the white masters of Mississippi pay more just to haul their white children to their schools than they spend on the entire state-wide Negro school system. The figures run: 31/2 million dollars to haul white children; only 31/3 million to educate Negro children.


	Nearly half the state’s 477,000 Negro children of school age have never even been enrolled in school. The Southern states have compulsory school laws, just as in the North. But no state in the Deep South enforces the law as regards Negro children.


	In Tennessee, Georgia, Alabama, Mississippi, I saw groups of bright-faced, neat little Negro children trudging the dusty or dangerous highways morning and evening to and from their tumble-down schools. From time to time the swirling clouds of dust thrown up by school busses would engulf them. The children in those busses were white.


	In the South white children ride to school. The black ones walk—one mile, two miles—often enough, six miles. Only in four or five counties in Georgia and the same in Mississippi are there any busses for Negro school children. They walk. I was told there are 110 school busses for Negro children in Mississippi. Maybe. In more than a week I didn’t see one.
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	“Skin Ball”


	EVER HEAR of a “skin ball”? Neither did I, until I hit this lost world of the Delta.


	Each fall at settlement time when “The Man” parcels out the checks or the little rolls of bills that represent the total annual cash income of the Delta sharecropper, the top-flight Negro gamblers and racketeers of the country head south. From the black belts of St. Louis, Chicago, New York, Memphis, New Orleans and Atlanta they flock to little Delta towns like Rosedale and Clarksdale.


	They are there for the “skin ball” season in the Delta. A “skin ball” is a “skin” tournament—a kind of financial endurance contest. “Skin” is the hottest and fastest card game in the world. It is the most primitive of card games, too, consisting of little more than turning up cards from the pack. And when from $500 to $50,000 changes hands on the turn of a card—that is fast.


	Thousands of Negro sharecroppers with their whole year’s income burning holes in their pockets flock to the “skin” game setups in Negro juke joints, homes, sheds, or out in the open in the light of blazing campfires. Here are all the famous figures of the Negro underworlds of the big cities of the nation—“Race Riot,” “Bubber Brown,” “Horseface,” and scores of others.


	For hundreds of Negro sharecroppers the “skin ball” season runs about one and one-half minutes. Just long enough to throw their little wad of maybe $500 on the table and for the dealer to pick it up when the wrong card turns. Some of the croppers who stand well with “The Man” can go right back to plantation headquarters and get another $500 wad to try again. When and if they lose that, they’ll be working for nothing all the next crop season. It will be two years until they can take a whirl at another “skin ball.”


	When the sharecroppers are all cleaned, the big-shot racketeers go into their games. Then the play runs high. Bets of $50,000 and $75,000 are not unusual. Frequently the gambling joints or the numbers concessions back home go on the table. And now and then, after the cards have turned in a little Delta town, an entirely new owner will turn up at a Harlem crap room or in a Chicago numbers district.


	All of which seems to have little enough to do with the racial question in the Mississippi Delta. But it does—by way of the cut box. The cut box gets a percentage of every play. And in a Delta “skin” game the cut box can be murderous. If no new money comes into a game, the cut box may wind up with most of the money.


	Out of the cut box the local Negro racketeer, poolroom or juke joint owner gets his modest share. The bulk of it goes to the “Law.” My friends assured me that in a “good year” the Law’s cut from the season’s “skin balls” will amount to more than his niggardly salary. They insisted too that minor plantation officials, riders and the like, also get a substantial cut from the cut box.


	So even these fantastic “skin balls” help the white folks perpetuate the Delta’s way of life for the black man—don’t let him get his hands on too much money at one time—and don’t let him keep that little long.


	All up and down the Delta from Greenville to Tunica, the week that I was there, the black folks were gleefully savoring a scandal among their white lords. The story’s worth the telling only because it so grimly illustrates the ruthless omnipotence with which these cotton nobles rule their Delta baronies.


	These counties along the Delta are “dry”—that is, they are “dry” just as other communities in the Southland are “dry.” Dry so far as the Negro population is concerned but dripping wet when it’s the white man you’re talking about. So, night after night, particularly when the plantation owners pay off their hands and tenants and croppers, 0l’ Mississippi is churned by the oars of countless skiffs as thirsty Negro cotton hands row across to Helena and other Arkansas towns where neither thirst nor its assuagement knows a color line.


	“De Law” on the Mississippi shore can and does turn many a more or less honest penny for itself by gathering in the merry returning voyagers and mulcting them of heavy fines for each specimen of bottled cheer they bring back with them.


	It seems that the WCTU leaders of one of these Delta counties spearheaded a reform campaign that resulted in election of a sheriff pledged to make the county a Sahara—alcoholically speaking. One night he gathered in three Negro field hands, the property of one of the Delta plantation lords. They were fined $125 each.


	Shortly thereafter the aggrieved Delta lord encountered the sheriff in one of the little levee towns.


	“ ‘The Man’ just whupped him up one side and down the other,” half a dozen eager informants told me.


	“Sheriff told ‘The Man,’ ‘It ain’t you that is whuppin’ me, it’s your money.’


	“Then ‘The Man’ opened up the trunk of his car and allowed the sheriff a whole case of whiskey he’d brought over from Helena.


	“ ‘Why don’t you do something about this?’ he wanted to know.


	“Then ‘The Man’ told the sheriff, ‘Whenever you find one of my niggers with just one quart of wine—don’t do nothin’. Jest let him go. If he’s got a gallon—or if he’s got hard liquor, you see me and I’ll handle it. Don’t arrest no more of my niggers.’ ”


	Well, I can’t vouch for the story. All I know is that we drank Arkansas wine at every stop we made in that section of the Delta cotton industry.


	Not too long before our visit, according to another story we encountered, another plantation lord became peeved at the policies of the mayor of one of the little levee towns. So he just dragged him out of his office and drop-kicked him up and down the main street until his good right leg got tired.


	The point of all this, so far as I was concerned, is the reflection that if the Delta’s cotton lords can kick the white “Law” around in this fashion with no retribution, what chance does the lowly black man stand if he should ever be so foolhardy as to let himself come into conflict with his white masters?
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	This Amazing Lost World


	THIS NEGRO world that I’ve become a part of is a weird and amazing country, one of contrast and paradox.


	It’s the maid’s day oil and our hostess herself serves us in the breakfast room. Last night we had dinner from the great mahogany table in the dining room. As she passes us platters of eggs and ham and bacon and hot biscuits, the outsize diamond dinner ring she’s wearing flashes brilliantly. Last night her husband, who is anything but reticent, had shown us the rest of her diamonds—a small handful. He confided that the dinner ring she’s wearing cost him $850. He thinks it too small and he’s got another picked out in a Memphis jewelry store. That’s a mere $1,500.


	This dignified hostess of ours is a former sharecropper. And she must have been a good one. For seven years after her marriage she chopped her cotton and pushed a sweating mule up and down the rows while her husband scurried up and down the Delta to keep a not too robust used-car business from collapsing on him.


	Between them they made the grade. Now they’ve got this pleasant home, a thriving used-car business, a gasoline station and barbecue stand on the highway, an undertaking business and a small insurance company—and a fistful of diamonds.


	“I never made less than $500 a year at settlement time,” our tall, handsome hostess tells us over the breakfast table, “and usually closer to $600. The seventh and last year I made exactly $666.36 clear. I hired my plowing done—that two-mule plow was a little heavy for me but everything else I did myself.


	“While I didn’t need it, I even borrowed a little money from ‘The Man.’ All the other croppers did and I figured I’d better fall in line. Interest on that money ran a little heavy—32 per cent a year. Most loans, though, are for only three months—8 per cent. That interest money is a mighty big item in the annual profits on a plantation with 100 to 6,000 sharecroppers.


	“This sharecropping business isn’t all one-sided,” she insists. A lot of sharecroppers are the kind that are only “lookin’ for sundown and payday. Sure enough they get their mules at sunup, but that don’t mean they don’t go back to their cabin, and mule and man sleep until nine.”


	One thing I noticed as we crossed the Delta from Greenwood to Greenville was that the Negro children on the business end of cotton-chopping hoes seemed to grow younger. Back in Georgia I saw a few six-year-olds, judging from appearance—but here were tots that couldn’t be more than four.


	And as we roll north we run into another phenomenon in this Delta country. Plumped down here in backward, reactionary Mississippi is an all-Negro town—Negro mayor, council, property owners, voters—voters only in municipal elections, however.


	It’s Mound Bayou, with 1,200 black inhabitants—shrunk in the last few years from 2,000. Every business in the town is owned by a Negro. Here is practical segregation enforced not by the white man but by the Negro.


	The mayor of the town is Benjamin Green, spare, taciturn and reserved. One thing sure, he didn’t get to be mayor of his town on the basis of any hail-fellow, well-met campaigning. He is a graduate of Harvard Law School, where he took honors in his class. Then he came back to this little refuge of his people in the darkness of the Delta.


	Mound Bayou is going to get a terrific shot in the arm from Uncle Sam. The Veterans Administration has announced plans and will soon begin construction of a $5,000,000 Negro veterans hospital of 200 beds.


	The town has an excellent 50-bed hospital in operation now. It serves the countryside for miles around, and usually there are at least 75 patients under treatment, 25 more than the scheduled 50.


	Mound Bayou—wherever it may fall short of adequate civic efficiency, and it does in some respects—has taken care of the greatest of all needs of the black folks of the Delta, education. There is a modern elementary school and a really fine brick high school, well equipped and well staffed.


	The passion of these black folks for education is amazing. All over the Delta I heard the same story. Black sharecroppers will submit to the most brazen extortion, the most impossible living conditions—if only there is a good school for their children. The tragedy of the whole thing is that they don’t have the slightest idea of what constitutes a good school.


	So “The Man” sees to it that some sort of makeshift school in charge of a Negro girl who, frequently, never went beyond the seventh grade is established on or near his plantation, generally in the little Negro church.


	Hundreds of Negro schools in the Delta are open only four months of the year. Most of them never run a term beyond six months. Back in slavery days it was a crime punishable by fine and jail to teach a slave to read. The white masters of the Delta can’t quite put that across in 1949. But they do the next best thing. They make it almost impossible for a black boy or girl to get a decent elementary education.


	They are doing a pretty good job of keeping the Negro from the contamination of learning. Right here in Bolivar County, for every dollar that the white folks spend on Negro schools, they spend $100 on white schools. The state as a whole sees to it that nearly half the Negro boys and girls of the state get no schooling at all. More than 200,000 Negro children of school age don’t go to any school at all.


	This isn’t an expedition after statistics and figures, and ordinarily I wouldn’t bother with them. But as it happens one of the greatest of Negro educators in the South was with us for a time and he was just full of damning figures like these.


	For years he was one of the administrators of the Julius Rosenwald Fund, which spent millions establishing Negro—and white—schools in the South. Frequently in good years, when competition for sharecropper and field hands arose, some of the lords of the Delta would call him in, seeking a Rosenwald school to help hold their Negroes on the plantation.


	Usually the Rosenwald plan worked out with the fund supplying a third or a half of the cost of establishing the  wanted school and local agencies the remainder. Quite often “The Man” put up a third or a half of the cost of the school he wanted.


	And invariably—for the next couple of years he’d take an assessment out of the fall settlement checks of his croppers and hands until he had paid himself back the money he put into the school.


	One Delta lord who wanted a school right on his own plantation was told he’d have to deed over two acres for a site. Negotiations ended right there: “Hell, no,” he said. “The cotton I kin raise on that two acres is worth more than all the damned nigger schools in Mississippi. And I’ll get hands, school or no school, and it won’t cost me no two acres of good cotton land either.”
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	White Hospitals and Black Deaths


	IN THIS little, straggling Negro cemetery, its graves weed-grown, its headstones leaning drunkenly, stands a magnificent tomb of white Alabama marble. It is an astonishing thing to find here on the edge of this Mississippi Delta town of Clarksdale. Quite likely there’s nothing like it all up and down the Delta in either white or Negro cemetery.


	Within it lie the bodies of a dark woman and her baby, both dead in the hour of the baby’s birth. Proudly, Dr. P. W. Hill, wealthy Negro dentist, shows us through this gleaming mausoleum where his wife and baby lie and where someday he too will rest.


	In all simplicity he regards it only as his tribute to the ones he loved.


	But this beautiful tomb out here on the edge of the cotton fields is a monument to the cold-blooded cruelty of the white man; to the brutal mandate of a white world that black men and women must die rather than be permitted to defile a cot or an operating table in a white hospital with their black skins.


	Marjorie Hill and her husband had planned to have their baby at home. Mrs. Hill was strong and active and in perfect health.


	The competent Negro physicians in attendance foresaw no complications or difficulties. Her approach to motherhood was wholly normal until just a few hours before the expected birth. Then something went tragically wrong. Only a Caesarean section could save his wife and baby, Dr. Hill was told by the doctors.


	Clarksdale boasts of a small but adequate hospital. But it is sacred to white patients. Dr. Hill didn’t even seek admission for his wife and unborn baby. Just before midnight he put them into an ambulance and started a mad drive north to Memphis and its Negro hospital, seventy-eight miles away, in a desperate race with death. Death won. Mother and new-born baby both died on the operating table just before dawn.


	Dr. Hill, small, spare, scholarly, reserved, is not embittered. He has learned his lesson well. He is a black man in a white world.


	“But, Doctor,” I insisted, “you didn’t even try. You didn’t even ask Clarksdale Hospital authorities to admit your wife.”


	Both Dr. Hill and my companion broke in before I had finished. “In the South,” they told me, “when you’re black you don’t try to fight the pattern. Hospitals are for white people. White people do not admit black folk to their hospitals. Black folk do not even ask for admission. They just die.”


	But I wasn’t satisfied. Back home, and a white man myself again, I decided that here was one barbarity charged to my race that I’d disprove.


	I wired Miss Louise Francis, director of Clarksdale Hospital. Western Union reported back that the wire had been delivered to her personally.


	“Clarksdale Negroes insist that no Negroes are admitted to Clarksdale Hospital even in emergency such as auto accidents, Caesareans. Will you wire me collect if Negroes would be admitted under any circumstances?” I asked.


	I have yet to receive a reply.


	Twelve days later I sent Miss Francis a registered letter referring to my telegram:


	“Would you then be good enough to let me know if under any circumstances such as an automobile accident in front of the hospital or an immediate Caesarean, would a Negro ever be admitted to your hospital?”


	I hold a postal receipt for that registered letter but there has been no reply. Which seems to establish the pattern and prove that Dr. Mill made no mistake when he didn’t bother to seek admission for his wife even on the threshold of death.


	A few years ago Miss Juliette Derricott, dean of women of Fisk University, and Miss Edna Johnson, one of her students, were fatally injured in an automobile crash just outside Dalton, Georgia. Dalton has and had at that time a 40-bed white hospital. Again there was no attempt to seek admission for the two dying women. As one of the officials at Fisk University wrote me, “It seems as if the unspeakable pattern made it not even thought of.”


	The two dying women were taken to offices of different white doctors. According to the record they were afforded humane, skillful first aid. Then they were taken to the funeral parlor of a Negro undertaker. Later that night, Dr. L. L. Patten, a Negro surgeon from Chattanooga, arrived with a Negro ambulance. Three round trips of sixty-six miles each were required before the two dying women and two other students, less seriously injured, were delivered to Walden Hospital for Negroes in Chattanooga. The crash occurred at three forty in the afternoon. It was nine hours later, twelve-thirty the next day, before all patients were in the hospital—one of them, Miss Johnson, already dead.


	Dr. Fatten is getting old; he has been in practice in southeastern Tennessee and northern Georgia for thirty-three years. He’s been encountering things like this all his life. He even smiled at my indignation.


	“You’ll learn, if you stay with us here in the South,” he told me.


	So I checked the “pattern” again. I wired F. K. Sims, director of Dalton Hospital, referring to the Derricott case and asking “if a Negro would be admitted to hospital under any circumstances in emergency.” Mr. Sims got the wire but I have no answer. So I wrote him by registered mail, for which I hold his receipt:


	“Would you be good enough to tell me, in a case of extreme emergency, automobile accident, Caesarean, has your hospital ever accepted a Negro patient or would it accept a Negro patient?” No answer to that one either.


	Just last year, the track team of Clark University, Atlanta, was on its way by automobile to a track meet with Tennessee A.&I. State College at Nashville. Near Pelham, Tennessee, an army trailer sideswiped a car driven by Clark Track Coach Charles McPherson. Jeffrey Jennings and Joseph Brown, two Clark track stars, were passengers. Both Jennings and Brown were seriously injured. Coach McPherson was slightly hurt. State police called an ambulance, and a five-hour tour that covered more than one hundred miles began.


	At two hospitals, at Sewanee and Manchester, both of which treat both black and white patients, every bed was occupied—some by Negro patients.


	But at Winchester Hospital, according to Coach McPherson, the desperately wounded patients were refused admission because they were black. They drove on to Fayetteville, Tennessee, to a Negro hospital where both were admitted. Brown died shortly after. Jennings lay in a coma for three weeks and finally recovered.


	Once more I checked—this time on the definite charge that two Negroes, one dying, were refused admission because they were black. So I wired Dr. Parker Smith, director of Winchester Hospital:


	“I am told that on April 25, 1947, two Negroes, badly injured in auto crash, were refused admission to hospital because they were Negroes. Can you inform me if this is correct?”


	The wire was delivered to Dr. Smith. There has been no reply.


	Then a registered letter with the same request for a denial of the definite charge. And Dr. Parker Smith is still silent.


	Over much of the South, no phase of discrimination against the Negro is more relentlessly enforced than the iron-handed determination that no black or brown skin is ever to be permitted to contaminate the purity of hospital cots sacred to the white man.


	Most of the larger cities of the South maintain hospitals exclusively for Negroes. But many of them are only partially maintained by public funds.


	In most Southern communities, however, where there are any facilities for Negro patients at all, a ward in the white hospital is set aside for the darker people. All of the Negroes I talked to insisted that they had never seen a Negro ward in a white hospital that even pretended to favorable comparison with the facilities provided for white patients. All too often the Negro ward is in the basement, alongside the coal cellar or laundry. Such things as proper heat, proper ventilation, proper sanitation may or may not be provided.


	Almost invariably, the nurses are white—Southern white. So they are white before they are nurses, and in many instances no Negro can expect diligent and careful nursing.


	Up in North Georgia I talked with a fine, cultured Negro woman who had just finished a couple of weeks of attendance upon a friend in the Negro ward of a white hospital. The patient was paying for an attending nurse. For no apparent reason the white nurse failed to change the patient’s bedding. Every day, friends of the patient had to come to the hospital and change the sheets and pillowcases.


	The white nurse was perfectly cheerful about the whole proceeding. She administered medicine, took temperatures, kept the chart in accordance with the orders of the attending physician. But she just wasn’t going to change any bedding for a Negro woman. And she didn’t.


	Throughout the South there are many competent Negro doctors and surgeons, graduates of such medical schools as Harvard and Pitt. Many of them minister to white patients. But in the vast majority of Southern white hospitals which maintain Negro wards, not one of them is permitted to follow his patient into the Negro ward. The Negro patient takes whatever white staff doctor is assigned to him. This of course is true in Northern hospitals too—except that Northern hospitals do not often have segregated Negro wards where a Negro doctor might logically he expected to treat his Negro patients. And while hospitals in the North quite generally deny their facilities to Negro surgeons and physicians, at least they set no color line for patients. Sick or injured Negroes are afforded the same treatment as whites.


	In Atlanta, the Henry W. Grady Hospital for Negroes is one of the outstanding institutions for Negroes in the South. Presumably it is a fine institution. It is staffed by surgeons and interns from the medical school of Emory University—all white, of course.


	It is just an indication of the distrust and suspicion that inevitably has been inculcated in the minds of even intelligent Negroes that many of them I talked to were convinced that Negro patients in the Henry W. Grady Hospital were used for experimentation by white surgeons and student interns. Pretty unreasonable, isn’t it? But can you blame them when many of them have had personal experiences where presumably ethical and honorable white hospital administrators have let Negroes die in roaming ambulances because they couldn’t find a bed in a Negro hospital and, no matter what the emergency, weren’t permitted in a white man’s hospital bed?


	Does anybody wonder that I found mighty little pleasure in that 3,400-mile tour of the South—much of it at 70 miles an hour? Every time we had a close shave with another car, I could see myself riding around in a Jim Crow ambulance, hunting a Jim Crow hospital while I slowly bled to death.


  22

	Not So Strange Bedfellows


	NOT SINCE my boyhood days in the homes of my Pennsylvania Dutch relatives have I sat down to a table loaded as this one is.


	Great platters of fried chicken—and listen, it’s Pennsylvania Dutch fried chicken, the gooey kind, not that abomination known as Southern fried chicken that I’ve been getting for the past two weeks. Biscuits, light, fluffy and piping hot. And here’s a new wrinkle. The biscuits are baked in small pans—one in the oven at a time, so when you call for a fresh one it’s right out of the oven. Three or four kinds of jam; big gobs of country butter. Great pitchers of real buttermilk—what’s left after you churn country butter—the first I’ve tasted in twenty years.


	This sixty-five acres a few miles outside Chickamauga, Georgia, is another little oasis in the desert of discrimination and injustice that is the black South. It is the farm of C. D. Haslerig, who has carved out a way of life for himself and his children on this fertile North Georgia farm.


	The rest of our group attends a district meeting of a Negro fraternal order. I am here to eat.


	After the lodge meeting and a Gargantuan picnic dinner in a grove on the Haslerig farm we repair to a little church in a grove of pines. The ladies of the women’s auxiliary of the order have worked diligently preparing a little entertainment for the visitors from downstate. There are piano solos and some really excellent singing. There are several essays and recitations.


	And here again, in this quiet country church, you realize anew the obsession the Southern Negro has with this racial problem. It colors all his thinking and every phase of his life. Every recitation, every theme so laboriously written, stresses only the one great facet of these people’s lives: their relations with the whites.


	Brother Haslerig is chairman of the meeting. So it’s not too much of a surprise when he calls upon his house guest, Brother James R. Crawford, to offer a few remarks, preferably regarding the status of our people back in Pittsburgh. Now I have no scruples about my deception of all these good people because if my mission succeeds it may be of some slight service to them. But making speeches as the representative of the colored folks of Pittsburgh would be carrying the deception a little too far. So I stand and bow and thank Brother Haslerig for the opportunity—and sit down again, to really sincere applause. The afternoon is getting on and the audience wants to go home.


	This Haslerig family demonstrates that you can wring success out of anything. On their sixty-five owned acres they rim a herd of prize Guernseys, raise thousands of broilers each year, produce eggs and hogs. In recent years they have farmed two hundred acres of leased land which they expect to buy. Their nine children have graduated from Chattanooga High School, the oldest in turn driving the fifteen miles each morning and evening.


	Seeing what the Haslerig family has accomplished, I become still more embittered by the fact that there are so few places in the South where such achievements are possible for Negroes. And that Brother Haslerig, decent, self-respecting and law-abiding though he is, still has to say “sir” to any shiftless poor white. And if he got in a farm boundary dispute with such a white he would stand no more chance of justice in court than a snowball in hell.


	Me, I’d be perfectly content to finish out this assignment in the Haslerig dining room—with, of course, rest periods in a rocking chair on the front porch.


	But the rest of our group from Atlanta has to be back for the Fulton County Republican Convention to pick delegates to the state convention. Political conventions run true to form, north or south. We even have a smoke-filled room in which to operate, a courtroom in the Fulton County Courthouse where, for an afternoon, politics spreads Jim Crow like a rug on the floor.


	A week later, when the State Republican Convention is held in the same courtroom, we learn that in other counties Jim Crow more than holds his own.


	The De Kalb County delegation ran into difficulties. Republican National Committee rules require that, in Georgia, county conventions must be held in the courthouse. This was O.K. with De Kalb County commissioners, except that Negroes and whites couldn’t meet in the same courtroom. So the white delegates met in one courtroom and the Negro delegates in another. Messengers ran themselves ragged from one courtroom to another, taking two votes on every measure and proposal and then adding the ayes and noes to find out where they stood.


	So the state convention passed a resolution condemning the action of the De Kalb commissioners. The convention also passed, unanimously, resolutions demanding that all Georgians of whatsoever shade should not only be permitted to vote, but encouraged to do so. The convention also called for equal school facilities for all citizens of Georgia. All of which was giving Jim Crow a hefty kick in the seat of the pants when you figure that among the white delegates who voted for the resolutions were such figures as Harry Sommers, former president of the Atlanta Chamber of Commerce, Colonel Elliott F. Tuttle, veteran of both world wars and retiring president of the Fulton County Bar Association, and C. J. Hilkey, dean of the law school of Emory University. Just a little more evidence that if the Negro is ever going to dent the more evil and vicious aspects of Jim Crow in the South it’s going to be accomplished through the franchise.


	Despite the determination of the Southern white never to “mister” a Negro, black and white delegates were “mistering” each other all over the place. They crippled their fingers shaking hands and even on occasion hugged each other. Southern white supremacy got an awful kicking around that day.


	I found myself wedged in between a couple of white delegates from North Georgia. I hadn’t been so close to white folks in weeks. I was distinctly uncomfortable until one of them leaned over to me and confided, “You know we don’t have many colored people up in our country, but you people ought to be allowed to vote. I served with a lot of your people in the Navy. They were damned good shipmates. Most of this stuff about you Negroes is just damned foolishness.”


	So much for one intelligent white Georgian.
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	Even in Atlanta We Die


	ATLANTA IS unique in the South in the matter of its kill-crazy streetcar motormen. An ancient law makes them police officers and gives them the right to carry guns.


	There was Madison Harris, twenty-two years old, who had words with Motorman T. H. Purl. When he got off and started home, Purl stopped the car, called the young Negro back and ordered him to put up his hands. He obeyed and Mr. Motorman shot him dead. The examining magistrate ruled it justifiable homicide and that was the last of that—and of Madison Harris, too.


	Walter Lee Johnson, another young Negro of twenty-two, ought to have learned a lesson from that. He didn’t, though. He had “words” too, this time with Motorman W. D. Lee. When young Johnson left the car, the motorman followed him off. Motorman Lee must have had a bunch of bad cartridges because witnesses testified that Lee’s gun missed fire twice. But the third time the firing-pin hit a good one and Johnson followed Harris into the hereafter. That was justifiable homicide, too.


	But you don’t have to be a motorman to kill Negroes and get away with it. Just last year when a Negro refused to quit smoking a foul-smelling cigar on the back platform of an Atlanta car, a retired mail carrier waited until he stepped off and then shot him dead.


	“I thought he was going to reach in his pocket,” the killer explained to the magistrate. That, by the way, is the standard line of defense in the South.


	Atlanta cops shoot quick and fast, too—and ask any necessary questions afterward. There’s this much to be said on behalf of the shooting cops: they’re usually scared stiff all the time they’re on duty in Atlanta’s black areas, and a scared man shoots quick. They have good reason to be scared. In Atlanta, Birmingham, Memphis and other Southern towns with large Negro populations they’re pitch-forked into a seething black maelstrom of crime. The white cop can very well find himself dead as he rounds the next corner. So his first thought when trouble looms is to grab his gun and use it.


	There isn’t even a pretense of adequate law enforcement in the black belts of the larger Southern cities, particularly in Atlanta, Birmingham and Memphis.


	Decent, law-abiding Negroes, not only in these cities but in the Negro sections of smaller towns, are at the mercy of the criminals of their race because the white folks in the South don’t regard it as a serious crime for a Negro to kill a Negro.


	“Bad Negroes” do their four or five years in prison gangs for a killing. Then they come back to their home communities where they rule the more peaceful elements with gun and knife. Cuttings, shootings, robberies bring only fines or short jail sentences to the offender. Intelligent and adequate policing could, of course, end this chaos of crime in the Negro areas in a matter of months. But the white folks don’t care and the better element of Negroes is powerless to force action.


	I checked a few of the more recent police killings in Atlanta, There was John Mahone, black, drunk, disorderly and fighting with his wife. The cop shot and killed him. Thought he had a knife. The knife turned out to be a can opener.


	R. D. Mance, thirty-eight, black and insane but unarmed. Cop was called to subdue a demented person. He did—with his gun.


	xOver the De Kalb County line in an Atlanta suburb, a county officer was making a search for illegal whiskey. Harris Miller ran. When he refused to halt, County Officer E. C. Dailey killed him.


	Negro killings, by Negroes, hit an all-time high in Atlanta in 1941, when they mounted to 107. The year before there were 100. Nineteen forty-eight bid fair to set a new record with 43 killings up to June 1. Only bloody Memphis surpasses Atlanta in its record of Negro killings.


	Negro leaders in Atlanta are powerless to institute any measures which would bring law and order to their community. First thing required, of course, is a complete overhaul of the entire police system with a proper system of training for police officers—something which most Southern cities haven’t thought of. Basic reform, of course, would be a change in Southern thinking. Atlanta and the rest of the South have got to get the idea that it’s murder to kill a Negro wantonly.


	During the first day of their service, I watched the first Negro policemen ever to function in Atlanta. They were neat, competent-looking Negroes, most of them ex-servicemen. But they were tossed into the teeming Auburn Avenue section without any proper training for the hardest and most exacting jobs in the department.


	And they were hamstrung at the start by being denied the right to arrest anyone white. Also they were not permitted to carry guns. That last rule is likely to cost the lives of some of them.


	Take it from me, I didn’t feel much safer as one of Atlanta’s black citizens than I did in the smaller and more deadly towns in the cotton country.
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	The White Man’s Ocean


	FOR THREE HOT and dusty weeks and three thousand hot and dusty miles, I’ve been looking forward to Brunswick and Savannah, the broad white beaches of the Georgia coast and a couple days of ocean swimming.


	All right—here are Savannah and Brunswick. Here are the broad white beaches. Here is the wide blue Atlantic Ocean. But there’ll be no sea bathing for me. I’ve dragged those swim trunks all these miles for nothing.


	Why? Because this is a strictly Jim Crow ocean and I’m black.


	Along all the hundred miles of Georgia’s coastline with its scores of beautiful island and shore beaches, there’s not a single foot where a Negro can stick a toe in salt water. North and south, South Carolina and Florida have public and private beaches reserved for us black people. Not Georgia. Georgia is going to keep her share of the Atlantic pure and undefiled—and lily white.


	If you’re black and you think that either Georgia or I are fooling about this thing, just try dunking yourself along Georgia’s ocean strand. The resulting fine is standard—$50 and costs. For trespass, no less. To get to the ocean you must cross someone’s land. That’s trespass. And that’s—$50 and costs.


	Last time anybody tried going to the mat with the sovereign state of Georgia on this issue was a couple of years ago when three young colored girls decided they’d strike a blow for the freedom of the seas. Rena Atkins, Winsor Roberts and Inez Walker of Brunswick donned bathing suits, hired a cab and went to a deserted section of the Glynn County waterfront.


	They never even got their feet wet. A county policeman herded them back into their cab, directed the driver to take them to the police station, and locked them up. They were in cells all day until a professional bondsman, seeking a fee, notified friends and put up bail. Next morning they were each fined $50 and costs. Since then the Atlantic, around here at least, has been strictly white.


	More recently the black folks of Savannah and Brunswick have been passing along another story about their Jim Crow briny deep. I didn’t bother checking because it isn’t important, but it is strikingly reminiscent of the jokes about Hitler that used to be current in Germany and the similar witticisms at the expense of Stalin that come out of Russia now. Incidentally, that faculty of laughing at their strutting overlords’ pretensions of superiority acts as a mighty efficient safety valve for the resentment that inevitably, now and then, must fill the Negro heart in the South. But to get on with the story.


	It seems that a poodle belonging to one of the rich society women in the exclusive Sea Island Beach colony—white, of course—had contracted a slight case of mange. Her veterinary suggested that daily salt water baths might ease the itch of the pooch. So the white woman ordered her maid to dunk the mangy animal in the sea each morning. The maid obeyed, but after a few days of dog-dunking rebelled.


	“I don’t think it’s right,” she tearfully told her mistress, “that I have to take that dog swimming every day and if I tried to go in myself I’d be arrested. And that dog’s got mange and I haven’t.”


	According to the story, the mistress dunked her dog herself after that, but she told the maid that she “found her attitude very unfortunate.”


	All this in Brunswick and Savannah, known as the “best Negro towns in the South”—better even that Atlanta.


	True enough, the lot of the Negro in these cities is infinitely better than in most areas of the South. Records of both towns are free from outrages against Negroes that mar the history of many communities down here.


	In all its 215 years Savannah has never had a lynching. It came close back in the days when the Klan was at the height of its power. A Savannah Negro was jailed, charged with shooting a white man. Savannah whites were content to wait for the law. But from Statesboro, seat of one of the adjacent counties, came a mob of Klansmen led by their Kleagle, intent on lynching the prisoner if Savannah folk were too soft to do their duty by the white race.


	So the Savannah sheriff waited on the steps of the jail with a gun across his arm, and when the mob arrived he calmly shot the leader to ribbons. There was no lynching.


	In both Brunswick and Savannah there are parks for both black and white. Savannah has a small swimming pool for Negroes.


	Savannah also has a modern 100-bed hospital for Negroes. The joker is, however, that city and county contribute only one fourth of its budget. Three fourths of the running expenses come from private sources—mostly from the North.


	Twenty thousand Negroes vote freely in Savannah and hold the balance of power. The city has 12 Negro policemen, and they are making excellent records. In Brunswick 3,700 Negroes vote. A new juvenile detention home is projected for Savannah, and it will house both black and white children. In separate wings, of course.


	Jim Crow rules both towns with an iron grip. In Savannah’s stately courthouse the only rest rooms for Negroes are down in the janitor’s quarters. Negroes may ride only in Jim Crow cabs.


	Glynn County, Brunswick the county seat, voted a $100,000 public bond issue for a beach for Negroes. But the white politicians gently smothered the plan, and the Negroes are only going to get another park out of it.


	Georgia bought the fabulous Jekyll Island, playground of the Rockefellers, Whitneys and Bakers, for $800,000. It will build a great seashore resort for the citizens of Georgia. But there will be no accommodations for Negroes, despite pleas by most of the Negro organizations in the state.


	In beautiful Forsythe Park, in Savannah, both white and black folks sit where they please. But in an adjoining extension park the tennis courts and ball diamonds are for whites only.


	Dixon Park is a beautiful little spot running from Henry to Duffy Street. A few years ago park benches dotted the park. But now the Negro section has moved onward, so that the park is half in the white section and half in the black. Under the circumstances, those benches might spell trouble, decided the city fathers, and they took them out. Now you stand while you enjoy the beauties of Dixon Park.
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	More Than One Way to Skin a Voter


	DOWN IN southern Alabama, in the pleasant, somnolent little town of Dothan, we ran across a sort of proving ground for Negro enfranchisement in the South.


	Here, these white Alabamans not only permit their Negro fellow citizens to vote, but actually encourage them to do so. And that’s been going on for several years now.


	What happens? Why, it turns out that the Negro is just as slothful in the exercise of the most precious right of his citizenship as is his white fellow American, north or south. He doesn’t bother to vote either. He, like his white brother, stays away from the polls in droves. He, too, fails to use the ballot when he gets it.


	So, in Dothan, out of some 6,000 Negroes eligible to vote, only about 400 are actually registered. The only time there was a practically 100 per cent vote, I learn from leaders of the Negro community, was a few years ago in a wet and dry fight when the prohibitionists tried to put the town’s ginmills out of business. The Negro vote, my friends tell me, was practically solid for Old Demon Rum.


	Dothan Negroes have reasonably good excuse, however, for their poor showing at the polls. Alabama still imposes the poll tax. It’s only $1.50 a year but it’s cumulative. The white folks just keep adding up that $1.50 year after year, and charging it against the delinquent voter—black or white. Seems fair enough at first glance; at least no discrimination against us Negroes.


	No discrimination, that is, until you do a little research.


	Take a Dothan Negro who at last is admitted to full Alabama citizenship; say he is fifty years old before he is granted the right to vote. He must pay a poll tax for every year he’s lived since he’s been twenty-one. That’s the neat little sum of $43.50 he has to plunk down in order to scratch his X on a ballot. So what? Exactly the same rule applies to a white man in similar circumstances.


	There is one big difference, as my friends in Dothan pointed out to me. That white man who had to pay his accumulated poll tax for twenty-nine years before he could vote had the right to vote all those years. If you are going to have a poll tax at all, then your white, non-voting voter should not object to paying the back fees that accumulated during the years he neglected to exercise his rights.


	But your Negro voter is in a far different situation. He never was permitted to vote through all those twenty-nine years. During some of those years he might have been lynched had he tried it. In his case the white people are making him pay for something he never had until a year or two ago. Many middle-aged Negroes flatly refuse to consider paying hack poll taxes. So they don’t vote.


	These white folks in Dothan must be pretty enlightened citizens. Not only do Negroes vote unhampered except by state laws but Dothan’s black community polices itself. For three years now, Dothan has had the only Negro policeman in the state. He’s the Law in the Negro section of the town. He’s a full-fledged cop too—not the half-cop they have back in Atlanta, for instance. Dothan’s black Law carries a pistol; with the right to use it with proper discretion. He can arrest a white man too—or run him out of the Negro section if he becomes disorderly.


	I can report truthfully that the Negro citizens of Dothan really like their town.


	All this is Dothan, remember. Over most of Alabama the United States Constitution doesn’t run and the Supreme Court is just a bunch of Northern “furriners” in Washington—so far as the Negro’s right to vote is concerned.


	The device by which Alabama abrogates the fundamental law of the Republic is the iniquitous Bosewell Amendment. Under the provisions of this measure every prospective voter must read and interpret any section or all of the United States Constitution, to the satisfaction of the registrar. And the opinion and decision of the registrar is final. In the vast majority of Alabama counties no appreciable number of Negroes has ever yet been able to interpret any portion of the Constitution to the satisfaction of the registrar—even those registrars who can actually read and write. If any white applicant has ever been barred from exercising his right of franchise because he couldn’t even read the document that Alabama so cleverly uses to defeat the right it guarantees to all citizens, I never heard of him and neither did any of the Negro leaders I talked to.


	They did tell me about a Negro leader in one of the backward counties of Alabama who presented himself at the county seat with intent to register. He knew he had about as much chance of voting in his home county as Senator Taft would have in Moscow, but apparently he wanted to make the effort just for the record. He’s a graduate of a Northern university and majored in history. When the registrar asked him to read and interpret the Preamble and the first few sections of the Constitution, he obliged. With flourishes. He went back to Runnymede and began with King John’s signature on the Magna Charts at the insistence of the barons. He took the dizzy registrar to London with references to Edmund Burke and the Younger Pitt. He carefully developed the theme that the Constitution marked an epoch in the science of government because it established representative government as distinguished from democracy.


	When he finished, the bewildered registrar gulped a couple of times and told him, “I don’t know what the hell you were talking about but you ain’t interpreted the Constitution to my satisfaction. So you ain’t gonna be registered.”


	Even if the story isn’t true in every detail—which is open to conjecture—it, too, is significantly reminiscent of the grim humor of stories out of Nazi Germany and Soviet Russia.


	Georgia has no Bosewell Amendment and no poll tax to aid in nullification of so much of the Constitution as is necessary to abrogate the Negro’s right to vote. But the Peckerwoods in the back counties who are determined to keep the franchise lily white—but who don’t want to go so far as to shoot a Negro now and then as a deterrent to black balloting—have a weapon equally as effective—the purge.


	It works this way. Month by month all year, Negro registration climbs. Then along in midsummer, with Democratic primary election day looming in September, all over the state, county commissions proceed to “purge” the lists of registered voters. Notices go out to thousands of voters, black and white, notifying them to appear at the courthouse. Irregularities of one sort or another have been encountered in their registration, they are informed. Upon appearance at the courthouse they will be given a “hearing.” That in itself is enough to scare off most Negro citizens. Few of them appear. Those who do get short shrift. Almost inevitably their registration is found fatally defective and they’re off the voters lists. Also inevitably, the white voters threatened with being purged go back on the lists of eligible voters whether they appear for “hearing” or not.


	In many Georgia counties Negro leaders are learning how to beat the purge. Sometimes just a threat to carry the question to United States courts is sufficient to put the purged names back on the lists. Again it is necessary actually to engage legal counsel and file suit. And then all too frequently, the “word” comes down from the white folks that there had better be no litigation, or the Negro community and the “uppity” Negroes who want to vote will get something far worse than any purge. Usually, when that happens, the purge is permanent.


	When all else fails, both purge and intimidation, the white folks have one recourse that is sure-fire. That’s the good old reliable Ku Klux Klan. Oh yes, the Klan still rides in Georgia. It burns and dynamites the homes of Negroes when they’ve dared to buy property on the edge of a white-residence district. In the more remote rural sections of the state the white-robed riders of the night still spread terror in Negro communities.


	In Swainsboro, county seat of Emanuel County, and in Wrightsville, capital of neighboring Johnson County, the Klan parades regularly, Negroes told me. In those two counties the Klan must have efficient, forward-looking leadership—citizens who keep abreast with progress in the line of modern advertising gadgets. Just before the 1947 primaries the white-robed regulators scurried by night through the Negro sections of both towns. In the mailbox of each Negro home in the rural sections and on the porches of the town-dwelling Negroes, they left cunning little paper replicas of a coffin, marked with the fearsome three K’s. In the top of each paper coffin was a slot.


	The ninety-three-year-old woman who gave one of the little boxes to me said, “I don’t rightly know what they mean. Best I can figure out is, that slot in the top is supposed to be a slot in a ballot box. So that must mean—‘drop your ballot in the box and then drop into your own coffin.’


	“White folks kind of foolish sometimes, seems to me,” she reflected.


	“No sir, it didn’t scare me any. I and my husband both voted. I’m not scared of the white folks any more. Ain’t much they can do to anyone ninety-three years old and is expecting the Lord to call ’em most any day now.”


	But the Klan did scare some of the duly registered Negro voters sufficiently to keep them away from the polls. Swainsboro had about 550 registered Negro voters, of whom 400 could always be depended upon to show up at the polls Election Day.


	But at the election following the midnight distribution of the Klan souvenirs only 350 Negroes voted. At that it was a pretty good showing for the courage of my temporary people. A Negro from twenty-one to sixty certainly can’t be expected to have acquired the serene unconcern of my ancient hostess as to anything that the “white folks” might do to her.
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	The Negro’s Faith


ALL THROUGH the Southland the Negro is developing not only a racial consciousness but an aggressive racial pride. The real Negro aristocracy is that of brains. Foremost in the group are the Negro educators of the South. So intense is this passion of the Negro for learning—from sharecropper to high-school graduate—that the outstanding Negro educators of the South, such as Dr. Benjamin E. Mays, president of Morehouse College in Atlanta, are the heroes of the race—particularly among the boys and girls who are struggling for an education against odds that few white youths can even imagine.


Of course wealth is a passport to exclusive Negro circles, just as it is among the white folks. Wealthy Southern Negroes usually are lawyers, doctors, dentists, insurance executives, not so frequently businessmen. Seldom indeed does the Negro merchant, restaurant proprietor or even barber find himself in a position where he can extend his operations across the line of color. Yet fifty years ago most famous barbershops in the South were operated by Negroes. At least one of the great Negro fortunes in the South was built on initial investments that came out of a Negro-owned, white-patronized barbershop.


Half a century ago, too, there were many restaurants in the South operated by Negroes, which catered to the best white trade. No more. Thus, aside from insurance or real estate, the Southern Negro businessman has little chance of building an enterprise into reasonably big business.


In almost every Negro community the Negro undertaker is not only well-to-do but is a leader of his people. Of the scores of undertakers I met and talked with, every one was an exceptional citizen. The compelling reason for the prominence of the undertaker in the Negro community is the driving insistence of every Southern Negro that his departure from this earth shall have at least a touch of the dignity and the luxury that he never knew in his lifetime. That is why so many millions of Negroes in the South will scrape together the few pennies that go to the “burial society” each week, even if they have to deny themselves food.


In one small Georgia town, Negro undertakers were holding a state convention the week we were there. In the chapel of the local undertaker was a display of ornate and costly caskets and funeral trappings. It was impressive. It was still in my mind a week or so later when we were guests of the leading undertaker in another town. He was a courtly, cultured gentleman and his wife was a charming gentlewoman. In the endless talk about the position of the Negro in the South that was inevitable wherever we took shelter for the night, I managed to edge in a suggestion that this business of selling expensive funerals to poverty-ridden Negroes who couldn’t afford them might lend itself to criticism. Our host took it in good part.


“That used to bother me when I first started in business,” he explained. “A few times I tried to remonstrate when a bereaved Negro family would insist on spending far more than it could afford on a funeral. Too often my suggestions were received with resentment. I realized then that ostentation at a funeral was a characteristic of our people, especially in the South, and I’ve never tried to suggest economy since. And I believe I know why a showy, too-expensive burial ceremony is so dear to us.


“Life for the Negro in the South, at best, is hard, filled with travail and sorrow and too often with oppression and injustice. Not until he lies in state at the edge of his own grave does the Negro in the South reach the full stature of manhood. He and his family want to savor those last few hours when, though he is dead, the body that he bore so meekly through life is accorded the respect and honor that, living, he never knew.


“And I believe too that that is the secret of the devotion of the Negro to his church. A Negro without faith in a hereafter is more utterly lost than any white man could be. If he reads his Bible rightly there’ll be no ‘accommodations separate but equal’ along the golden streets of the New Jerusalem. And with shining wings and a white robe and a golden harp, he’ll lift his voice in an angel choir that sings throughout all eternity. We of the black South must have faith if we are to cope with life.”


I’ve reproduced what this black friend of mine told me that night as well as I can from memory. You don’t take notes when a man lets his heart talk. I can retell only a little part of it, for he talked for hours while we listened. What an evangelist he would have made!


These few fortunate dark people of the South have built for themselves a gracious way of life. Fortunate indeed and few indeed, set against the teeming millions below. I was a guest in scores of Negro homes that must have cost, at a most conservative estimate, $20,000 or more, and a few that represented an investment of $40,000 or $50,000. Of them all, probably the most interesting was one in a little South Georgia town. Interesting not so much because of its cost and the luxury of its furnishings as because of its owner. Unlike other Negro owners of palatial homes, he was plain and simple, comparatively uneducated, but for all of that, shrewd, intelligent, with a driving energy. His home cost $40,000 just before the war—three bathrooms, two powder rooms, richly furnished.


How did he get it? He had no profession and no business. It bothered me. So I threw overboard what little store of politeness I’m endowed with ordinarily, and asked. Well, he served twenty years as a railway mail clerk, saved every cent of his salary he could, and had a small cash competence when he retired on Federal pension. On his mail clerk runs he’d begun buying up secondhand evening dresses and tuxedos in the North and selling them to his friends in the South. Retired, and with more time on his hands, he went into the secondhand dress and suit business on a bigger scale. He started buying other things too—anything that came along that showed promise of profit. The afternoon we were there he was just unpacking a shipment of hundreds of gigantic Mexican straw hats that he was selling all over Georgia and southern Alabama. He bought himself a big Cadillac when his funds warranted and rented it out to his friends when they wanted a swanky car. He bought another one, hired a driver and found himself in the transportation business. Every summer he goes to Canada and through the tourist season works as a Pullman porter on the Canadian Pacific. Tips mount astonishingly. So that’s the secret of one $40,000 Negro home.


The home is only one of a score along this street in the Negro section. It is the finest, of course, but the others wouldn’t be out of place in a far-above-the-average white subdivision, north or south. But this is emphatically the South. Despite the fact that but few streets in the town will return as much in taxes to the city fathers as this one does—there’s no sign of any paving. It’s a mud street and likely to remain so. Negroes live here, you see.


Everywhere in these homes of culture and gentility the hospitality I received was something to marvel at. For the first time in my life I encountered the custom of providing the guest in the house with a demitasse of black coffee upon awakening—before he bathes and dresses and comes to the breakfast table.


The pride of these people, only eighty-five years away from slavery and the long row of slave cabins behind the “big house,” in their magnificent homes was intense. In every one we were led from cellar to attic and permitted to overlook nothing. I found myself thinking that there was something of ostentation here. And then I remembered the scores of times I had been led through the homes of wealthy whites—a couple of them multimillionaires. And how I remarked to one of them as he finished displaying the last of twenty bathrooms, “My God, your family must be awfully dirty!” And also how cool the atmosphere became after that. My manners as a Negro are undoubtedly better than my manners as a white man. This time I offended nobody. I guess that pride in a beautiful home just doesn’t recognize any color line.


Scores of the mistresses of these beautiful homes have little enough time to enjoy them. They hold down exacting and exhausting jobs that require them to report at eight on the dot every morning and remain until four or five. Doing what? Teaching school. I encountered at least a score of wives of wealthy Negroes who have taught school for years and expect to continue for added years. Just as there are all too few good schools for Negroes in the South, so there are all too few good schoolteachers. So these women, most of them college or university graduates, go into the schools as a service to their race. And what a magnificent service it is. These women too are unsung heroines of their people.


In the tight circle of their own exclusive way of life, these cultured, educated dark women in the South are shielded from much of the discrimination and injustice that dogs their people. But contacts with the white world are inevitable, and many of them are unpleasant.


Again and again, in several cities, I was told that the vast majority of department stores in the South maintain no rest rooms for women shoppers of the darker race. If any should venture to use a rest room sacred to the sacrosanct white race they would run afoul of the South’s state segregation laws and might well wind up in a police court with a line of drunks and worse.


Experiences in chain stores are also frequently unpleasant, I was told. It all depends on the racial attitudes of the white clerks. A white woman shopper has no difficulty at all if she asks to look at different cuts of meat in a showcase, have them weighed and priced. Too often the Negro shopper points to a cut she wishes weighed and finds that she has bought that cut or nothing.


“Want it?” asks the clerk, and if the shopper hesitates he slaps it back in the case and goes on to the next customer. In any event, the Negro shopper is almost never waited on until all white shoppers are disposed of.


So usually, well-to-do Negro women shop in little stores on the edges of the Negro section of town, and pay from four to ten cents more per pound or article than they would pay in a national chain store.


Not until you know these people personally do you realize what injustice the more vicious phases of discrimination can inflict on decent, gentle, intelligent women. Nor can you even conceive of the problems that confront them.


I sat of an evening in the wide, beautiful library of a businessman who even by Northern white standards is extremely wealthy. He and his wife are both university graduates.


“Certainly my life proves that I don’t want to mingle with white people,” he told me. “Either my wife or I could have been ‘white’ ”—his tone put it in quotation marks—“any time we chose. We made our decision long years ago and cast our lot with our people. When I say ‘our people’ I mean our black people. I could just as truthfully say ‘our people’ and mean the white branches of our families. No sensible, self-respecting Negro wants to push in socially where he is not wanted, just as no self-respecting white man would think of doing so. But what galls me are these segregation laws in our Southland that tell me which door I must use to enter a rail station, relegate me to a dirty second-rate Jim Crow coach, keep me out of public parks I help buy and maintain!”


The Negro who is black and plainly of the darker race, in the South and in the North, thinks he has a racial problem. So does the white, particularly in the South. Neither one of them really knows what a personal race problem is. I was a guest in the home of another Negro—Negro because he chooses to be—a white man whenever he might choose to be.


His daughter was on a visit back home from an exclusive finishing school in New York—one that draws no color line—but one that does draw a very rigid line on the basis of background and breeding. At eighteen she is a gentlewoman in every sense of the word—quiet, gentle, talented, shy—unusually beautiful and very fair.


I’ve a daughter too, and we compared problems. He smiled as he told me: “You’ve no problem except to use whatever influence you have to see that your daughter marries well. Think of mine. Up north she’s in contact with white families with so much background that they don’t need ever to think of background; their young folks follow the new pattern of being liberal in all things. When she’s at home she moves in our college and university circles here where we are distinctly Negroes whether light or dark. She’ll probably make her own choice as young folks do today. But what if she wants to marry a white man? What if she wants to marry a darker Negro? I’m only concerned with her happiness. But I can’t help reflecting how great are her chances for unhappiness.”


And we agreed that this is a troubled world; that the human race works out its destiny in very inept fashion.
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	Gents’ Room Survey


	“IT’S BAD enough to be black in the South without turning Red too.”


	If one Negro leader told me that, in my four-week career as a Negro, at least a score did. I don’t know who originated the expression. But I have an idea that it was Walter White in one of his addresses before an NAACP audience. In any event, nearly every Negro leader in the South has adopted it as his own.


	And if four weeks as a Negro, four thousand miles of journeying up and down the Southland, literally hundreds of contacts with Negro leaders in the Deep South, constitute a reasonably extensive survey, then Communism hasn’t even dented the thinking of the Southern Negro. The intelligent and educated Negro knows too much about totalitarianism, whatever its label, to succumb to its propaganda. He’s seen too much of white dictatorship in his lifetime to accept any theory of Red dictatorship. And a proletarian dictatorship just leaves him cold. The uneducated, exploited field hand can’t be proselyted into grist for the Communist mill either. He’s not sufficiently well read to grasp Communist theory, but he’s developed enough natural intelligence to be suspicious of Red propaganda. And if he can’t read, his children can, and the Negro press of the nation has been doing a good job of countering the Communist propaganda that does manage to trickle down to the submerged Southern Negro. And of course the white masters of the exploited Southern blacks are militantly vigilant to see that Communist advocates get short shrift in a Southern community.


	But the educated Southern Negro is intent only on winning tolerance and justice for his people by use of strictly American methods—agitation, litigation, and an unrelenting fight for the ballot. He’s got even less use for collectivist theory than his white brother has.


	And although the battle for full citizenship rights for the Negro in the South has been heartbreakingly slow in achievement, nevertheless the struggle has paid off in progress. Every Negro I talked to is confident of the future. Every one of them was quick to point to the progress that has been made, particularly in the past twenty years and even more specifically in the last four years. Again and again I was told—not only in conversations with Negro leaders but in half a dozen addresses at YMCA rallies, church meetings and political gatherings—that the furthest thing from any Negro mind is any insistence on so-called “social privileges.” What the Negro in the South is fighting for is political and economic rights—jobs and votes, opportunity and an end to discrimination.


	One Negro who has fought all his life for his people told me, “There isn’t a white politician in the South but knows that he lies in his teeth when he accuses the Negro of an ambition to mingle socially with whites. I doubt some of the boasts of white Southerners that they know the Negro best and know ‘what’s good for him.’ But they do know that no Negro, field hand or college professor, is seeking any kind of social relations with the white man.”


	Year by year little gardens of tolerance and justice for the Negro spring up all over the wilderness of the Deep South. The only trouble is that the gardens are so small and so far apart. And the wilderness is so vast.


	Down in the pleasant little Georgia town of Baxley, for instance, white and black Americans seem to have pretty well worked out this problem of race relations in the South. A civic and political committee of ten is composed of five Negroes and five whites. The principal function of the committee is political. Endorsements of candidates are worked out amicably. Early in the summer of 1948 a reactionary county commission instituted a “purge” of the voting lists, which in many Georgia counties succeeds in nullifying state election regulations. Negro and white members of the committee united to engage a lawyer from Savannah and announced plans to institute a Federal Court suit. The threat was enough. The names of Negro voters—some five hundred of them—which had been purged went back on the registration lists. About nine hundred Negroes are registered and a goodly percentage of them vote.


	Several years ago the committee split wide open. The Negro members endorsed one white mayoralty candidate and the whites endorsed another. The Negro support was sufficient to swing the election to the candidate endorsed by the darker half of the committee. Only a few weeks after the new mayor took office, a policeman brutally and unnecessarily beat a Negro in the process of arresting him. The five Negro members of the committee immediately carried the case to the full group at its next meeting after the mayor had brusquely informed them, “You know there isn’t anything you can do about it. These things just happen.”


	The white half of the committee couldn’t resist the temptation to say, “I told you so.”


	“You wanted him. You got him. He’s all yours,” was the response of the white members to the pleas of the Negro members that something be done.


	Next mayoralty election the entire committee got behind a candidate opposing the incumbent. He won hands down. His first official move was to fire almost the entire police department and replace it with men less mayhem-minded. All over Georgia, Baxley is known as a “good” town where a Negro has a reasonable chance for life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness.


	Sparta, over in Hancock County, comes as another little spot of green in the desert. Sparta has an excellent municipally owned baseball field. It also has one of the crack Negro baseball teams in all Georgia. And when the Negro team plays at home the white folks turn the grandstand over to their darker fellow citizens. If the white folks want to see the game they sit in the bleachers.


	In the park surrounding the courthouse in the center of the town none of the benches is marked “For Colored.” The black folks sit where they please.


	The afternoon we spent in Sparta I got firsthand evidence that this must be a good town. We walked through the park. There, stretched out full length on a park bench, slept one of my black brothers.


	In almost any other town in Georgia he’d be on his way to the road gang so fast the soles of his shoes would be smoking. Here nobody “pays him any mind.”


	Burke County, east from Hancock, is an illustration of the fact that preponderance of Negro population in a county or community almost invariably results in racial restrictions being more rigidly drawn and enforced. In Burke County, Negroes outnumber the whites by four to one. There are 22,000 Negroes in the county and less than 6,000 whites. Burke County Negroes believe that this is one reason for almost complete disfranchisement of Negroes in their county.


	Negroes own and farm more than 54,000 acres in Burke. The value of their farm lands runs better than $3,000,000. Of course whites own and farm vastly greater acreage. Here is another Georgia county, Negro farmers assured me, where white plantation owners don’t make even a pretense of giving their sharecroppers either an accounting in the fall or an excuse or explanation of why in some years they get not a single cent in cash. Good years, they told me, a Burke County sharecropper may get a couple of hundred dollars—in addition to his “furnish,” of course. Bad years, the white landowner “tells ’em they’ve got no money coming and carries them for another year.”


	While we were there we ran into a Negro who was looking for someone to help him “git jestice.” With little hope of finding either, however. It seems that the preceding fall he harvested two bales of cotton. One he sold. The other he wanted to hold for expected higher prices. So he borrowed $126 on his bale and deposited it in a warehouse. When the value of his bale climbed past $200 he ordered it sold.


	The warehouse people handed him one lone five-dollar hill in full payment for his cotton.


	“White folks done tole me intrus am’ storage done et up all the cotton,” he mournfully reported.


	One thing this trip through the South did for me: it solved a minor mystery that had puzzled me for a couple of years. On previous automobile trips through the South, either to Florida or on assignments, I had frequently encountered cars parked on the shoulder of a lonely section of highway with whole Negro families either scrambling into the underbrush along the road or scrambling out from the thicket and climbing into their car. I’d been curious but finally put it down as another eccentricity of the Southern Negro and let it go at that. I am now able to report that it is no eccentricity that drives Negro families into roadside thickets along Southern highways. Not eccentricity but necessity, I spent a lot of time along 3,400 miles of Southern roadways dodging into thickets myself.


	If you’re a black man, driving through the South, you’ll frequently find that there are long and weary and agonizing miles between rest rooms—only if you’re black, you understand. The small-town filling station doesn’t maintain any Jim Crow rest rooms and that’s the only kind you’re legally permitted to use.


	In the larger Southern cities the motoring Negro can take his choice of two types of rest rooms. Many of the larger, company-owned stations have rest rooms for Negroes, notably Gulf and Standard. Or, in some towns, not too many at that, there are Negro-operated filling stations. And here it’s the white man who is “Jim Crowed.” The rest rooms are exclusively for the black folks.


	But the run-of-mine independent filling station operator rarely maintains a Negro rest room. Probably he’s justified because he may not get enough Negro trade to warrant installing another rest room. Or, more likely, he just doesn’t give a damn.


	Anyway, my companion and I certainly made an exhaustive survey of the rest room situation in the Deep South from a racial standpoint. Man—we just had to. Well, I am enabled to report that we didn’t get turned down once because of our color—oh, no. It seems that all over Georgia, Mississippi, Alabama and Tennessee there was a wave of rest room remodeling. At nearly every filling station we stopped at—white ones, that is—we were told, “Rest room’s out of commission, we’re putting in new plumbing,” or, “Rest room’s closed for repairs.” At least they spared our feelings by refraining from telling us what we all knew was the simple truth: We were black. Rest rooms in white filling stations were not for us. Except in a few instances. One filling station proprietor looked up from his chair with a “Hell, why not.” He was violating a state law and so were we. A couple of others just waved an assenting thumb toward the rest room.


	At the largest white-owned filling station in McRae, Georgia, we didn’t even ask to use the rest room. This rest room research project of ours could become exceedingly dangerous in towns like McRae. This town has the unenviable distinction of being the home of the late Gene Talmadge of iniquitous memory.


	Just the year before our visit, my companion stopped off in McRae for a tankful of gas. He asked for permission to use the rest room—on the off chance that he might get it. But the proprietor was brief and to the point. “No niggers,” he said.


	“Stop the gas,” said my friend to the Negro attendant filling the tank. The dial showed 37 cents. My friend pulled out a half dollar and offered it to the attendant. But the white proprietor had sensed a threat to white supremacy and perhaps to the sanctity of Southern white womanhood.


	“Nigger,” he demanded, “don’t you know God-damned well that no nigger can use my rest rooms?”


	My friend was under no illusions. This white Peckerwood was working himself up to murder.


	“I know it now,” he replied and started for the car.


	“Nigger, you knew it God-damned well before. You knew God-damned well no God-damned nigger uses a white rest room in this part of Georgia.”


	“I know it now,” repeated my friend. And by that time he’d made the driver’s seat and got out of McRae in a cloud of dust.


	It didn’t take the slightest reflection to convince me that I didn’t want any part of rest room research in McRae. I guess I just don’t have that kind of guts. What if the same unreconstructed white man was still running that filling station? Likely he keeps his gun where he can reach it speedily since his previous encounter with my friend.


	Running the gauntlet of race-conscious white supremacists who rule the vital and necessitous facilities of so many of the Southland’s filling station rest rooms wasn’t the only problem I encountered in my gents’ room survey of Jim Crow land. Negro-owned filling stations, too, frequently presented embarrassments.


	You see, this friend of mine with whom I traveled, in addition to all his other good qualities, is one of the most efficient, management-minded individuals I’ve ever encountered. Carelessness, negligence, uncleanliness, try his soul. Now it must be admitted that most of the Negro filling stations we encountered were pretty sloppily operated. Attendants were careless and inattentive. There were some quite notable exceptions, but exceptions nevertheless. Too many were littered and dirty.


	And at every blasted one of them, my companion just had to put management, and help too, through a ten- to fifteen-minute course in efficiency. He’d get out of the car, demonstrating while he lectured. “Wash the windshield of every car that comes in,” he’d direct. “Check the oil and water whether the customer asks it or not. See that the back window is clean too. Wipe the headlight lenses. Keep on the move. Work briskly.”


	Well, the upshot of it all was that quite frequently we weren’t any more popular with Negro filling station entrepreneurs than we were with some of their white counterparts. And I am compelled to doubt that service at Southern Negro-owned filling stations has, on the whole, seen any great surge of efficiency as the result of our four-state crusade.
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	Life, Liberty, and the Pursuit of Justice


	IT WAS LATE. The long rays of the evening sun flickered through the pine trees as we drove hard along Highway 49 to reach Americus. I noticed that we had been burning up the road for the past hour. I thought we’d been hurrying to reach supper and shelter before night fell. Out of a clear sky my companion remarked, “We can make it. They don’t close the gates until sundown.”


	“They got gates on Americus?” I wanted to know.


	“Not yet,” my companion said, laughing, “but I wanted to drive into the national cemetery at Andersonville for a few minutes.”


	Again and again in the past couple of weeks I’d been explaining to him that I wasn’t interested in scenery, monuments, parks, great estates or anything else that didn’t concern the life of the Negro in the South. I was repeating my explanation when we turned off the road between great brick pillars into a woodland where monuments and row upon row of marble gravestones showed white through the dark trees.


	“I always stop a minute here whenever I pass. Most of our people do. These men died for us,” my companion told me in brief dismissal of my protests that I hadn’t changed my mind about monuments. He led me over what was apparently familiar ground to him—down to Providence Spring. He recounted the legend of the bursting forth of the waters from the seared ground of the dusty prison stockade where 13,900 Union soldiers out of 53,345 prisoners died of thirst and starvation. Desperate, the dying Northerners scratched at a damp place in the stockade with broken fingernails. And Providence Spring burst forth. Well, the spring is still there, in a carved stone grotto. Without turning to the lines graven in the granite, my friend recited them slowly:


“The prisoners’ cry of thirst rang up to heaven.


God heard and with his thunder cleft the earth


And poured his sweetest waters gushing here.”


	If nearly everybody else has forgotten, black folks in the South still remember the men in blue from the North.


	We drank at Providence Spring—from the same bubbler as did the white folks—for the great cemetery is a Federal reservation and old Jim Crow stops at the big iron gates. But that was the last time I was to drink at a bubbler fountain without a “Colored Only” above it for the duration of my sojourn in the magnolia-scented land of romance below the Smith and Wesson line. Both law and ritual control so simple an act as taking a drink of water in the Deep South. Originally the thing was quite simple. Restaurants, hotels and soda fountains were either white or black and that was that. They still are, for that matter. But the invention of paper cups, for one thing, offers new problems. The ordinary, standard glass, whether for beer, hard liquor or water, is either black or white. And once a dark lip touches it, it is forever contaminated and accursed.


	So in drugstores in cities like Atlanta where the patronage of a Negro mother is welcomed at drug and variety counters, her tired, hot, thirsty tot may cry his or her eyes out but there is no drink forthcoming—not in that drugstore, unless the fountain uses paper cups. If it does, then the little tyke usually can get a drink.


	Ritual has worked out the procedure at filling stations too. A Negro may buy all the bottled soft drinks he can consume. My companion and I agreed as we drank at gas stations across four states that Southern bottling companies must soak their returned bottles in some particularly acid—else how do they ever get them free from the contamination of race? If the station boasts a drinking fountain with paper cups, the journeying black man and his family are welcome to use them. But if the fountain is of the bubbler or jet type—even though it’s not marked “For White Only”—you’d better keep your black face out of it if you know what’s good for you.


	All of this somewhat hysterical insistence upon keeping inanimate objects such as dishes, water glasses, chairs, park benches, railroad coaches and streetcars free from contamination by Americans whose ancestors came from Africa would make better sense if there were some consistency about the thing. Do these white racial purists think that the millions of cooks and other servants in white homes never take a drink from the family glasses? Or eat off the family china? Or not infrequently thrust a black thumb into the soup? As one of my friends put it with a grin, “What good is segregation that stops at the back door of almost every middle- and upper-class white home in the South?”


	And what about those thousands and thousands of Negro nursemaids who all over the South push thousands and thousands of perambulators, each containing a small edition of the master race—what about them?


	Old man Jim Crow just has no sense of humor, it seems. A group of businessmen, civic leaders and the like—most of them having frequent occasion to employ white attorneys—and hailing from Mississippi, Georgia and Alabama, got to talking about the white legal counsel they employ and pay from time to time. All of them had marked the self-same phenomenon. Just as sure as fate, when white lawyer and black client repaired to the sidewalk between the law office and the courthouse—or on any errand in each other’s company—the white attorney is sure to run himself half to death in a desperate effort to keep a pace ahead of the paying, but black, client. One facetious individual in the group attributed the high incidence of heart ailments among Southern lawyers to their deadly determination to keep one pace ahead of their black clients when walking. He insisted that it was an occupational hazard and should be recognized in insurance mortality tables.


	Negro social workers assured me repeatedly that even relief bows to old Jim Crow. A low-income Atlanta white man gets free hospital service, provided he makes less than $150 a month, so one social worker told me. But the even lower-income black man must pay when his monthly income hits $125 a month. Old-age pensions, blind allowances and relief payments are all scaled lower for Negroes than for whites, these colored social workers insisted.


	One thing is always a bit shocking to the Northerner who got all his information about slavery from school-day history books. That’s the casual way in which these black Southerners refer to human bondage and the traffic in the bodies of black men and women and children. Where else in the whole world but in the Deep South could you encounter an incident like this? As usual, a group of us are talking—or rather the others are talking. By superhuman effort I keep quiet and listen. In the group are Negro leaders from Virginia and North Carolina. As usual, wherever and whenever informed Negroes gather in the South they finally get to the one big problem with which they live out their days and which rules every hour of their lives—race. The “Northerners”—that’s the group from Virginia and North Carolina—in what even to me seems a slightly superior manner point to the vastly superior progress that has been made in their states in the matter of race relations. And one of our patriotic Georgians, jealous for his beloved commonwealth, is quick to make reply.


	“It’s easy for you Virginians and North Carolinians to talk,” he fires back. “You’re of a softer breed up there, both whites and blacks. For 250 years of slavery, your Virginia and North Carolina slaveowners didn’t even try to handle ‘bad’ Negroes. They just sold them south, to Georgia, Alabama and Mississippi. That left only the ‘soft’ slaves in the North and the slaveowners and overseers became ‘soft’ too. Down here in the South a lot of  those ‘bad’ Negroes—meaning those with too much manhood to submit to the soul-killing cruelties of slavery—died rather than break. But some were too tough to die. They survived and their children survived. But the masters and overseers became tough and hard too.


	“Up north your people achieve ‘progress’ without fighting for it. The white folks hand it to you. Down here we have to fight for every inch of progress. We’ve been fighting for 85 years of so-called ‘freedom.’ That’s why we’ve always had race trouble.”


	Well, there were many of us in the group who didn’t even begin to agree with him. But imagine, if you can, a gathering of white Californians and New Yorkers staging that kind of argument about the respective merits of their states and their people and their ancestors.


	Nowadays the cities and towns of the Deep South make highly profitable use of their “bad” Negroes. And of their ignorant, harmless and helpless ones too. In scores of Southern towns police sweep the Negro sections periodically, gathering up not only disorderly Negroes but innocent loiterers as well. Trials are a farce. Police judges operate on the theory—“If you’re not guilty how the hell did you get yourself arrested?”


	Practically no prisoner with a black skin ever escapes without a fine, at least. Scores of Southern cities maintain their courts, and meet a goodly proportion of their police department budgets, by wholesale fining of Negroes. The Negro without money to pay his fine or friends from whom he can borrow gets short shrift. He goes on the road gang. So if his fine doesn’t help lift the burden of the police budget from the taxpayer, his labor serves to make highway department appropriations less onerous for his white masters.


	Speaking of Negro nursemaids and baby walkers who serve little white Southerners, as we were a while back: on my last night in the Deep South we reversed this curious quirk in race relations and I found myself pressed into service as a baby sitter. In behalf of little Tommy, five years old, brown, handsome, and as well-behaved a child as you’d want to encounter. He was visiting his grandparents, with whom I too lived as James Rayel Crawford, also brown, emphatically not handsome, and, detractors contend, not too well-behaved. As a baby sitter, though, I leave nothing to be added or desired. I’m an expert. Thirteen years I’ve served as sitter for my own youngster whenever my wife has wanted to shop or visit. Tommy’s grandparents wanted to attend a dinner, planned long since, and I recommended myself highly for the job of taking care of little Tommy while they were out.


	The evening proceeded about us one might expect. Childhood knows no color line. I had to listen to Tommy say his prayers, and then he climbed into bed. I moved into my own room to read until sleep overtook my wide-eyed charge.


	From down the hall came a cry—“Mistuh Cwawford.”


	I went to find what was wanted.


	“There’s a bug on the wall, Mr. Cwawford,” Tommy reported. The “bug” turned out to be merely a spot on the wallpaper. I got an eraser and rubbed off the spot, recommended sleep to young Tommy, and went back to my magazine. Silence. But not for long.


	“Mistuh Cwawford. Would you please get me a drink?” Well, one drink won’t do any harm, so I served it. But the idea was too good to be abandoned. Tommy went in for water in a big way. Now I know full well that too much water at bedtime is not for children. But Tommy insisted and he got his water. After all, it wasn’t my bed and Tommy and I were pals. Tommy got his water. With the usual results, I learned later.


	So what has all this to do with my story of a month as a Negro in the Deep South?


	Well, Tommy, and the millions like him—these children are the actual race problem in the South. Most of today’s Negro leaders, north and south, are not young. Comparatively soon they’ll be dead. The great mass of adult Negroes now in the South will probably live the rest of their lives as they have their earlier years. They may not like it but they’ll take it. But this kid—sleeping down the hall—he and the millions like him—what about them? Ten million Negroes in the South now—fourteen million in the country. That’s an increase of ten million since slavery days. The thing that brings it home is the fact that, except for his brown skin, this youngster is no different from the thousands of white kids I’ve known. Matter of fact, Tommy doesn’t even know yet that he is to live his life as one of a breed set apart from other men. Nobody’s told him he’s black. That’s for later.


	It occurs to me that nobody really has to do anything about the Negroes living in the South today. The South will muddle through. But about the time this kid down the hall graduates from some university—by that time it’s a good guess that everybody will have to be doing something about those ever increasing dark millions.


	Back home in Pennsylvania there’s another kid sleeping—mine. A bit older than Tommy, thirteen—but still on the sidelines of life. For her, no problems like the ones that will confront the kid down the hall. Nobody will hate her for her color. No crack-brained “scientists” will come up with tommyrot that she’s “biologically inferior.” Nobody will ban her from the polling place down at the crossroads. There’s no better school in the county than the one she attends. She’s already announced her candidacy for the presidency of these United States.


	Tommy cried out in his sleep and I went down the hall to take a look at him. So I stood there awhile watching.


	It’s selfish, I know. But by God I’m glad my young one is white—in this free America.
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	Pastoral in Blood


THIS IS Monroe! Monroe, of infamous and murderous memory. This is Walton County, Georgia, where practically the entire white population is accessory to murder, either before or after the fact.


Because almost every white man and woman in the county must know the identity of the fifteen to eighteen white murderers who, July 25, 1946, dragged four Negroes—two men, two women; two husbands, two wives—from another white man’s car, bound them with ropes and at close range shot them to rags with rifles, pistols and shotguns.


I know the names of three of the murderers myself. I could have found out the names of the rest, given a little time. But what’s the use? What would I do with them if I had them?


The Federal Bureau of Investigation knows the names of most of these Monroe killers. And they don’t know what to do with them either.


The Monroe massacre is ancient history now. Murder is a quickly forgotten incident in this lovely land where blossoms scent the air for miles in the springtime and the deep green leafage of the stately pecan groves shades the blood-red earth below. Even in the huddled shanties of the little Negro towns across the railroad tracks, whispered gossip of last year’s brutal murder gives way to tales of last week’s or last month’s slaughter of helpless dark-skinned victims. In the South, the season never closes on the Negro.


But this story of the Monroe massacre is worth the retelling because it illustrates so aptly the pattern of Negro murder in the gentle Southland. So I spent an afternoon with the Negroes who lived through that bloody episode on the rutted, dusty country road on the way to Oconee County.


Quite likely not even a sizable minority of the whites in Walton County approve the wanton and indiscriminate murder of black men and women. But as in other lynch- and murder-ridden counties in the South, enough of them either approve or condone outrages upon helpless blacks to make it highly unpleasant for those whites who might be moved to protest—or even highly dangerous for those who might be moved to action—such as offering testimony on the witness stand against a Negro-killing white man.


Anyway, that’s what the FBI encountered in Walton County.


“We ran up against a blank wall.” So the FBI man in charge of the Federal investigation into the massacre told me after I had come north and joined the white race again.


“We were stopped by the white man’s way of life,” he added, “the apparently firm conviction on the part of many otherwise good citizens that a white man should not be subjected to arrest, trial or conviction for the murder of a Negro. I didn’t stay with the investigation to the end, but I understand that despite the fact that we had knowledge of at least fifteen men who participated in the multiple murders, there just wasn’t enough evidence to assure a conviction—especially in a Southern court before a Southern judge and jury.”


So the Monroe massacre sleeps in the files of the FBI in Washington, Neither Georgia justice nor the justice of the United States of America will ever call anybody to account for that bloody July afternoon. The afternoon that left the bullet-riddled bodies of Roger Malcolm, U.S. Army veteran, back from overseas service, his wife Dorothy, his friend George Dorsey and his wife Mae, sprawled in the red dust of a Georgia back road.


Roger Malcolm came back from overseas to find, like many another veteran, black and white, his wife unfaithful. He told friends, with whom I talked later, that he was going to call to account the white man whom he blamed for her infidelity. He did. Despite the warnings of his friends that he’d he risking his life. In the fight that followed, Roger Malcolm pulled a knife and slashed the white man who his wife charged was the color-blind, haymow Casanova. The white man went to a hospital where he soon recovered. Roger Malcolm went to Walton County Jail in Monroe. He lay there three weeks.


Roger’s wife and his friend George Dorsey besought Loy Harrison, a “poor white” farmer for whom Roger had previously worked, to go bail for the accused veteran. At first Harrison demurred.


Then in late July, Monroe and Walton County had a distinguished visitor. None other than Gene Talmadge, gallus-snapping, self-styled Peckerwood, who was traveling up and down the mud roads of Georgia preaching hatred of the Negro and pleading for votes that would restore him to the governor’s chair and thus assure Georgia that white supremacy would endure and the virtue and purity of white Southern womanhood would remain unsullied. Gene Talmadge talked long with Walton County’s sheriff, E. S. Gordon, and the father of the gay young Lothario who had gotten himself all cut up for love’s sweet sake. Two days later Loy Harrison appeared at the county jail and put up bail for Roger Malcolm. He posted bail at ten o’clock in the morning. He didn’t appear at the jail to take delivery of the prisoner until about four in the afternoon. When he drove up to the jail, Malcolm’s wife and George Dorsey and his wife were in the car with him. Roger Malcolm climbed into the car, and Loy Harrison started his human cargo on their road to death that waited an hour away.


The rest of the story is wholly Loy Harrison’s. He was the only one to come back alive from that journey toward murder.


On the edge of Walton County, just before the road crossed into Oconee County, a number of automobiles blocked the road. A group of fifteen or eighteen (Harrison guessed) white men, all without masks and all of them armed, walked up to Harrison’s car and hailed Malcolm.


“Come on out, nigger. We want you.”


As they were dragging him out of the car his wife screamed, “Oh, Mr. So-and-so, you’re not going to let them kill my husband?”


“She’s recognized someone. We’ll have to kill them all,” one of the murder mob shouted. Whereupon the mob did exactly that. They dragged the other three out of the car, bound them, and then, as they lay helpless in the dust, riddled them all with volleys from their medley of weapons.


FBI agents grilled Loy Harrison for days, and his brief account of the wholesale murder was all they got out of him. He didn’t understand the name Dorothy Malcolm called out. He made it “Mr. So-and-so” and that was the best he could do. That was his story; he got away with it.


Sheriff Gordon’s contribution to a solution of the case was a warning to the Negroes of Monroe: “Keep off the streets. Lock your doors. Turn out your lights and go to bed.”


“Well,” Walton County Negroes told me, “we didn’t turn out the lights and we didn’t go to bed. We decided that if the Walton County white folks wanted to kill any more of us we’d make it easy for them. So for two nights down here in our section we just stayed up—out in the streets. We were dead on our feet for lack of sleep when the FBI moved in. It was like the Marines landing. After that it was the white folks stayed off the streets. FBI men grabbed white folks wherever they found them to ask questions. I don’t know if they went to bed but they sure enough turned out their lights.”


But for all the good they accomplished, the FBI men might just as well have stayed in Washington.


There was a grand jury investigation. Walton County owed that much to its reputation throughout the nation. But there were no indictments. Newspapermen from all over the country, mostly from the North, had a field day. One of the best stories turned in was the account of an interview with the old, bumbling, illiterate coroner who had served Walton County after his fashion for thirty years.


He carried around in his pocket what should have been a bit of vital evidence securely locked in a safe—a twisted .22-caliber bullet.


“I jest picked it out of the nigger’s skin where it had come right through him,” he explained smilingly to the newspapermen.


Walton County’s white folks wouldn’t even bother to bury the victims of their murder lust.


“Sure they were killed in Walton County,” was the response to suggestions that Walton ought at least to come up with a quartet of coffins. “But they all have been living in Oconee County lately. Let Oconee bury ’em or let ’em lay.”


A Negro defense organization in Atlanta provided a thousand dollars for burials.


“It was a job, fixing them up,” the undertaker who buried them told me. “They were literally shot to pieces. Then, too, it was July—in Georgia, a hot July too. So they were in pretty bad shape before I got them.”


Incidentally, too, Walton County followed the pattern of the Southland in these murders. The South wants no elaborate funerals for martyred Negroes. Get them underground with as little fuss as possible. No weeping relatives stirring folks up.


None of the relatives of the four murdered Negroes was at the funeral service that consigned the bullet-shattered, putrid bodies to the earth. “The word” had been passed by the white folks to the families of the four:


“Better not show up at the funeral.”


They didn’t.


But that grand jury session had interesting repercussions—and “repercussions” is exactly the right word for what happened to one Negro youth in Monroe. He is Lamar Howard, eighteen-year-old son of a sharecropper family, bright, intelligent, but with never a day’s schooling in his life and completely illiterate. He worked in an icehouse on the edge of town, and an hour or so after the murder two of the participants dropped into the icehouse. They washed up, emptied their guns of exploded shells and loaded up again.


Young Lamar Howard was one of the witnesses before the grand jury. He wouldn’t tell me what questions were asked him or what answers he gave the white folks.


But a few days after his appearance before the grand jurors a couple of Monroe’s white citizens dropped into the icehouse where he was at work.


“What you tell that grand jury, nigger?” was the opening gambit. When Lamar told them that he had been instructed by the white gentlemen who directed the grand jury’s investigation not to reveal any of the proceedings or his testimony, one of them knocked him to the floor and began kicking him.


“You ought to be ashamed of yourself, beating up on that poor nigger that way,” the other white hoodlum told his companion. “This is the way to do that.” Whereupon he drew his pistol and began battering Lamar’s skull in with the gun butt.


They left him for dead. But Southern Negroes are hard to kill, and Lamar was still alive when friends found him. They took him to Atlanta and put him in a hospital, where he recovered. Then his friends hid him in a Negro household and let the word circulate that he was in a Negro hotel. A few days afterward an automobile drove up to the hotel and unloaded half a dozen pistol-toting white men. They went through the hotel with drawn guns “lookin’ for the talky nigger.”


They of course didn’t find him.


When I talked with Lamar, his head was healed. But the scars were like the corrugations of a tire tread.


“Man, you certainly had your nerve standing up to those white men. I’d have talked,” I told him.


“You don’t know about these things,” Lamar told me. “Beatin’ was bad but it was better’n being dead,” he insisted. “I knew if I ever told them white folks what I testified to in front of that grand jury I was gonna be a dead boy right there on that floor.”


Strangely enough, a bit of good fortune came to at least one Negro family out of that bloody July afternoon pastoral on the Oconee road. Lamar, who might have lived out his life as an oppressed, cheated sharecropper, has learned to read and is learning to write. He’s got a good job and will get a better one when he can write and figure. Atlanta Negro leaders brought the whole family to Atlanta, where all found jobs. The family probably will never recover fully from the stunning impact of the combined weekly pay checks that the various members of the clan bring home.


The FBI men in Monroe arrested the two slugging Peckerwoods who nearly killed Lamar. They were tried in U. S. Court on a charge of tampering with a government witness. The jury hung itself up, failed to reach a verdict, and Lamar’s assailants walked out. One of them, in the Marines, wrapped his jeep and himself around a telegraph pole in occupied Germany. The occupation forces buried him and scrapped his jeep. The other has gone broke paying his attorneys. He’s making overtures to Lamar’s counsel seeking to have the charge against him quashed.


Not that he’d have much to worry about. Walton County has buried its kill and that will be the end of that.


Still puzzling Negro leaders is the senseless savagery that accompanied the quadruple murder of the two young Negro couples. The victim of Roger Malcolm’s knife thrusts was not too badly injured—his recovery in the hospital was rapid. No attempt was made to lynch Malcolm at the time the knifing took place. Public interest in the case had apparently died down.


Most Negroes I talked to believe that the initial purpose of the killers was to put Malcolm out of the way in order that the sordid love affair of a white man with a black woman would not be aired in a Southern courtroom. Which of course was inevitable if Malcolm were to take the witness stand in his own defense. Murder of the other three was merely an unimportant, precautionary incidental.


Neither the white nor the black South looks upon interracial liaisons with the equanimity with which both once regarded such affairs. Years ago a Negro woman might take a white lover without loss of too much caste among her people. No longer.


Racial pride has become an outstanding characteristic of the Negro, so that the dark-skinned woman who succumbs to the wiles of a white exemplar of racial purity, whose devotion to the principle of segregation fades at the threshold of her bedroom, promptly becomes an outcast from her own people.


White Southerners too have decisively modified their three-hundred-year-old, traditional attitude on race relations. They have largely abandoned that phase of intimate racial co-operation and tolerance that has peopled the South with millions who are not quite black nor yet quite white.


There is not much likelihood that anybody will step forward to claim the more than $50,000 in rewards offered by various Negro organizations for apprehension and conviction of the Monroe murderers. No Negro, of course, could be eligible to any share of the reward, since his testimony in a Walton County court would be worse than worthless. And as to the possibility of any white man’s succumbing to the lure of sudden wealth—well, a Walton County Negro put it succinctly and well: “Can’t nobody spend any reward money in hell.”
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	Crossing Back


ALL MY LIFE I’ve regarded Eliza’s stunt of crossing the Ohio on floating ice floes, with bloodhounds baying at her heels, as a pretty heroic adventure. Not any more. The night I came up out of the Deep South in a Jim Crow bus, I’d have been glad to take a chance crossing on the ice if anything had happened to stall our jolting chariot on the Kentucky shore. And there’d have been no need of any bloodhounds to put me into high gear.


We rolled out of Kentucky across that old Ohio River bridge into Cincinnati—into safety and freedom and peace. Again I was free, with all the rights of an American citizen. Again I was—no, not white. Not yet. It wasn’t that easy. Down south my friends had done too good a job of making me into a Negro.


For many days I’d been looking forward to an elaborate meal in a luxurious restaurant with fancy food and prices and service and attention. I found one. And then—take it or leave it—I didn’t go in. I found a little lunch counter and ate there.


I took a cab to the Hotel Sinton—my first cab in four weeks that didn’t have “For Colored” on the door. And, safely delivered at the hotel, I hesitated again. So I went down a block, found a telephone, called the hotel, made a great point of the fact that I was a Post-Gazette man from Pittsburgh, asked for a room and got it.


I registered, talked fast, slid past the clerk as swiftly as possible and followed the bellhop.


I’ll bet I know one thing that no other white man in America knows. That’s how a white-skinned Southern Negro must feel when he quits his race, “crosses over” and turns white.


On that bus trip across three states from Atlanta to Cincinnati, as usual, nothing much happened. Only that we Negroes had the least comfortable seats, ate in squalid cubbyholes—or not at all—and found our Jim Crow rest rooms filthy and evil.


For traveling companion I had the young son of an Atlanta Negro minister on his way to New York.


Bus stations along the line were strictly Jim Crow. Usually we ate at a counter across a corner of the kitchen, right beside the food being cooked for the white folks. At the last station just before reaching Covington, there was no accommodation for us colored folks at all. But we were permitted to stand outside and watch the white folks eat. However, none of it bothered me in the least. I could have put up with anything. I was on my way back to the white world.


On that long bus trip north, as in all my sojourn in the South, in four thousand miles of travel by Jim Crow train and bus and streetcar and by motor, I encountered not one unpleasant incident. Nobody insulted me. Nobody pushed me off the sidewalk.


As to that last, however, I might mention that I gave nobody a chance. That was part of my briefing: “Don’t jostle a white man. Don’t, if you value your safety, brush a white woman on the sidewalk.” So I saw to it that I never got in the way of one of the master race. I almost wore out my cap, dragging it off my shaven poll whenever I addressed a white man. I “sirred” everybody, right and left, black, white and in between. I took no chances. I was more than careful to be a “good nigger.”


True enough, this would be a far better story if I could show scars left by the blackjack of some Negro-hating small-town deputy whom I’d failed to “sir.” Or a few bullet holes, mementos of an argument with some trigger-happy Atlanta motorman.


I could have gathered them, all right. Just by getting “fresh” at the right time and place. But for me, no role as hero. I took my tales of brutality and oppression and murder at second hand. And was mighty glad to do so.


But if I were to become a Negro for four years or forty years instead of a mere four weeks there’s one thing to which I could never harden myself. That’s the casual way in which these black friends of mine in the South refer to slavery. I have read my history, of course. I know that for 250 years slavery was a respected and respectable institution in the South. Less so for a shorter period in the North.


But to these people with whom I lived, slavery is no mere matter of history. They didn’t learn about slavery from any book. They learned about human bondage and the lash and the club at their mother’s knee. Most Southern Negroes, of sixty-five or more, are the sons and daughters of slave parents. My friend with whom I traveled only escaped it himself by seventeen years.


Few former slaves are still living. They’d have to be well past eighty-five to know anything of it at first hand. But sons and daughters of slaves are leaders of the Negroes in the South—and for that matter in the North, too.


And when you hear a cultured, educated, Negro doctor, lawyer, educator casually remark, “My mother was sold down from Virginia to a breeding plantation in South Georgia,” you realize that you’re not so far away from barbarism after all.


That pattern of 250 years of slavery still endures in the South. For 250 years, for instance, it was a crime to teach a slave to read and write. And looking at some of the Negro schools in the South, it must still be a crime.


Discrimination, denial of the franchise to the black man, the South’s indifference to wanton murder of a Negro—all these, Negroes say, exist because the psychology of slavery still endures in the mind of the white South. Maybe that’s what a Negro friend of mine, a $20,000-a-year executive of a big corporation, had in mind when he told me before I started on this adventure, “You’re going to learn that it’s hell to be a Negro in the South.”


Finally—one last word to the white man in the South from a Negro, even though a temporary one.


Don’t be concerned about the Negro’s seeking to rise to the stature of manhood and American citizenship.


Don’t worry about him defiling either your hotels or restaurants or, above all, your race. Not one Negro did I meet who wanted to associate with white folks. True, all of them condemned segregation bitterly. But as they talked on, it developed that it was discrimination rather than mere segregation that they hated. Every man and woman I talked to, field hand or educator, betrayed the fact that he wanted as little contact with the white world as possible.


But here are a few things with which, it seems to me, no decent Southerner could quarrel. Surely none of them is going to destroy the way of life of the white South. They probably won’t even appreciably dent white supremacy. They are the few things that I, as a Negro for four long weeks, learned to want:


Quit killing us wantonly just to try out a new gun, or to teach us that it’s not good for us to try to vote, or just because you “don’t like a damn nigger nohow.”


Next, let us exercise the franchise guaranteed us by the Constitution and the Supreme Court. You’ll never see a Negro party in the South. You’ll find that the Negro vote, when there is one, is going to split along the same lines as the white vote.


Give our children a decent chance at a decent education—the same kind of education that you want for your children. And give our young men and women a chance for a university education—in law, medicine, engineering. We might even be of service to you.
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	RAY SPRIGLE’S name was not exactly unknown in the newspaper world before his trip as a Negro to the land of Jim Crow. His stories of Supreme Court Justice Hugo Black’s connections with the Ku Klux Klan won him the Pulitzer Prize in 1938, and in 1944 the Headliners’ Club presented him with a medal for his series about the black market in meat. Mr. Sprigle dug out the information for the series by posing as a black-market butcher. Similarly, he took a job as attendant in several state institutions while gathering material for a series on Pennsylvanians mental hospitals in 1947, and worked as a coal miner for still another story.


	The unorthodox approach has been Ray Sprigle’s through most of his sixty-three years. Except for writing, he wasn’t very fond of school; one year at Ohio State University proved to be enough for both Mr. Sprigle and the University. Rather than return home to Akron at that point, he took a job with the now defunct Ohio Sun in Columbus. There followed jobs on ten Midwestern papers; he stayed with some a few days, others as long as a year. While researching for a magazine article, Mr. Sprigle dropped in at the old Pittsburgh Post and was asked to fill in at the copy desk for the night. He did and stayed on to work his way up to city editor. Because he preferred reporting to editing, he went back to writing.
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