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Confronted with a crisis, far-reaching in potentialities
for harm, with possible loss of control of the majority
interest in the stock looming up as a not impossible or
even improbable eventuality (for you cannot hypothecate
securities without accepting the chance of eventual inabil-
ity to redeem them) what did the management of Standard
Life do? Did they consider the importance of the
measures they were about to take with regard to the
racial interest in the rpatter? Did they deal with the
matter from the standpoint of racial integrity, with full
consideration of the undoubted fact that their company
was an asset of the Race, built up with the hard-earned
savings of thousands of Negro men and women? Ap-
parently they did not. And this failure to consider the
paramount claims of racial solidarity cannot be over-
emphasized if we are to profit by this lesson.

Racial solidarity is essential if we, as a Race, are to
win commercial independence. The success of Standard
Life was itself a case in point. It had, within the com-
paratively brief period of twelve years, attained a very
strong position in its field. It had $25,000,000 of insur-
ance in force. Computing the value of this on the usual
basis, and adding other assets, the company had a total
worth of approximately $3,500,000, if the figures fur-
nished unofhcially by the press are to be accepted. No
one will deny that the achievement of this very consider-
able success was due in the main to the loyalty, the sac-
rifices and the sense of racial integrity of the company’s
thousands of Negro policy holders, stockholders and rep-
resentatives. In the largest sense, the Standard Life
owed its growth and importance to racial consciousness,
to the appeal of mutuality of interest and aspiration. In
a very special sense, the company was an asset of the
Race, therefore, and not of any individual group within
that Race. Consequently, the solution of its difficulties,
the maintenance of its integrity as a racial asset, was
properly a matter to be dealt with within the Race. The
sum required was comparatively small, if again we are
to accept the published reports. A group could quite
conceivably have been easily formed within the Race to
underwrite a loan of this size. Had this course been
adopted at the time the first need for money arose, it
is at least presumptively certain that the Standard Life
would have remained under Negro control. But, ap-
parently, this procedure was not considered. Instead,
application was made to white financial interests, and
the first wedge of white control of another important
Negro insurance company was driven. For it transpires
that the loan, ostensibly made by a trust company in the
ordinary way of business, was actually made hy the gentle-
man who walked out of the annual meeting of the Stand-
ard Life stockholders with the company tucked in the
inside jacket pocket of his no doubt elegantly tailored
suit. Or, to mention his name again, Mr. Will G. Harris,
acting head of the Southern Insurance Company of Nash-
ville, Tenn., a white company which was competing with
Negro companies for Negro business. The name of this
company will also be remembered in connection with the
purchase of the Mississippi Life Insurance Company, a
smaller Negro company, control of which was first
secured by-the Standard Life, approximately a year prior
to the events under discussion, and later passed on to
the Southern Insurance Company, while other large
Negro controlled and operated insurance companies nego-
tiated in vain.

All this “gives furiously to thought.”

It is not of vital moment, other than to the pockethooks
of the individual stockholders of Standard Life, that these
white gentlemen have succeeded in acquiring upwards
of $3,500,000 in total assets by the expenditure of a small
fraction of that sum, if press accounts are to be believed.
It is not of world-shaking importance that these gentle-
men have a good stroke of business for themselves, what-
ever their methods.

But it is of the utmost importance that this episode be
not permitted to undermine our confidence in ourselves
in our drive to attain commercial independence as a Race.
And that earnest efforts will be made to so use it there
is no possible doubt. “No possible, probable shadow of

doubt, no possible doubt at all,” in the words of Mr.
W. S. Gilbert whose acrid humor may be introduced at
this juncture without other effect than to make the lack
of doubt on this point even more pungently definite.
Gentlemen of ingratiating manners and insinuating tact-
will shortly be found in the quiet corners of our Southern
territory, and elsewhere for that matter, insisting with
apparently faultless logic that nothing could be better than ~
this combination of interests for the common good of
both races. In fact, some pronunciamento of this sort
has already been given space in the newspapers. Its
source it is perhaps needless to mention. So far as the
beneficient effect of this combination of interests goes,
the theme is an old one. It was used with great effect
by the lion with the lamb, the results being signally to
the benefit of the lion and no less signally to the disad-
vantage of the lamb. Leading in sooth to the total ex-
tinction of the lamb. It is vitally important that we
recognize the falsity of this specious argument and that
we bring this truth home to every member of the Race,
if we can. There is no hope for the Negro in such a
combination. No more hope than for the lamb in the
other instance.

As a Race, we are big enough now, we are strong
enough, to let the Standard Life Insurance defection pass
into Limbo with last year’s snows, with sympathy for
those of our people whose individual fortunes are affected,
but without any sense of overwhelming calamity. The
episode is over and we can forget it. But we cannot
forget, we must not forget, the lesson it holds for us.
We must keep our course all the straighter. The pole-
star of that course is Race-solidarity. The words are
interchangeable with self-preservation so far as we
Negroes are concerned. There is nothing del.atable about
the question. The evidences are all about us.

Within less than a generation, our progress has been
marked, has been indeed without precedent in the history
of the human race, according to such qualified com-
mentators as Lord Bryce. One of the significant marks
of it is the widening of the Negro grasp on the pro-
fessions. Within our own ranks, we have found the
means of life. Thirty years ago, when a Negro was
sick he called a white doctor. Negro doctors were few
and those few had a stiff time competing with white
doctors in Negro practice. But does the Negro call a
white doctor today? He does not. He prefers his own,
and his own are able to treat him with the skill and
knowledge formerly considered the sole prerogatives of
their white competitors. And the analogy holds in every
department of our highly complex modern civilization.
Negroes are served by Negroes in every relation of life.
We have our own teachers, lecturers, scientists, real estate
experts, lawyers, judges, authors, actors, architects, news-
papers, banks, dentists, surgeons and nurses. We may
even be arrested by our own policemen here in Washing-
ton, if we park our car too long on F Street! Negro
composers, playwrights and poets have delighted and are
delighting not only their own Race but all the world
beside.

Without Race consciousness, Race solidarity, this could
not have been nor could it be maintained. And the argu-
ment holds with even deeper and more instant signifi-
cance in the world of commerce. If we are to broaden
and deepen our business life, we must train an increas-
ing number of our youth to the responsibilities and con-
duct of business. Where can we do so save in the
counting rooms and inner offices of our own institutions?
Our young people cannot enter similar establishments
run by our white neighbors,.except in menial positions,
chronically and hopelessly underpaid. Obviously, our
future and the future of our children can be made secure
for progress only by building up a commercial world within
the microcosm of the Race which will be self-supporting,
self-extending and self-sufficient insofar as such self-de-
termination is possible in this inter-dependent world. To do
this,we need all that we have of material and spiritual re-
source. We cannot afford that any of it be diverted in ex-
perimenting as to the feasibility of the lion and the lamb

(Continued on page 142)
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“THESE ‘COLORED’ UNITED STATES”

No. 18. ALABAMA-—Like Miriam
By NATHAN BEN YOUNG

Early Alabama History is rich in its problem of races.
Like many other States it had the Indian to contend with.
But the aborigines in Alabama were a stubborn lot.
Tradition has it that when the wayworn Red Skin came
to the territory and beheld its fertile lands and splendid
streams, he stuck his spear in the earth, saying “Alabama”
meaning “here we rest.” Thus the motto of the State.
In this land where Nature was so bountiful the Indian
did not give up the fertile fields and brimming rivers
without tenacity and bloodshed. And so in 1855 lectured
a Professor to the Historical Society at the University
of Alabama.

“I may however remark,” he began the close of his
oration, “that the Red Men of Alabama, if properly re-
viewed, would be found to present more interesting facts
and features, upon a more extended scale, than any other
American Tribes. The peculiarities which Lad ever in-
vested the character of the Indian with so much romantic
interest, making him a chosen child of fable and of song,
were here exhibited in bolder relief than elsewhere. In
numbers; in their wide and terrific wars; in intercourse
and traffic with the whites; in the mystery of their origin
and migration; in the arts, rude though they were, which
gradually refine and socialize man; in their political and
religious forms, arrangements, and ceremonies; in mani-
festations of intellectual power, sagacity and eloquence;
and all those strange moral phenomena, which mark ‘the
stoic of the woods, the man without a fear'—the native
inhabitants of our soil surpassed all other primitive
nations north of Mexico.”

And then the erudite Professor injected a pregnant
sentence which must have sparkled from his lips, tor today
it burns. Said he:.

“Alabama emerged, like Miriam, from the Red Sea
of her struggles, and now a new era of growth and
prosperity began.”

There is room for speculation as to the import of this
remark of the Professor. Surely he knew what he was
talking about, although the biblical allusion may have
passed over the heads of his audience.

Did they or did they not, recall the story of Miriam,
sister of Moses, who ‘“spake against Moses because of
the Ethiopian woman whom he had married”— a Cushite?
“And the Lord heard” and “came down in the pillar
of the cloud” to rebuke Miriam for her murmuring against
her brother for marrying a woman of color. In penalty,
“behold, Miriam became leprous, white as snow” (one
instance where white is not used in a comparison of
angelic purity). Smitten’ with this plague as the result
of her prejudice Miriam was quarantined for seven days
while Moses besought the Lord to heal her. So when
Miriam showed a change of heart she was cleansed of
the leprosy.

By 1855 it was from the Indian harassment that “Ala-
bama had emerged.” In 1955 and some years thereto
will Alabama be emerging like Miriam from the Red
Sea of a prejudice more subtle than her early Indian
hatred. In a manner it is a riddle of the Sphinx put
to Alabama. Any attempt to sketch the State with
anything better than a superficial scratching of the sur-
face perforce pictures the “Red Sea of her struggles”—
past, present, future.

In fact, in 1836 the Red Men had been shunted west-
ward to reservations. They went in Indian resignation.
But life ever substitutes a new problem. Black men,
black women were being herded across the Chattahoochee
from the east as the Creek and Choctaw were being driven
westward across the Tombigbee and the Mississippi. Here
was a different racial trait coming—Negro adaptiveness.
If the Indians were drones, this black folk coming in

under the yoke were worker beesg#'right, and being such
could not be killed out or driven off.

Permit the Professor to finish the lecture to the His-
torical Society.

“Go on, then, Gentlemen, energetically in your noble
undertaking, consoled by the assurance that you are col-
lecting the materials that shall illustrate and embellish
the annals of your state, in the far-distant, when they
shall receive the plastic touch and vivifying truth of some
future Xenophon or Polybius, some Tacitus or Livy, who,
like the Hebrew prophet, shall bid the dry bones—live!”

Plastic touch! Vivifying truth! Who can do such
of Alabama—the South? Who dares the plastic touch,
to vivify the truth! Not he or she who remains there!

Before the Indian moves from the scene, a bit of
Alabama romance must be recited. It has a contrast

“value which will be needed later on.

In the early days of Mobile many Choctaws were close
around. Into the town often came a young Choctaw girl
who for her beauty was known as the “Fawn of Pas.
cagoula.” In the winter she peddled trinkets and light.
wood and in her rounds had as a customer a young
white soldier-lawyer, widely known for his handsome
sway over feminine hearts. On each trip to his office
with her wares the “Fawn of Pascagoula” had coyly
smiled at this proud paleface until one day he had placed
his fine physique between the Fawn and the door. (O
relentless Mother Nature, why hast thou made sex im-
pulse greater than race instinct?) “A kiss!” he demanded.

. When shall the truth be known? Was this Choctaw girl

right? Or were her darker sisters to follow right?
“Stand off, Mister Howard,” she exclaimed in bettex

English than he had heard from her lips. “Me good
friend to kind gentleman—but no love! She love young
warrior who have heart and skin same color. The Fawn

must marry her own people.”

And so the passing of the first race problem in Ala.
bama. By 1850 the Indians were across the Mississippi
except a few stragglers. -

II

The Civil War loomed. Alabama sizzled in hatred
against the “highly incendiary” Northern Abolitionist.
A Tuscaloosa grand jury returned a true bill against
Robert G. Williams, editor of The Emancipator of New
York “for circulating within our State, pamphlets and
papers of a seditious and incendiary character, and tend-
ing by gross misrepresentation, and illicit appeal to the
passions, to excite to insurrection and murder our slave
ponulation.”
> Forthwith, Governor Gayle of Alabama demanded of
Governor Marcey of New York the arrest of Williams
until “I can dispatch an agent to conduct him to Alabama.”

In his message to the Alabama Legislature that same
year the Governor lambasted “Arthur Tappan and the
infuriate demoniacs associated with him”—*“that unless
the Northern fanatics are prevented by timely measures

from pursuing their mad career”—“he who believes

fanaticism can be put down by public opinion, has a very
imperfect knowledge of human nature, and must be deaf
to the lessons and admonitions of history—"” and such
bile he exhorted in a fashion that has clung to the
South lo these seventy odd years since. Despite the
progress the South has made this type of groggy berating
is still in vogue, save a few voices sounding in the last
decade.

Of course, the editor of The Emancipator was not
turned over to the Alabama agent. Is there any doubt
as to what Alabama would have done with him?

The foregoing excerpts of ante-bellum Alabama would
not be worth their space were it not that today the
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average, the masses, the holders of political power in
the State spew this same brand of snuff.

The Civil War not only loomed, it arrived. The boom
of a cannon on Goat Hill in Montgomery announced the
conflict to Alabama. And the Civil War ended, leaving
Alabama to the whims and passions of reconstruction.
Sudden freemen, sullen rebels, mercenary Northerners,
hasty adjusters, “forty acres and a mule,” gilded ignor-
ance and smouldering prejudice—such was the reconstruc-
tion mess of Alabama.

Today, look upon the outworn Capitol in Montgomery
and recollect black Carraway of Mobile in there in 1867
demanding upon the Legislature “life imprisonment for
any white man marrying or living with a black woman.”
Was there ever anything more Nordic, more of regard
for white supremacy proposed in Alabama than that?

Reconstruction in Alabama was a monster three-ring
circus. Some day, some future Xenophon besides Tom
Dixon may "‘bid the dry hones—live!”

From that time until Washington crossed the Chat-
tahoochee in 1895 to recite his soothing syrup simile
“separate as the fingers, yet one as the hand” Alabama
lay in a coma. This Atlanta speech was the inaugural
that moved the Capitol of Alabama’s hopes from Mont-
gomery to Tuskegee.

Before judging Tuskegee one should first see it. The
place has an impressive personality. Tuskegee has done
and is doing a distinctive task, theories to the left, theories
to the right, theories to the center volleying and thunder-
ing nevertheless.

Its founder, human himself and a keen student of human
nature in others, made constructive headway against a
current of criticism. His methods of procedure may have
drawn question marks but not his accomplishment. No
man has yet been right in everything. In his autobi-
ography Washington refers to the Ku Klux of Recon-
struction, concluding: “There are few places in the South
now where public sentiment would permit such organiza-
tions to exist.” A clean miss. Did his eternal eyes see
crouched armed and ready those teachers and students on
the night the hooded Klansmen paraded the highroad that
skirts Tuskegee Institute? “Booker T. Washington walked
that road last night,” someone said the next morning. He
may have, for the loosening of a pebble might have made
itself heard around the world.

Today, a two million dollar Government hospital and a
five million dollar endowed Tuskegee Institute are be-
trothed, some day to be wedded in the great University of
the Southland. Subtract Muscle Shoals and the Coal and
Iron Corporations and Tuskegee from Alabama and what
is left is equivalent to the State of Mississippi.

III

If you recall the map of the Southern States Alabama
has the shape of a coffin; however, a more favorable
manner of depicting its topographic outline is to think
of it as a sandwich, with Georgia and Mississippi great
hunks of bread and Alabama the meat. And Alabama is
the meat so far as nature’s endowments are considered.
Given the rightful strip of West Florida due her with
a coast line from Mobile to the Chattahoochee River and
you have as fine g State as Missouri for natural resources,
as California for generous climate, as Pennsylvania for
minerals, with a water power greater than many Niagara
Falls. Who would not like to live and die in Alabama
if there were no blight, no leprosy of prejudice rampant?

Man invents machines to save hand toil, and the ma-
chines turn and enslave the man. At the beginning of
the nineteenth century came the fly shuttle and carding
machine in the making of cloth, then the steam engine
and power loom. Over in Georgia Eli Witney schemed
up the cotton gin and King Cotton ascended the throne.
Only the boll weevil has challenged his throneship.

Today, in Alabama black laborers share the cotton fields
with the mines and rolling mills and in various ways are
slaves to the system, for in Alabama black laborers can
and do make money, but it is a money with the purchasing

value depreciated when solid American civic rights and
privileges are desired.

Yet, this is a general Southern condition, not alone
true of Alabama, but as well of her sister States in
misery. The average American, it may be ventured, has
the general picture of the South’'s criminal negligence
towards half her population. Alabama is but a part of
the picture, hardly any better or worse than Georgia,
Florida, Louisiana or Mississippi in the main. Let this
sketch be more of a sightseeing trip, which for the lack
of space can only be a peep here and there. If only a
whiff of that nature-kindled flame that sears beneath the
crust or a tang of the bitter-sweet of a viand that is
human flesh, if you can register these you will have
partaken of Alabama.

v

Alabama first breaks faith with her shibboleth of *white
supremacy” in her towns. Troy, Eufaula, Tuscaloosa,
Selma, Gadsden, and Demopolis. There one finds beau-
tiful colored womanhood in its bud and flower. But one
soon finds out also that a number of these golden-browns
and bronze-creams are demi-monde, in many cases not
to be seen on the street with men of their own color;
one soon learns of families of color that are connected
underground to some well-known white families, so that
one soon has the anonymous feeling that the race prob-
lem “ain’t what it’s claimed to be.”

Be careful here. In these towns not all is miscegna-
tion; all is not a paradox ; nor is it a matter of percentage.
It is simply a condition you find, just as you find cotton
growing in Mississippi and sugar cane in Louisiana.

The larger towns ( for there is but one city in Alabama)
are Mobile and Montgomery. Both are old. Mobile going
back to the early French and Spanish settlements. Mont-
gomery, first called New Philadelphia and founded by a
Yankee, holds in prided memory its label “Cradle of the
Confederacy”

Negro Mobile, like many other Southern towns, has a
handful of grab-bag local leaders. The rank and file have
no solidarity, no rigidity that makes itself felt. Mobile
has a tinge of caste due to the foreign influence. In short,
the Mobile Negro is not essentially the Alabama Negro.
New Orleans, Louisiana, Mobile, Alabama, and Pensacola,
Florida, so to put it, are three black-eved, raven-haired
sisters doing a fandango to a jazzed La Paloma.

On the other hand Negro Montgomery is a representa-
tive slice of Negro Alabama. Here there has always been
some sort of captaincy, either a fearless preacher, a keen
business man or a thoughtful educator. The Mont-
gomerian has somewhere about him a spark of group
pride. His short-coming has been a type of social in-
ebriety. The ailment reaches way back, when Montgomery
the cotton center of the rich Black Belt, harbored the
aristocrats and wealthy merchants whose slaves were not
field hands and plantation equipage, but butlers, footmen,
maids. So when ante-bellum Montgomery had its far-
famed balls and soirees these servants echoed in follow-
up affairs of their own. Southern hospitality in Mont-
gomery has always had a crust of society on it; and today,
colored Montgomery spends much of its potential force
in social outlet, never fully developing that pride and
vision it possesses.

v

The magic city Birmingham is a hybrid of Northern
money and Southern “cussedness.” Here are eighty thou-
sand colored people with an “Emancipation Day Cele-
bration” leadership, if any at all. Here are gathered
citizens of color from every section of Alabama, many of
whom are merely making their first stop between Chicago
and Detroit and Cleveland. Here are twenty thousand
children of color, brown, black, cream, pale, brown, brown,
brown, hungry for schools that accommodate and inspire
and truthfully and thoroughly teach. Here is the mean-
est Jim Crow street car system in the world. Here is a

(Continued on page 140)
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EDITORIALS

The Next Black Step

The recent failure of the Standard Life Insurance
Company of Atlanta has suggested to us the necessity
of discussing the Negro’s next step in modern busi-
ness. Quite naturally and properly Negroes have been
organizing and building businesses run exclusively by
themselves, owned by themselves and catering primar-
ily, if not exclusively, to colored people. Business
leagues have been formed nearly everywhere with the
slogan, as a rule, “Patronize your own.”

Yet progress implies change, and just as every other
thing is going through a process of revolution, so must
it be with Negro business.

In the school system we recognize that one as best
which is the mixed-teacher, mixed-pupil school. In
industry we colored people clamor for the right of our
men and women to work as employees in every kind
of factory, mill, mine or business; which means that
we must recognize that the ideal form of business frem
the racial point of view is the mixed-employer, mixed-
employee business.

More than that, we have got to give up the cry of
“Patronize your own.” If any white business man
were to broadcast such a slogan, there is hardly a
thinking Negro who would not go up in arms. Yet
we who are least able to maintain our position con-
stantly advocate a foolhardy slogan. Large numbers
of Negro businesses are already maintained by white
patrons. This is true of nearly all the Negro com-
mission merchants, like the James & Son, of Charles-
ton, W. Va., Charles.Anderson, of Jacksonville, Fla.,
C. W. Jordan, of Suffolk, Va., King, the butcher, of
Norfolk, Va., Jonathan, of Richmond, etc. Many of
the most successful Negroes have earned their wealth
through barber shops run exclusively for white
patrons. Witness the cases of A. F. Herndon, of
Atlanta (founder and president of the Atlanta Life In-
surance Co.), John Merrick, of Durham, N. C. (foun-
der of the North Carolina Mutual Life Insurance
Company), Miles Debris, and Peyton, both successful
barbers of Richmond, Va. Then too, how about col-
ored shows? How did Shuffle Along, Running Wild,
Chocolate Dandies, Dixie to Broadway, Alabam Fan-

tasies, Liza, manage to stay on Broadway from ten

weeks to fourteen months? Not off Negro patronage,
because in no one of the large cities—New York,
Philadelphia, Baltimore, Washington, Chicago, St.
Louis, Kansas City, Detroit, Pittsburgh, Cleveland,
Indianapolis—in no one of these do Negroes maintain
a full house for a show two weeks. The only reason
these shows live, pay hundreds of actors and musicians,
is because of their white patrons. The Negro musician
is also dependent upon white patrons to employ him
frequently and to pay him high. And is this not
almost true of the mechanics?

To what end have we asked these questions and
made the foregoing observations? This: we feel that
just as in every Negro community the white people,
* controlling from eighty to ninety-five per cent of the
Negro businesses, cater to Negro trade by the use of
colored employees to act as decoys—so the Negroes
should begin to cater to white business by similar
methods. For instance, white agents will work for
a Negro company just about as readily as the Negroes
will work for a white company, and the Negro insur-
ance company could sell policies to white people just

the same way white companies today sell most of the
colored people policies. Sometimes the white com-
panies use their white agents; yet, if necessary, the
Metropolitan and all of them employ colored agents.
The Negroes are a little more happily situated than the
whites, because unless they want to do so, they don’t
have to go outside of the race: they may use white
Negroes for their white patrons and colored Negroes
for their colored. The importance of this injunction
should be manifest from the position of white busi-
ness men. If ninety per cent of the population (the
whites) would cater for ten per cent (the Negroes)
why should not ten per cent cater for the ninety? A
big white business man in Chicago, some months ago,
remarked to us, “Do you know why Negroes fail in
business so often? It is because they don’t have the
opportunity to work at the business before going into
it.” Negroes have to get their experience experiment-
ing on themselves and, not infrequently, by the time

"'they have gotten their experience, the business is

gone. So just as we insist on having Negroes sit with
white people in legislatures, as assemblymen, senators,
congressmen, magistrates, aldermen, city councilman,
members of the board of education, so they should sit
around the business of commerce, as well as the busi-
ness of government. Coming years will undoubtedly
see Negroes and white men full-fledged partners in
business.

We do not mean to pass over the so-called merger
of the Standard Life with the Southern Life Insurance
Company without considerable reservations. This is
the case of a lamb and a lion lying down together,
but the lamb is in the lion’s belly. A prudent man will
select his partners. There are some with whom he will
not combine. A business must assume the same atti-
tude. A real merger would be the case where the
Southern Life and the Standard Life gave employment
upon a basis of equality. To illustrate: if the Standard
has one-third as many policyholders as the Southern
Life, about one-third of the clerks should be colored
men and women, who would work in the same offices
and receive opportunities for advancement upon a basis
of merit; but everyone with a grain of brains knows
that nothing of this sort will happen. He knows that
the only places of employment open to Negroes in the
Southern Life office are porters, janitors, scrub women
and menial jobs. Instead of a merger, the relations
of the Southern Life and the Standard Life are those
of the conqueror and the conquered, with the result,
a conquest. Before Negroes should pay their hard-
earned dollars to maintain such a morganatic relation,
they should call for the cash surrender value on their
policies and take out new policies in such thorough-
going and solvent companies as the National Benefit
Life Insurance Company, of Washington, D. C., which
has headquarters in twenty-six states and eighty-six
cities, employing one hundred and twenty-five young
colored men and women in the home office alone, and
over two thousand agents and supervisors throughout
the country. This is the only intelligent way in which
to view the next black step in business.

The Negro Trust

Within recent years large scale businesses among
white people have been steadily combined to form still
(Continucd on page 141)
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DON’T

By WILLIAM MOORE

A story of the chance mecting of two men who came
together in the startling darkness of one long night and
formed a friendship of doubtful constancy and wavering
faith that finally ended, amid the orgies of an underworld
festival, in the death of the one who was too weak to
withstand the temptations of the flesh.

“Don’t do that!”

The voice came like a sound out of space. To the dark
brown faced fellow, resting on his knees rifling the poc-
kets of the prostrate figure of a shabbily dressed man
stretched to full length on the sidewalk, it was like the
sound of near thunder.

He raised himself on one foot half stunned by a jarring
fear, half moved by an all impelling passion and made
ready to spring on the not too clear outlines of the one
who had commanded him to “Don’t.” And then he as
suddenly sank back to his knee when he recognized that
the order had found being in the voice of Sandy Smith,
his pal in many a dirty job.

“Why?” he sullenly retorted. He's
drunk. I didn't spill ’im.”

“I know,” came Sandy’s reply, “but he’s a poor stiff who
can’t stand the push. We'll find some game more worth
the trouble before the night’s over. Come on!”

Jim Jackson arosc somewhat slowly from beside the
heavy breathing drun’, brushed briskly his knees with
either hand, looked uneasily about the surroundings and
then blurted ‘“Where?”

Two rough hewn figures harshly brushing aside the
soft, caressing shadows of the night walked briskly east-
ward and were soon lost in the darkness.

A half hour later two slouching figures could be seen
skulking in the shadows of the Water Street viaduct
about where the pasty murk of the South Branch of the
river gurgles in mystic dissonances its song of a thousand
mystery nights. '

Jim had followed Sandy this far without getting so
much as a grunt in answer to his sullen “Where?” They
had walked on through the night, these two waifs of a
thousand shifts of the winds of fortune, aimlessly per-
haps, yet each with the dim outlines of a curiously con-
ceived resolve in his mind to rid himself of the other
hefore the night was gone.

It was the workings of a strange fate that had brought
them together—this black and this white. They were each
“comin’ North.” They had met in the night. The only
signs of light about were the quiet glimmerings of the
far-off stars and the swift fading red of the danger sig-
nals that clung to the rear end of the disappearing train
on which they had been denied a further free passage by
a hostile train crew.

“Damn ’em, I only wanted ter git inter Louisville,”
ejaculated the white to himself, totally ignoring the pres-
ence of his companion in misfortune.

“Dere ain’t nothin’ ter do now but walk it, I reckon,”
half laughingly rejoined the black.

“You reckon dere ain’t, eh? Well you let er train hit
through heah and I'll show yer how much I'll walk ter
Louisville. Where you goin’?”

“Up Norf,” answered the black, drawing closer to the
white. “Whar yo’ headed for?”

“Same place, I reckon, as you be.”

By.this time they each had concluded an inspection of
the other, mixed, perchance, with something of that dis-
trust which ever keeps at an instinctive arm’s length di-
verse elements of the race, yet savoring of those measures
of a common svmpathy that draws humans together when-
ever they stand face to face with loneliness and a com-
mon danger.

“Mah name’s Jim Jackson, w'at mought be yourn?’
ventured the darker hued of the two.

For a moment the white man quizzically eyed the in-

“He’s my meat.

quisitive Jim and then grimly replied, “Sandy Smith is
w’at they call me down my way.”

“Well, Brother Smith, I'm kinder hungry. W’at yo’
say if we mek er fiah an’ eat er bite?”

“EAT? W’AT?” almost shouted the startled Brother
Smith. “Where you goin’ ter git somethin’ ter eat around
this God forsaken place?”

“Got er match?” sententiously asked the redoubtable
Jim.

“I reckon so,” replied Sandy, “I did have some.” In a
brief moment or so he brought out a small, half filled box
of matches from somewhere about him and handed it
over to Jim.

“But where’s the eats?” he curiously inquired, “where’s
the eats?”

Jim, however, was now giving Sandy small heed but
was busy gathering up small pieces of dried wood and
heaping them into a pile of considerable size. This done
he struck a match on the sole of his left shoe and pro-
ceeded to fan the pile into a blaze of reasonable pro-
portions.

This done he turned to a bundle, hitherto unnoticed by
Sandy, and began to unwind a stout string finally laying
out before the astonished sight of his companion a veri-
table feast of fried chicken, bread and butter and six or
seven boiled eggs.

They ate in silence but with a very evident relish the
meal Jim’s foresight had prompted him to prepare before
he had left Birmingham the night before.

All the details of this chance meeting were running
through the minds of the two men as they stood within
the shadows of the viaduct and watched the turgid flow
of the river below.

They had come over many miles together. They had
formed a close union in which thievery, heavy drinking
and the rampages of coarse revelry had combined to
cement the bond of a rather more than odd companion-
ship of spiritual contentions, for they were as unlike as
the tempers of lead and steel.

They distrusted one the other, and yet they each had
nothing else to lean upon. There had come moments,
to each of them, when the sight of the lifeless body of
the other would have glowed like flowers in a summer
garden. But common needs and common dangers had
stayed the wayward hand.

And above the stars shone, and below the river sang
and from beyond, off to the East, there came the faintest
thunder noises of the surge and storm of the unnumbered
variations of a great city’s life.

But Jim and Sandy were gazing in silence into the fluid
depths of the lazy river. Suddenly they raised their
heads. Their eyes met. They shuddered as though they
had awakened from a dream in which pain and horror
had stalked where devastation and death spread the waste
of the wildest passions. Or may it not have been the
touch of that instinctive lust for blood that had come
down to this moment—of race and race—through the
centuries cruelly wrestling with the shapeless emotions
of the night.

Sandy was the first to break the silence: “Well, we'll
have to ter git erway f'om heah. Which way?”

“Ennyway suits me,” replied Jim, “ennyway, jes so
we don’t run inter enny cops w’at’s lookin’ fer us.”

“Let’s go over ter Mushmouth’s an’ shake a few lines
o’ dice.” :

“Dat’s jes whar I ain’t goin’. Does yer t'ink I'm fool-
ish wid er fever? We wouldn’t be in dere five minnits
‘fore we’d be nabbed. No Mushmouth’s fer mine,” re-
turned Jim with an emphatic shake of his large, long head.

“I reckon we’d better be gittin’ off o’ dis damn bridge
‘fore some nosey cop grabs us fer certain,” vouchsafed
Sandy as he dubiously peered into the darkness behind
them. And suiting the action to the word he led off
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toward the greyer shades at the east end of the viaduct.

Jim turned with him. When they reached the street
at the first break of the viaduct they crossed the street
car tracks and, after sharply looking about them, Sandy
started down a long wooden stairway that led down into
what looked like the very bowels of the earth.

Jim stopped. “I doan’t want ter go down to ‘Memphis
Mary’s,” he muttered, “we’ll git inter trubble, shuah.”

“Aw, come on. Suse won't be there, dis is Friday
night,” coaxed Sandy.

“I.doan’t want ter go down dere, I tell yer, 'cause I
doan’t want ter git inter no trubble,” persisted Jim.

“Dis is Friday night,” rejoined Sandy. “I knows yer
thinks I'm after Suse, but dis is Friday night, Jim, an’
she’s never out on Friday nights.”

Jim hesitated a moment longer when the sound of
voices coming out of the darkness on the viaduct on the
west side of the street impelled, as a matter of discre-
tion to follow Sandy down the stairway.

There was light in plenty at the foot of the long wooden
descent. The hoarest sounds of bold, brazen music came
suddenly to the ears. Lurching men and women went in
and came out through swinging wicker doorways in rapid
succession while Jim and Sandy threaded their way,
familiarly, along the underground yellow way.

But Jim lagged sullenly in the rear. Sandy turned
about, at odd intervals, and gave him vehement urge to
close up ranks. But with small success, however. Jim
lagged, somehow.

“W’at yer got, lead in yer shoes?” querulously ventured
Sandy. “Ennybody would think yer was goin’ ter er
fun’ral.”

“Yer all right, ain’t yer?” retorted Jim, and when
Sandy nodded an assent, continued, “well, go ahead den,
I’ll be dere as soon as yo’ will.”

“I know, but I thought yer mought be sore ’bout some-
thin’, an’ I doan’t want yer to be sore ’bout nothin.”

“I doan’t feel good. Ain’t dat enuff to mek er feller
walk slow? I jes doan’t feel good, yo’ go ahead, I'll be
there soon enuff.”

And so they went on until they came to an open door
where thd lights were brighter, the music more insistently
loud, and where the crowd was larger, more motely and
more highly charged with exuberant, turbulent emotions.

This was “Memphis Mary’s” place, the undisputed

“Queen” of the “Tunnel.”

Death stalked as familiarly as life in this strangely
ordered underground resort. And what a motley crew
the crowd is! Black, white, the young and the grizzled
and the grey—men and women—mingled as waters mingle
in the sea and with as little thought of the reason.

Into this vortex of unwholesome odors and sheer deg-
radation plunged Sandy sullenly followed by the reluc-
tant Jim. They were both at home. Everybody knew
Jim and Sandy. They were good spenders and this con-
stituted them welcome figures whenever they found it
convenient to make the place a visit.

“Memphis Mary,” herself, was the first to give greet-
ing to the pair. “Hello, Jim, hello, Sandy! Whar yo’
bin so long? W'’y bless yo’' heahts, missed yo, honey. I
suah did,” she insisted, as Jim, deprecatingly, begged her
to “Off wid de bunk.”

The woman led the two wayfarers over to the far side
of the big, square room where a painted and guadily at-
tired waitress hastily pulled chairs for the party.

As Jim sat down he cast quick, shifting glances about
the room at the groups seated at the various tables and
gyrating in unseemly rhythmic contortions in the rather
small space that was given over to dancing. Then settling
back in his seat murmured, “W’at yo’ll have ter drink?”

“No yo' doan’t, young feller,” interposed the ever
watchful Mary, “dis one’s on me. See w’at de gen’lemen
want ter drink. or to eat. Come, git busy,” she closed,
with a flurry of the hand.

Mary had opened the floodgates of a wild night. Drink
flowed like the quick waters of a mountain stream. Sandy
danced often with the “Queen,” but Jim sagged on the

table and clung to his seat with a gruff refusal to take
any part in the dancing end of the feverish festivities.

“Nothin’ doin’,” he protested, in response to the vig-
orous endeavors of Mary and Sandy to get him on his
feet. But it could be seen that he grew more and more
sullen and that the light in his big, full black eyes was
turning to a baleful green deepening as each round of
drinks was emptied into the maw of the fast and furious
ribaldry of the festering hours.

“Aw, let 'im alone, Sandy, an’ let's have 'nother dance,
he’s all right.” Whereupon Sandy ceased his tugging at
the bulky form that had now thrown itself, head flattened
cn the top of the table, half across its uncomfortable
resting place, seemingly dead to the turbulent adandon
of its surroundings. Sandy and Mary went on with the
dance.

The dance ended; Sandy again renewed his efforts to
get Jim to “Open up,” as he put it. With no clearly de-
fined reason for which he could give an accounting, Sandy
was a bit uneasy. He did not like the look in Jim’s
eyes, nor their shifting of color. He wanted Jim up on
his feet, laughing, dancing and drinking, if you please.

“An’ w’at if the cops should come in on us?” he whis-
pered in the ear of Mary during a slight lull in the flare
and hot rush of the time.

“Aw, dey won’t be here,” quickly responded her
“Majesty,” “tomorrer night is pay time an’ enny how, dey
doan’t bother us down here so long as we pay.”

But Sandy was obdurate. He scented danger of some
sort and his dully alert and sometime slow working mind
kept insisting that, “Jim isn’t playin’ fair ter night.”

“W’at if de nigger is totin’ er grudge. I doan't like
de look in his eyes. -He didn’t want ter come down here.
Ever since dat first time I patted Suse on de back, w’en
he’s drinkin’ he acts like he’s mad 'bout somethin’.” And
thus Sandy had been musing, under his breath, all through
the two hours or more he and his able companion had
been “hittin’ 'em up” in the place where “Memphis Mary”
ruled as Queen.

Yet Jim gave no outward sign of the tumult which
Sandy feared was rocking the inward recesses of his big,
black, bulky body. He even laughed—a coarse, heavy
guffaw, it's true—when Mary twitted him with, “Aw,
vouse all in, dat's w'at’s de mattah, yo' jes ain’t got ’em,
ennymore.”

'Twas thus the hours wore on. Jim, a seemingly dull-
witted participator in its patter and aimless flutter ; Sandy,
awed and part stupefied by a flood of turgid emotions fill-
ing him with a dread he could not clearly see; Mary, hawk
denizen and master mind of this underworld hell, craftily
watching both men with a whole belief that she knew the
cause of the storm that was about to mark the end or a
chance meeting; and then the crowds of whatnots, surg-
ing, swaying, sweltering in the fetid atmosphere each, in
their separate ways, tempting death out of the hollow-
ness of a shuddering, empty night.

Some minutes before the “Queen” had ordered the front
doors to be closed and the lights in the front windows
to be lowered. But the dancing went on and the drinking
continued.

Startlingly one of the front doors is flung wide open.
A tremor of passionate fear sweeps through the place a«
visions of the police and the aftermath of a raid seized
the minds of the revellers. All save three—Jim, Sandy
and “Memphis Mary,” herself. They each recognized the
tall, dark, slenderly formed and flaming, black eyed
woman who had swung open the door and stood, im-
pudently defiant, surveying the consternation she had un-
ceremoniously created. Turning swiftly in her tracks she
closed the open door and then walked quickly over to a
table and sat down.

“Suse !” muttered Sandy and he turned whiter than a
fresh washed sheet.

“Suse, damn her!” cursed the “Queen” as she turned
curiously inquiring glances first in the direction of Sandy
and then in the direction of Jim. .

Jim turned in his seat and calling to a waitress who was
standing near, said, “Bring me er little whiskey.”

(Continucd on page 141)
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SHAFTS AND DARTS

A PAGE OF CALUMNY AND SATIRE
By GEORGE S. SCHUYLER and THEOPHILUS LEWIS

The Monthly Prize: We award this
month the handsome cut-glass thun-
der-mug, with the lLothrop Stoddard
ribbon of The Nordic Complex, to His
Eminence Prof. Dr. W. E. B. Du Bois.
editor of The Crisis and one of the
three Negro members of the Pan-
African Conference. We thus honor
the literary giant of Aframerica for
the following biblical quotation ap-
pearing on the cover of the February
Crisis (quite natural for the ofay King
Solomon but a strange selection for a
Negro), which illustrates the preva-
lence of Caucasian beauty standards,
even in the “Souls of Black Folk”:

“] am black but comely, O, ye
daughters of Jerusalem (italics ours).

This line is especially illuminating
when “white” is substituted for
“black.”

Experientia docet stultos!:

GARVEY:

1 aint gonna steal no mo’
I aint gonna steal no mo’

UNCLE SAM:

Stay in a cell ‘cause we can’t lcll'
That you aint gonna steal no mo’.

Like Napoleon, Garvey has seen his
star sink, along with his ships. Well,
he's down (South), but not out! He's
in! For the second time in three or
four years the Emperor of the entire
continent of Africa is paying a visit
to Atlanta, capital of the Empire State
of the South, and of the Invisible Em-
pire. Georgia being near the center
of the Negro population in the United
States, it is only fitting that the ruler
of all the Negroes should be in the
heart of his populace—among his pee-
pul.

His first visit was of brief duration;
this one will be a little longer. The
first time he went to scc a great hig
cracker; this time he was escorted by
a great big cracker. On his first visit
he entered the sanctum of the Klan:
this time he entered the sanctum of
Uncle Sam. Then he wore white
cuffs: this time he wore handcuffs.

* *x X

The first time Marcus went South
he said the Ncgroes had done nothing
in America; this time he protested to
America that he had done nothing.
The last, time his stay in .\tlanta was
only four or five days; now he’s going
to loiter around there for four or five
years. Last time it cost him a lot of
money for food, clothing and shelter:
this time he gets those necessitics ab-
solutely free. Formerly his voice rang
through the halls of Klan; now his
mop will be wrung in the halls of the
Can. While his first anthem was
“Greenland’s  Tcy Mountains”:  his
present one is ‘“Marching Through
Georgia.” Garvey was known, espe-
cially by those who assailed him with
judgments, as a man of great endur-
ance. He is no longer great but he
is in durance. First time nobody
counted; now everybody around him,
including himself, will be counted.

Once his mobile face was always in
print; lately his nimble fingers were
imprinted. Now that the Association
of Ex-Garvey Officials are likely to be
deprived of their maintenance. 1 ad-
vise them to find out what number
Garvey gets—and play it. Once Gar-
vey only had Negroes backing him.
ltereafter there will be at least one
white man in back of him. Garvey
advised his sable supporters to become
proficient in industry. Now Uncle
Sam—a very accomodating fellow—is
giving the great Indian (W.) an op-
portunity to practice what he has been
preaching. The “Honorahle” Marcus
advocated a Black House: but he went
to the Big House. While the end of
the world, as prophesied by a certain
sect of the Seventh Day Adventists,
did not arrive; Garvey felt that it had.

* *x x

It is reported that it was the habit
of the Emperor to cat his meals in
silence—it is the one habit he won’t
have to break. Once he saw visions
of himself in the Hall of Fame; now
he'll saw wood until he's lame. He
screamed for a separate country: they
gave him a separate cell. He began
his career in a print shop: he may end
it the same way. He floated paper
bonds; only to end up in iron bonds.
After all, you now, there are bonds
and “bonds.” Last summer we saw
Marcus on Seventh Avenue swinging
a stick: this summer we venture to
say he’ll be swinging a pick. Once
he cried for liberty for Africa; now
he wants it for himself. As Brother
Amos of the Department of Justice
closed in on him at the railroad station
Garvey yelled: “A horse! A horse!
Mv kingdom for a horse!”’—he’s still
a little hoarse! He complained of his
arrest on such short notice but we
notice he's getting a long rest.

* %x %

For five years Marcus cried for
ships: finally they shipped him to At-
lanta for five years. The authorities
didn’t bar him FROM Atlanta the
first time; but they sure barred him
IN Atlanta the last time. l.ast sum-
mer he went down the streets of Har-
lem in a striped suit: this summer he’ll
wear one with broader stripes. but
not in the streets of Harlem. In Geor-
gia, Atlanta is the seat of the capitol.
It is also a capital place for Garvey
to be seated. If Marcus had gone to
Africa as he advised the dark breth-
ren, he would still be at large, but his
bankroll wouldn't be so large. Last
summer Marcus accused the Deity of
being a Negro! No wonder luck went
against him! For one month last sum-
mer the venerabhle financier mopped his
hrow daily in the c'oseness of Liherty
Hall: he'll mop halls daily for manv
months hereafter, but he won't be at

liberty.
* * *

Well, it just goes to show that his-
tory repeats itself: The Spanish Ar-
mada sank: so did Garvey’s. Debhs
went to Atlanta: Garvey follows in his
footsteps. King Solomon had five

hundred wives: Garvey is also having
domestic difficulties. David stopped Go-
liath with a stone; Uncle Sam stopped
Marcus with a sentence. Russia has ex-

iled Trotsky: America has exiled
Garvey. A triumvirate rules the Rus-
stan Socialist Federated Soviet Re-

public: a triumvirate also rules what
is left of the Universal Negro Im-
provement Association. Congress turns
out lame ducks while Garvey turned
out lame boats. Rockefeller goes
South for the winter; so does Garvey.
Ponzi got five years: Garvey was
equally favored. Justice is blind!
* * *

The days of royalty seem to be
doomed. ecven black royalty. First,
Franz Joseph of Austria died. Then
his son Carl was given “the gate.”
Third, Kaiser Bill hastily leaped into
oblivion, followed a few ycars later by
our old friend King Constantine of
Greece. Now (“tears and flowers,
Howers and tears” as J. Otho Gray
would say) the Supreme Potentate
slips out of the public eye into a pub-
lic institution. As Julius Caecsar re-
marked when his breakfast egg was
boiled too long: *“It's hard, but it's
fair.”

* * *

As the “screw” slammed the barred
door on the President of the Universal
I‘actories Corporation, the Universal
Grocery Stores, the Universal Tailor
Shops. the African Communities Lea-
gue. the hcad of the D. S. O. E. (Dis-
tinguished Service Order of Ethiopia),
K. C. O. N. (Knight Commanders of
the Nile), and the Royal African Le-
gion. a great darkness fell over At-
lanta. Many of the old prisoners in
Garvey's corridor were heard to say,
“We are in for dark days.” Towever,
Marcus has decided to do whatever
he can to enliven the existence of the
guests who will share Uncle Sam’s
hostelry with him for the next half
decade. He feels that as America's
greatest comedian he can do much to
make the annual prison show a suc-
cess.” They have already scheduled
him for a monologue which begins in
the usual Liberty Hall style: “Fel-
low Members of the Negro Race.
Greetings! ete.” In his second act he
will sing his very clever version of the
“West Indies Blues”:

When Ah wa-as a leetle bye

Folks said Ah’'d be a wahnder

But now that Ah'm bchind the bars
Ah see they made a hlahnder.

Ah've dahn lahst my bastest jahb
Ahs the champeen Negreé fakah,

And when Ah leave this big stun
how-se
Al'm gwine hahek to Ja-maica.
Chorus
Abh'm gwine bahck, shuah  as  yauah

bahrn.
Ah'm gwine bahck. tho the time 1S
lahng.
Ah™™ gwine bahck,
bahrn
‘Cahuse Ah got the Wast Indian Blues.
(Continued on page 143)

shuah as yuah
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THE LETTERS OF DAVY CARR

IV,

Pervasive Caroline. A fair lady's parlor.
fascinating brown girl.

Washington, D. C.
Dear Bob: October 23, 1922.

Caroline is the most pervasive personality I have
run across lately. She has the faculty of being under
foot at the most inopportune times, and yet, what is
one to do? She has quite taken possession of my
quarters. I don't recall if I have mentioned it before,
but she uses some special kind of perfume, and when-
ever I come into my room I can tell if she has been
there recently. There is something strangely alluring
in this kind of intimate contact with a pretty woman,
and yet, somehow, I resent it as an invasion of my
privacy. If she were ugly and unattractive, I suppose
I should close my door and thus shut her out, and of
course if her mother knew how much time she spends
here, she would soon put a stop to the practice, or try
to. Most of the time, naturally, I am out of the house,
and as Caroline knows my hours pretty well by now,
she times herself accordingly. Today’s experience, for
instance, was typical.

I came in about five, and found my French diction-
ary open on the table, the inkwell open, a penholder,
blotter and several sheets of monogrammed paper
scattered about, in the midst one of Caroline’s dainty
little handkerchiefs, and pervading the whole room
the very faintest trace of that wonderful perfume
which I am beginning, by some occult psychological
process, to associate with her personality. I had a
moment of irritation, for you know how I like to have
my personal things for myself, and you recall how
often the folks at college used to say that I was not
a bit southern in some of my ways. My irritation
increased considerably when I saw that my pet copy
of Amiel’s Journal, the one I bought in that queer
little shop in Geneva in the spring of 1919, was lying
face down on the rug beside the couch. I swore
softly, stooped to pick it up, and then suddenly changed
my mind. So T left everything just as I found it, and
went out to dinner, I met Reese, who now and then
eats where I do, and after our meal was over we
walked around the block while he finished his cigar.
When I reached home it was about seven.

My room was straight, the table in perfect order,
and the two books back in their respective places.
Resting against the base of my lamp I found this note:

“Dear Old Bear:

“I really did not mean to he so careless, hut the
phone rang for me, and then Mamma sent me out on
an errand, and I forgot to come back and straighten
up. But T am usually very careful, indeed I am.
Your Amiel must have slipped from the couch, for I
certainly did not throw it on the floor. But it was
mean in you to leave it there—as a reproach! You
owe me an apology.

Enter a

“Caroline.”

The note made me laugh, of course, it was so char-
acteristic, and I settled down to a cigarette and an
hour’s reading in my very comfortable chair. A few
minutes before eight in breezed Caroline. She had on
something extra fetching which I should set forth in
words if I could, but I am aware that the angels weep

when I try to describe a lady’s gown, so I shall refrain,
much as I am tempted.

“Going to the show at the Howard tonight,” she
said laconically, as she sat on the corner of my couch
and reached for my cigarette case. ‘“Let me take a
dozen puffs while I am waiting for the others. They
won't be here until after eight. Well, why don’t you
tell me I'm ‘the class’? Where were you brought up,
anyway ?”’

I laughed. I guess I had been looking my approval,
for she was smiling contentedly. Then I said:

“Well, you are ‘the class’—whatever that means.
That’s an awfully pretty rig, and not badly placed,
either.”

“You don’t use a trowel, do you? But thanks, any-
way, even for small favors. But look me over, Old
Bear, for I am so afraid you might some day be really
displeased, and actually give me that—ah—chastise-
ment you spoke of the other day.”

“You are all right, little girl. I have no criticisms
to offer. If I had a sister, and she looked half as well
as you do, I should be proud to acknowledge the rela-
tionship.”

“Be careful there, or you will compliment me before
you know it.”

Then she stood up to go, and I arose from my chair.
She came over close to me, and looked up in that super-
latively devilish way she has.

“See, Old Grouchy, there’s not a tiny bit of rouge.”

And she took my hand, and rubbed my fingertips
over her velvety cheek. It was true, as she said, that
she was not rouged, and Heaven knows she did not
need it.

“Why don’t you?”’ I asked, hardly knowing why.

“Why don't you wear spats?” she asked, with seem-
ing irrelevance.

I laughed.

“Because I can’t endure them,” I answered.

“Well, I don’t rouge for the same reason. Maybe
some day necessity may overrule choice, but for the
present, Old Grouchy, you can kiss me without the
least risk of being poisoned.”

Then with mischievous determination in her eyes
she took a step toward me, and said, “I have half a
mind. o

Involuntarily I stepped back, startled, and she gave a
merry laugh and ran down the stairs. Why I am un-
able to stand my ground against her, I cannot for the
life of me determine, but she always manages to startle
me, to ‘get my goat,’ as she would put it. I swore
softly over my lack of poise, and sat down to write
to you.

But the real purpose of this letter was to tell you
about my Sunday evening tea at Barton’s. I wish I
might show you Lillian Barton’s parlor, for I am
sure [ cannot describe it adequately. I am like the
actor who made you laugh so hard that last wild
night on Broadway, and who sang—don’t you remem-
ber it?—a silly song with the refrain:

“I cannot sing the old songs,
For I do not know the words!”

That is just my trouble. I don’t know the words.
Now if I had Leroy’s command of the King's Eng-
lish and his vocabulary of modern art terms, I could
make you see a perfect picture.

In a few undistinguished words, it's an old house,
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a rich man’s house, made over, and redecorated on
modern lines—sorhe ultra-modern, I should say. Dark
walls, with a few good paintings; heavy furniture in
keeping with the size of the room; a wonderful rug;
and a big fireplace with a real fire. Altogether it is
the most attractive room I have been in—as a guest—
and you know I have seen most of our handsome
houses between New Orleans and Boston, and as far
west as Chicago. Most of our pretentious residences
are too ornate, or too luxurious, and the element of
conspicuous expenditure is somewhat too pronounced.
But here there were evidences of intelligent planning
coupled with a cultivated individual taste. It was
pleasing to the eye, and would have rejoiced your
heart, I know. Somehow—and I suppose you would
have said that this was the final test of the room—
it seemed a perfect setting for Miss Barton.

There were, including our hostess, just six of us,
the others being the Hales, Reese, of course, and Ver-
ney. We had a most delightful tea served in a sort
of library-dining room, which was quite as attractive in
its way as the parlor, but we spent most of the evening
seated in a semicircle around the most hospitable
hearth, in the glow and warmth of a fine wood fire. It
was perfect!

We told stories, sang songs, and discussed everything
in this mundane sphere, ending, of course, where we
always do, with the race question. Verney made one
or two statements which stimulated debate. He con-
tended that this generation is not going forward, ex-
cept in the conspicuous, showy ways ; that our progress
is more apparent than real, except in the matter, per-
haps, of mere intellectual training ; and that even there
we are vastly outpointed by the Jews and the Japanese.
He holds that we read only those things which concern
us directly, and that we have no interest in the story
of the past politics of Europe and Asia; while, on the
other hand, the Jews and the Japanese seem to feel
the absolute necessity for understanding completely
the civilization of the Western European races which
now dominate the world.

He said, further, that our most prosperous class
takes little real interest even in the race question, but
that many of the women think only of “getting by” the
color line by painting their faces, while the men, for
the most part, studiously avoid it, and live strictly
within their own self-sufficient circle; that better in-
comes are making us more cowardly, rather than more
bold, for we can now procure in our own circle the
satisfactions we once could get only outside, and so
we shut our eyes to what we do not wish to see, and
then assert that it does not exist ; that we love pleasure
too much, and that we will spend more both of time
and money in following it than any other struggling
race in the world. :

But I shall not unduly burden this letter with the
details of his contention. Of course, there are rather
obvious answers to most of the assertions advanced by
Verney, but for every answer made he had a telling
rejoinder. Some day I am going to draw him out
again, for I am interested to know what is the basis
of his claims.

But let me get back to our Sunday evening tea.
Reese, whom I noted especially on this occasion,
seemed to assume a distinctly proprietary manner, and
certainly would give a stranger to think that the story
of his engagement to Miss Barton is no mere canard.
He is a cool, rather unimaginative chap, and I can
quite believe what they say of him, that he is a fine
man of business, who has already accumulated a

snug fortune. He is a pretty good imitation of a
Yankee money-getter, and, from all I can hear, he is
regarded as a man of the highest integrity, whose word
is as good as his bond.

He does not act as if he had much sentiment, though
maybe his own special virtues are more dependable.
Somehow I foresee that, while Miss Barton is rather
inclined to act the grand lady with everyone, if she
ever assumes the matrimonial harness, it will be the
old story of Greek meeting Greek. Men of Reese’s
type have rather a fashion of letting a woman deceive
herself all she pleases regarding their eagerness to
meet her every wish, but after the ceremony they quite
frequently uncover a very complete assortment of
wishes of their own. Reese is probably unimaginative,
as I said before, and not over-shrewd or over-observ-
ing, maybe, in social matters in which he is not deeply
interested, but, if I am any judge, he is nobody’s fool,
and he is going to be nobody’s slave.

I have seen nothing to indicate any effusive affection
on either side. That “catty” little Miss Clay, whom I
mentioned in a previous letter, said that Miss Barton
was interested only in Reese’s prospects, and that he
would see it if he were not stone blind. I am wonder-
ing if this is true. Of course, you are wanting to
know how she treated me. Well, I'll tell you. I have
indicated that she is unusually interesting, which
means, in other words, that she says and does inter-
esting things. Every time | have talked with her she
has said something to whip up my interest.

When we were all standing up to take our leave,
for one moment it happened that I remained alone in
front of the fire, while the others were in the next
room putting on their wraps, Reese helping Hale on
with his coat and Verney assisting Mrs. Hale. Miss
Barton left them quickly, and came over to me and
held out her hand. As I took it she said:

“Do you know what I have been thinking as we
looked into the fire tonight? I have been thinking that
we two could have some wonderfully interesting times
together. What do you think, my friend? It has been
so nice to know you.”

Then, without another word, she turned to greet her
guests coming from the other room. I am afraid that
I stood open-mouthed, an attitude in which few men
are conscious of looking their best. Now, Old Fellow,
I ask you—what do you think of that?

As we left rather early, Reese remained behind, and
we four—the Hales, Verney and I—walked home to-
gether. They invited us to come in, but we declined
with thanks, and went on to his quarters, where we
smoked and talked for a while. I had an impulse to
draw him out about Miss Barton and Reese, but
thought better of it, and decided to watch for another
opportunity.

When I reached home the house was full of com-
pany, as it usually is on Sunday evening. I slipped
upstairs, hoping to find time for a little reading or
writing before I retired. I had just settled down to
work when I heard my name called from below, and,
on answering, was invited by Mrs. Rhodes to come
down to supper. Don’t you wish you had a landlady
like mine? I went to the head of the stairs, and
thanked her as nicely as I could, giving as an excuse
for declining that I had been out to tea. She said
something my being welcome anyway, if I wished to
come down. I thanked her again in a non-committal
fashion, and went back to my work.

In a few minutes I had become so absorbed in what

(Continued on page 143)
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LA FEMME SILHOUETTE

By EULALIA O. PROCTOR

When the Gods Arrive—

“My encyclopedia of life,” she laughed, holding the
magazine aloft that he might glimpse the title page.
It had the usual tritely risque frontisprece—a full-
mouthed, highly colored miss (a thousand pardons,
Madame, it might have been attractive you!) in the
barest of underthings, dimpled kneés crossed, with the
high-heeled slipper on the slender foot derisively tilted,
and the usual array of cosmetics and beauty aids on
the ivory tinted vanity table.

“Love Stories,” he read the title aloud. “So there’s
where you acquire your technique, little lady! Aren’t
you a bold voung thing to admit it?”

Camille (named Milly at birth) laughed again.
When one stopped to consider Camille, one recalled
she was mostly a creature of laughter, light bubbly
infectious laughter that drew forth an answering smile,
at least. Why? Considering further, Camille wasn’t
a creature of wit or humor—Camille wasn't satirically
clever—Camille wasn’t amusingly original—why that
was it! Camille is laughable simply because she was
so obviously—laughable!

He ran his fingers through the curling “bob,” sug-
gestively near, so as not to disappoint her. Camille
gave her cues nicely, so that the veriest dumbbell could
not fail to rise to the occasion. But while his fingers
strayed among the curls, his mind was considering
Camille farther. After all, considering Camille was
something novel—she wasn’t the short of girl one
would have a headache about, as a result of serious
consideration! True, she was attractive! Twenty
years, more or less, good looking after the fashion of
the frontispiece she had displayed (Come to think of
it, all those magazine cover ladies were like Camille,
or rather she was like them), from good stock, grad-
uated with authenticity (if not “Magna Cum Laude”),
from a reputable college, earning a fair salary in the
city schools—conversant with current topics and the
latest books (particularly Mrs, E. M. Hull’s), never a
white elephant at a dance (she had her own innnova-
tions for the popular steps which assured her sufficient
partners), Camille was spoken of as a “‘good catch”
by the Criterions, (as he had dubbed the clique of
matrons and unmaried ladies who bore the self imposd
task of sitting in judgment on all comers with admir-
able fortitude).

And to his the Criterions had assigned Camille forth-
with, when he had come to town, set up his blue prints
and catalogues and advertised his willingness to be a
landscape gardener! He had accepted her cues placidly
enough, going forth as a lamb to the slaughter up to
the moment chronicled above—but “Love Stories” as
an encyclopedia of life was a bit too much for him!
Hence this consideration of Camille! But he obedi-
ently made room for her in the chair beside him, that
he might better follow her scanning finger. He still
took cues, even though he was considering Camille,
it appeared.

She smiled wistfully, although there was a suspi-
cious brightness in her eyes. “When the Gods arrive,
the half gods go!” she said, under her breath and
turnd decisively away!

He had been back in the city three days now, caught
in the rush of new business which proved the success

of his three months’ supervision of the grounds of
“Clerco,” country estate of the city’s wealthiest resi-
dent. He had not seen Camille or even called her,
but he had not ceased considering her. He had con-

“tributed a gift to the holiday shower which had been

her good fortune. By now she must be fully aware
of it—or was she? After all, Camille was Camille!

The cab had reached the door of Camille’s parents’
home. He ran lightly up the steps and paused with
his hand on the bell to glance in the window. Yes,
Camille was Camille, for she lounged in the favorite
big chair—a vividly bordered magazine cover blazing
beneath the bridge lamp’s glow, as she read, lips parted,
eyes eagerly following her slender finger (Camille
would scan the lines so, until the end of the chapter!)
Disappointed, he would have turned back had not he
glimpsed the chief Criterion ascending the steps behind
him.

They entered the living room together. Camille
greeted him delightedly. The chief Criterion edged
in her greeting, as he echoed the bubbly laughter. (He
was glad to see her again, anyhow!)

“My dear! such radical reading! The way they
attack our most sacred social traditions—" it was the
chief Criterion speaking, as she accepted a cushioned
seat, her eyes on the magazine Camille had laid aside
as they entered the room. He followed her gaze to
the book trough beside the favorite chair. Camille’s
laughter still tinkled irresistably forth, but there was a
deeper, almost exultant, note to it.

“Your gift was charming—so new and different!”
and a slender hand was lightly idicative towards the
book trough!

Gone were the familiar volumes from their accus-
tomed place! “Flaming Youth” and “Born Rich” had
vanished—*“Love Stories” and “True Romance” were
out of sight! The only magazine in view was the one
Camille had laid aside to greet him.

Without waiting for the cue, he sought the old
place at Camille’s side, his hand hovering above her
head, then sinking sharply to his side as he glimpsed
the arresting frontispiece of the vividly bordered cover-
page! It was the third issue for the year of THE
MEessENGER—his gift to her had been a year’s sub-

‘scription !

“My encyclopedia of life!” she said again—but her
laughter retained that new and deeper vibration he had
sensed with her greeting!

“When the gods arrive—the half gods go!” he was
speaking to no one in particular, for his eyes were
unaccountably and reminiscently misty, but the chief
Criterion went—reluctantly let it be said, while unso-
licited his fingers found Camille’s curls! (At least so
the chief Criterion reported at the next sitting of her
“Set,”)

Miss Alice Brown

An assistant at the 135th Street Branch of the
New York Public Library since February 1, 1924,
has been appointed Vocational Guidance Director in
the public schools of New York City, with offices
at Public School 119. She was born in Plainfield,
New Jersey. She is a graduate of Plainfield High
School, New York University, and has studied at
the Columbia Summer School and the New School
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Science Versus Superstition

Score another victory for Science. The
eclipse of the sun came almost at the
moment predicted. What a difference
between that and the predictions of the
churchmen, not a single one of which
has ever come true. Still simple-minded
folk and even those with supposed in-
telligence keep believing their rigmarole
about Daniel and St. John and the end
of the world.

Not so long ago humamty would have
been grovelling on its knees as a few
of those belonging to the backwash of
civilization did in Californis, that para-
dise of freak faiths. Now, instructed by
Science, man welcomes the phenomon,
his fear transmuted into admiration,

And we would have been grovelling
vet if the William Jennings Bryans and
the John Roach Stratons and their
spiritual predecessors still had their way.
Get White's “Warfare Between Science
and Theology,” read it if you have not
already done so and you'll be amazed
at the tremendous fight Science had to
put up in order to bring about condi-
tions in which you are no longer afraid
at natural phenomena. Read how the
ones who wished to enlighten you were
burnt alive, and otherwise tortured; read
of the martyrdom of Bruno and Vanani;
of the persecution of Vesalius, one of
the first to dissect the human body; of
the recantation of Galileo, and be thank-
ful that the churchmen no longer rule.

In this book you will also note that
in spite of the terrific persecution and
amazing cruelty superstition has had to
beat a slow retreat all along the line as
darkness before advancing light. Attend-
ance on a woman in childbirth by a
physician, anaesthetics, dissection of the
human body and lightning rods were
among the things forbidden by the priest-
craft. Mankind is an cagle that would
soar in the blue of highest thought but
ignorance has been a chain binding it
to sordid earth for the benefit of the
powers that prey. No one, said John
Wesley, who doubted witchcraft could
believe in the Bible.

Mere Man Getting Merer

The ladies are demanding equal rights.
A proposed 20th amendment to the Con-
stitution reads:

“Men and women shall have equal
rights throughout the United States and
cvery place subject to its jurisdiction.”

What do you mean equal rights?
Women are in the barber’s chair. The
barber shop has become a bobber shop.
Just as the Negro is trying to get rid
of his pigment, sign of his servitude, the
ladies are ridding themselves of their
locks one of the marks of theirs. The
Greek soldier cut off his beard, because
it was easy for his enemy in battle to
get a hold on it in a close fight, and
the ladies are trimming their locks pre-
liminary to putting up the stiffest battle
for .thcir rights since the days of Hor-
tensia.

And vet there'is nothing that the men
ought to be willing so quickly to give
them. Equal rights mean equality of
disabilities too. Women now have priv-
ilege.  Men take them out, pay their

THE CRITIC

By J. A. ROGERS

carfare, take them to theatres and resta-
rants, paying their bill every step of the
way just as if they were children.

In this day of exorbitant cost men
ought to jump for the passing and en-
forcement of that amendment,

We fancy, however, that the strongest
opponents of the bill will be the women
themselves.

Fancy tipping your hat to a woman
judge or congressman or president and
taking her candy! That's really a case
of eating your cake and having it, too.
Mere man is becoming merely the in-
strument of fertilization the feminists
declare he is.

Theodore Roosevelt, the Radical

Somehow 1 have never been one of
those who were magnetized by the per-
sonality of the late Theodore Roosevelt.
I had always imagined him as a whirl-
wind of noise, drowning the thinking
faculties of the American people and
arousing their admiration by sheer
bluster, just as one is carried away by
anything great as a volcano, a fire, flood,
tornado, a Napoleon, a great rogue or
anything else sheerly big. But I have
begun to see that there is another side
to Roosevelt and that he carried on in
this spectacular manner because he knew
his people only too well

In spite of the assertions of superiority
and the legacy of ten thousand years of
civilization Theodore knew that for
cvery one of his people who preferred
the soft harmony of a violin a hundred
thousand preferred the booming of a
bass drum; that for everyone who would
admire a painting by Inness, half a
million preferred loud-popping fire-
crackers: that for everyone who would
go to hear a DePachmann caress a piano,
almost a million would pay five times
as much to see a Dempsey maul the
face of another. Roosevelt knew this
and acted accordingly, at least that is
what the reading of his letters to Sen-
ator Lodge has revealed to me.

His bluster was the stage play, the
paraphernalia, the American people de-
manded. Underneath was the soul of
one who was a radical in politics, one
who would have done something really
great for this nation and have cleaned
out the big crooks for some time to
come, if only he could have been able
to lay hold on more power.

* * *

“Kings and such like,” said Roosevelt,
“are just as funny as American poli-
ticians.”

Yes, Theodore, but not half so funny
as the boobs who keep them in power
and are eager to brain you the moment
you say anything against either.

And what has the booboisie had in
return for the blood and treasure it
spends in keeping politicians and kings
in power? This, that the cobwebs in
its brain won't be disturbed, that it
will be permitted to jog along in the
same lazy rut. Verily, laziness is man-
kind's greatest affliction.

Political Corruption

For the 100 per cent Americans and
those voters who work themselves up

into a_frenzy of enthusiasm and par-
tisanship at election time this letter ought
to prove of interest: .

The White House, Washington
October 8, 1906.
Dear Casor:

I have been more shocked than I can
say by the attitude of some of the cor-
poration men within the last two or
three weeks.

Last week Jim Sherman called upon
E. H. Harriman to ask for a contribu-
tion. Harriman declined flatly to give
anything. He said he had no interest
in the Republican Party and that in view
of my action toward the corporations
he preferred the other side to win. Sher-
man told him that the other side was
infinitely more hostile to corporations
than we were; that all we were doing
was to be perfectly honest with them,
decline to give them improper favors,
and so on, and that Harriman would
have to fear, as other capitalists would
have to fear, the other side more than
us.

To this Harriman answered that he
was not in the least afraid, that when-
ever it was necessary he could buy a
sufficient number of Senators and Con-

ressmen or State legislators to protect

is interests, and when necessary he
could buy the Judiciary. These were his
exact words. He did not say this under
any injunction of secrecy to Sherman,
and showed a perfectly cynical spirit of
defiance throughout, his tone being that he
greatly preferred to have in demagogues
rather than honest men who treated him
fairly, because when he nezded he could
purchase favors from the former.

At the same time the Standard Oil
people informed Penrose that they in-
tend to support the Democratic party
unless I call a halt in the suits begun
against the Standard Oil people, notably
a suit which Moody is inclined to recom-
mend, and they gave the same reason
as Harriman, namely, that rather than
have an administration such as the pres-
ent, they would prefer to have an ad-
ministration of Bryans or Hearsts.—Ncw
York Sunday American,

The Bait of Race Kinship

When Roosevelt first broached peace
to the Russians in their war with Japan
he met Count Cassini, the Russian Am-
bassador and this was just what hap-
pened as told by Roosevelt:

“I then saw Cassini and Cassini
answered by his usual rigamarole, to the
effect that Russia was fighting the bat-
tles of the white race (to which I re-
sponded by asking him why in that case
she had treated the other members of
the white race even worse than she had
treated Japan.”

* x »

The same thing applies right here at
home. The very ones who shout for
white domination are, just as eager to
deny the rights of the weaker members
of their own group. The weaker whites
are compelled to form labor unions and
force the stronger ones to give them any-
thing approaching a square deal.

When none of the weaker races are

(Continucd on page 142)
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BOBBED HAIR

By CHANDLER OWEN

\Why do women bob their hair? Does it make them
more beautiful? Is it more convenient? More hy-
gienic and sanitary? Less expensive? More attrac-
tive to men? Or what?

Probably original history of bobbing hair reveals
about what might be termed, for the want of a better
word, the Greenwich Village and the radical women.
They were not seeking aesthetic effects, convenience,
hygiene or economy—but merely difference. For a
long while it was considered a mark of radicalism for
a woman to bob her hair, to wear sandals and to
smoke. Here the feminine iconoclasts were at work
trying to go against the established order for no reason
other than revolting against the status quo.

\We have no prejudices whatever against spontaneous
variation whether in the biological or in the social
world. If a thing is useful and desirable, it ought to
be inaugurated; if not, wisdom would dictate rejecting
it.  When a practice assumes such a widespread role
one should examine it very painstakingly before con-
demning it. This in spite of the fact that the majority
is usually wrong, for there is some modicum of truth
and utility in anything so generally received. Let us.
therefore, return to the questions asked at the begin-
ning.

First, does bobbed hair make women more beautiful ?
Here is a very pertinent question, since women spare
no pains to adopt anything calculated to improve their
looks. Moreover, there i1s some queer quirk of the
cranium which impels, almost overnight, millions of
women to adopt a reverse hair style from one in which
they have been making the third largest expenditure
in the United States—hair growing. Three or four
Negro firms like the C. J. Walker, Poro, Overton,
Lee and a half dozen white firms, have made millions
on the strength of the mere claim they could grow
hair. All the while it has been possible to make com:
parisons between long hair and bobbed hair, since
the great majority of people’s hair was already bobbed
by nature. In fact, length of hair took precedence to
quality, since it was possible to improve the quality
but impossible to increase the quantity. So long hair
was universally regarded as more beautiful—a con-
summation devoutly to be wished.

Sometimes, however, convenience or utility will take
precedence to pulchritude. So we shall inquire whether
bobbed hair is more convenient. It is probably more
easily combed, but the time spent in the barber’s chair
for constant recutting, shaving the neck and shaping
will easily outdistance the time required for dressing
the hair. Especially true is this of people who have
long hair, since there is something impressive about
the very quantity which enables them to wind and twist
it to advantage in almost any way.

Is bobbed hair more hygienic and sanitary? The
less hair one has the less he has to keep clean. But
if the question of laziness is permitted to run riot one
might reduce the human race to lilliputians in order
to have less body to bathe; diminish the teeth to one
fourth their size to have less to brush; make the eyes
the .size of a sparrow’s (birds can see quicker and
farther than men) in order to have less eye to wash, or
decrease the ears to the size of a crow’s to have less
ear to swab. Moreover, the washing of a woman’s
hair is not what takes so much time, but the drying.

Still one half of it will dry as quickly as all, just as
a dozen handkerchiefs will dry as quickly as one. The
person who cannot grasp this elementary logic is on
all fours with the three Irishmen who were thirty
miles from town when the evening shadows were fall-
ing. Pat said, “Well, we've got thirty miles to go.”
Mike replied, “That isn’t so bad—just ten miles
apiece.”

Is bobbed hair less expensive? The answer to this
would seem to require answering some other questions,
namely. do hair dressers charge less for washing a
bobbed head than a long one? Does long hair have to
be attended to more {requently? And, third, what
about the cost of constant bobbing, reshaping, marcel-
ling. waving, straightening?  The answer to these
questions would seem to be that a woman with bobbed
hair has all the expense of one with long hair plus that
additional expense which comes around with rhythmic
regularity—the reshaping, cutting and trimming.

Is bobbed hair more attractive to men? This ques-
tion could hardly be ignored, since the great bag of
feminine tricks from the making of fine underwear to
the creation of fur coats constantly at least gives large
consideration to, How will the men like it? Just as
mien are no little concerned about how their creations
please the feminine taste. There are some very com-
prehensive answers to be made on the relation of the
eternal masculine to the persistent feminine. In the
Universities of California, Columbia, and Chicago,
where the men students took a vote on the most beau-
tiful girl, the model selected each time and in each
place was the girl with flowing locks and long. Again,
1 have never seen a man who really liked bobbed hair.
They tolerate it—another evidence of the reviving gy-
necocracy—the period of female rule or power. Nor
is it strange that men don’t like bobbed hair. Sex
relations proceed from the principle that unlike poles
attract. Men like dresses on women better than knick-
erbockers. They prefer the night gown to pajamas;
the petite shoes to the broad ; and the gentle hat to the
derby or plug. Reverse the order. How many women
would like to see the man they admire with a dress
on, in a night gown or with long hair? No sane one.
And the reason is that deep philosophic, physical and
biological principle that “like poles repel and unlike
poles attract.” Again, the kind of clothing adapted
to each sex was so adapted largely for purposes of dis-
crimination. It is true, however, as Lester Ward points
out, that men having the power imposed on women
the less utilitarian dress. For instance, trousers are
much more hygienic and convenient than dresses and
skirts. Skirts hanging from the waist were a strain
on the pelvic organs and have given rise to many of the
ailments of women. Part of this female revolt then,
is directed against a species of masculine tyranny (revo-
lutions usually produce excesses), but like most revolts
proceeds beyond the necessary limits.  Since then
bobbed hair is not so beautiful as long tresses, is no
more convenient, hygienic and sanitary, but more ex-
pensive and less attractive to men—why do women
insist on having it? What is this Prometheus Bound
which disregards the call of money and the call of
man ; which kicks overboard without reserve or pity
both economic and biological considerations? The
explanation is two-fold. Man has hecome the slave
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Freight and Colored,” but is freely used by the whites;
office buildings where so many offices have colored maids
and office girls. Shade of the “Fawn of Pascagoula!”
Naomi gives up her job in the old Penny Bank Building
to work for a white doctor. Ruth is maid in a white
lawyer’s office and is the best dressed girl who struts
down Eighteenth Street. Rebecca used to work in the
twenty-three story building, but she doesn’t have to work
now! And all these are six and eight dollar a week
jobs. The extra money . . . !

Just open your eyes and see. Don’t try and think.
Come along! In the street below there is a long parade
in progress; it is certain to go around to Eighteenth
Street and Fourth Avenue where the Negro barber shops,
white-owned movie houses and Gireeek cafes for colored
are doing a rushing business. Notice there is a motor-
cycle squad from the police department leading the parade,
followed by an electrical fiery cross. Three hundred auto-
mobiles are in line; traffic blocked, yellow street cars at
a standstill, pedestrians silently watching from the curb-
ing. The American flag passes, and then a sign the
length of a limousine reading “For White Supremacy.”

Don’t think yvet! A metallic alarm is in the air; it
comes nearer and nearer, down the street that crosses
the parade. There is confusion amid the watching crowd
on the corner, hut the parade goes solemnly on. The
clanging alarm again, now growing dimmer and dimmer
in its retreating terror. The fire department must get to
the fire by another route—nothing must hreak the solemn
parade! Come! There is a hillboard that says Ringling’s
circus will parade these same streets next week, hut there
will not be so many clowns!

VI

All is not bad. There is too much human nature in Bir-
mingham to he without redeeming qualities. The matter
with Birmingham is that it is so voung, so engaged in
making money and growing bigger that it has not come
to its thoughtful age. Take this piece of forewarning
from one of its clear-visioned Anglo-Saxon citizens.

“I heard a public man recently argue with fine ora-
torical effect that God has climaxes cverywhere: A climax
in heaven, for the sun is king: a climax among the birds,

. for the eagle is king; a climax among animals, for the
lion is king; and a climax among the peoples of the
earth, for the Anglo-Saxon is king.

As that stands alone there is a false note in it. The
Anglo-Saxon is certainly at this time upon the throne,
but it is a shallow and thoughtless man who would make
it an occasion for hoasting.

The old Roman in his day said exactly the thing that
we are prone to say now. But he forgot the processes
and the purposes of his upliftment, and today is one with
“Nineveh and Tyre.”

Verily pride goeth hefore a fall and an haughty spirit
before destruction. Germany erased the word service
from her character and she “fell as Lucifer fell.”

*Still stands thine ancient sacrifice,
A broken and a contrite heart.”

If we can occupy our kingly place in that spirit, then
all hell shall not prevail against us. If not, we, too, must
take our place in the sad procession of the nations that
are lost!”

And this from a white pulpit shortly after Birmingham
came near as a feather’s edge staging a Saturday night
race riot that would have made Atlanta, Chicago and
Tulsa mere pikers. Negroes around Birmingham use
dynamite daily in the mines. On that particular night onc
ordinary fellow walked down Twentieth Street with a
suit case of it!

Some day ruddy young Birmingham, capstone of Ala-
ama, will emerge, like Miriam, from the Red Sea of
her struggles and a new era will begin. Some day! And
as Birmingham emerges, Alabama will emerge.

Down there, whenever the band strikes up *“Dixie”

there always follows the outbursts from the depths of
rebel breasts a resounding “"ALABAMA™ that challenges
the welkin. Alabama! Alabama! ‘Tis a resonant and
mouthful American word. It always heads the list,
whether with “twenty-four for Underwood” or in the
category of States. And in the dictionary there is close
by a nefarious and nefandous relative, a fearful word,
a Frankenstien destroyer of reason, and that word is—
Amalgamation!

So endeth this ramble through a State that deserves
to its ownself a better way in life. Alabama'! Here
we rest!

Editorials
(Continued from page 125

Most of them were already
multi-millionaire businesses.  In many instances they
combined to form billion dollar businesses.  Recemly
a group of Dbakeries in Chicago combined in a
$600,000,000 trust. The Federal Trade Commission
alone has prevented the combination of the "big five”
packing industry, including Armour, Cudahy, Wilson,
Morris and Swift.  Several million dollar steel com-
panies formed a group to compete with the United
States Steel Company. The same thing happened in
the automobile world when several companies com-
bined to compete with Ford and Ford himself took
over the Lincoln, stll further extending his own com-
bination.  This is simply the modern trend toward
trustifving everything. It saves duplication and les-
sens the cost of production,

Negroes will soon have to do the same thing,  Ere
long all these Dittle insurance companies will have to
combine into about two, and not more than three. The
National Benefit Life Insurance Company and  the
North Carolina Mutual will probably have to lead the
way. It is the only chance of mecting white competi-
tion. No in spite of the reluctance to give up fat herths
as president, seeretary, treasurer, cte., the stockholders
of these companies must insist upon such procedure
in interest of the larger good.

larger  combinations,

Don't
(Continucd from page 127)

Mary gave the sign to the musicians and the floor was
again quickly filled with dancers. The excitement of the
moment hefore was apparently forgotten. Suse was
drowning her thoughts in a glass of beer; Jim was now
wide awake and ordering another drink of whiskey; Sandy
had made his way to the table where Jim was sitting and,
calling to the waitress who, taking the latter’s order,
shouted, “Make it two.”

Suse has espied the two men but the “"Queen™ had
given her a warning look which held her slow to make
an approach in their direction. A fracas on the other
side of the room called her majesty from her watchpost
and that fact gave Suse her chance to get to the table
where the men were seated. Slipping smoothly and
swiftly through the maze of dancers she reached their
table just as the waitress had brought them their orders
of whiskey.

Sliding into the empty seat nearest to Sandy she said
to the waitress, “Bring me er small po'tion of de same.”

Sandy stammered, “Hello, Suse, how ver hin?”

Suse, leaning over close to him and at the same time
slipping her shapely, dark arms about his shoulders ex-
claimed, with a sneer on her upturned lips, “What's de
mattah wid yer friend ternight, bin drinkin' too much?”

Jim leaped to his feet with the quickness and supple-
ness of a panther and, springing to the side of Suse,
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gripped her by the throat and threw her violently to the
Hoor. He quickly sprung on the cringing form of Sandy,
clutching his now thoroughly frightened partner by the
throat with the left hand while flashing in the other was
the sinister glittering of a long bladed knife.

Suse, rising half way from the floor saw the flash and
screamed out, “Don’t, Jim, Sandy ain’t nothin’ ter me!”

The cry came too late. The cruel blade had found
Sandy’s heart and in the hush that followed the awful
moment, Jim vanished through the door and was lost in
the night.

The Standard Life
(Continued from page 122)

combining to the ultimate profit of both parties, or in any
other attempts to reach the goal by ways contrary to estab-
lished experience. We have a common interest. Its
ends are achievable and the means are plain to see. We
cannot afford to divide our resources, I repeat, and, for-
tunately, there is no need for us to do so. We are
rapidly approaching, if we have not already reached. the
point where we can get as much, if not more, in exchange
for our material or spiritual tokens from our own insti-
tutions as from the longer-established white competitors
of them.

Let us take the field of insurance, as the field in which
my own experience has lain, to develop this point.

No Negro seeking to protect his family and himself
against the numerous mischances and ills of life, and the
certain eventuality of death need go outside his own Race
for the means. Insurance companies founded by and
for Negroes, owned by legions of Negro stockholders
sharing in the profits of operation and thereby kecping
that profit as an asset of the Race, offer him every whit
as substantial protection and variety of service as their
competitors outside the Race. True, none of them as
yet rank in financial resources with the Titans of modern
business which have arisen in this field of activity among
our white brethren. But they have no occasion to even
consider such rivalry. The five or six large Negro-
operated companies which come naturally to mind have
resources more than adequate for their scope of opera-
tions and are rapidly adding to these resources. For
purposes of illustration, I may be allowed to cite the
company with which I am associated.

Founded by S. W. Rutherford twenty-six years ago
with an initial capital of $2,000, The National Bencfit
Life Insurance Company is still operated by the original
management. But the $2.000 of original capital has
grown to $250,000, with an additional $256,000 deposited
for the protection of policyholders. Today the company
has approximately $38,000.000 insurance in force, with
88 branch offices in 26 states and over 1,300 employees,
all Negroes. From the highest executive to the newest
messenger, the company is staffed by Negroes. Its stock
is held by Negroes, largely in small lots, all over the
country, and its profits of operation are consequently
part of the economic resources of the Race.

There is just occasion for pride in this solid achieve-

ment. I do not mean pride in the narrow, individual
sense. It is a thing which goes above and beyond the
individual. It is pride in the Racial sense. Race con-

sciousness, race solidarity, have made this growth possible.

The seeds of this success were sown only twenty-six short
yvears ago, and the progress from that tiny beginning o
the manifold bhusiness of today. is the strongest possible
proof of the vast potentialities within the grasp of the
Race. Ii this much has been accomplished under the
stress of conditions which, until very lately. have
hampered every Negro enterprise which fell in any way
under white supervision (and the nature of the insurance
business, its fiduciary character, its strict control under
the laws of each state in which it does business, hrought
it constantly under inspection) then what may not be
achieved under the greatly improved conditions of today
when we have largely won the confidence and the good
will of the majority of the right thinking among our
white associates, it as a Race, we work together to a
common end?

Each of us, within the purview of our individual activi-
ties and lives, can further the cause. We can further it
by giving our business to Negro institutions and enter-
prises. The larger and stronger Negro institutions can
help their weaker confreres. My own company, again
to employ an illustration from my individual experience.
makes it a policy to work with and support its sister
institutions whenever and whercver it consistently can.
This co-operation takes many forms. What, in the lingo
of the insurance othce, is called re-insurance is one.
Younger companies, working for a foothold, frequently
need this sort of assistance. There is the Universal Liie
Insurance Company of Memphis, Tenn., for example.
The Universal Life is a young hut cxceedingly up and
coming organization. They often run across the oppor-
tunity to write large policies, and sometimes the sum
involved is in excess of the risk which it is safe and
proper for them to assume in addition to their outstanding
obligations at the time. We then underwrite this excess,
thereby enabling them to handle the balance safely and
thus salvage business they might otherwise have to de-
cline. Among fraternal orders, there is the Independent
and Royal Order of David, of Morgantown, W. Va.. for
whom we do a good deal of this sort of thing, and it
all helps to knit the fabric of racial cconomic inde-
pendence more closely.

Let us drive the main point home to ourselves. We
possess within our own racial limits all the means of
life: spiritual, mental, physical or mechanical. Our com-
mon interests can not only be served within our racial
communion but they can be better served therein,

Why then, in the name of progress and common-sense.
should any of us forge new weapons for our hu.iness
competitors outside the Race to use against us? Cer-
tainly none of us would thus defeat our own aims and
purposes did we know clearly what we were doing.

And so, T repeat, let us continue to heware of the Greek
bearing gifts! Just as specious arguments will he u~ed
to camouflage this latest issue of the “merger™ of Stand-
ard Life with a white company and to persuade Negro
dollars to drop into white pockethooks, so will the fight
be fought all along the line.

We cannot with our present facilities reach every Negro
with the facts, and the comment therecon which will make
those facts intelligible. We can, however, keep the light
burning on high until all must eventually sce it.

Race solidarity, Racc loyalty, Race consciousness. call

it what you will, is at once a buckler and a rweapon. et
us ncver forget that.

The Critic
(Continued from page 138)

around these stronger whites expend
their bile and viciousness on the weaker -
members of their own race as in Ireland

men in America who, as was said, are
compelled to form labor unions still con-
tinue to fall for the empty flattery and
bunk about race superiority.

When Darius the Great ruled the
world cast of the Golden Horn, Persian
socicty of the humblest kind would have
been just as scandalized at the marriage
of one of Miss Humes' skin-clad, can-
nibal ancestors to one of its members.

and Russia, indeed, European history
teems with it. Hence, as in the above
quoted passage Roosevelt saw that the
race argument was brought in as a bait
much as Germany used it with the United
States after the war. White working

Whatever Goes Up Will Come Down

“Margaret Hume, daughter of the
Washington, D. C, aristocracy, has
eloped with Abdullah Entezam, Persian
legation secretary, and society is shocked.”
—News Item.

Then the whites were fit only as con-
cubines. Later when Alexander the
Great conquered Darius and annexed his
kingdom, Alexander, as Herodotus says,
attempted to fuse the two empires by
marrying off many of his leaders and






144 THE

MESSENGER

ing necessary, and 1 prepared myself accordingly.
Then 1 was ushered into the dining room, and found
quite a company gathered about the table. A trifle
self-conscious, I was led to the head of the table, where
sat the loveliest brown girl it has ever been my privi-
lege to meet. Shut your eyes for a moment to the ugli-
ness of the everyday world about you, and construct
in your mind’s eyve a girl of medium height, with a
figure which would make the Venus de Milo hunt a
new corsetier, the most wonderful rosy velvety brown
complexion, and a pair of flashing black eves. Use
your imagination a moment longer, and picture her at-
tired in a costume which is the last word in simple
good taste and elegance. 1 am aware that this para-
graph might be blue-pencilled for excessive use of
superlatives, but I refuse to remove a single one!

You can, of course, imagine my slight confusion
when Caroline put her arm around the girl’s neck, and
said, in a voice in which she could not quite control
the note of mischief triumphant:

“Tommie, let me present Mr. Carr.
is my dearest friend, Miss Dawson.”

Then the saucy baggage looked straight into my face,
and exploded in a perfect gale of laughter, somewhat
to the mystihcation of everyone present, including Miss
Dawson, who blushed a deep red and offered me her
hand. Mrs. Rhodes, poor woman, who is being scan-
dalized continually by Caroline, looked from onc to the
other of us with a sort of helpless bewilderment, but
Genevieve, who always has the right word ready, said
very swectly :

“We should all enjoy a good laugh, Carrie.
be selfish.”

But Caroline only laughed the more, and finally had
a mild fit of hysterics, and had to be slapped on the
back and given cold water. After a few lively minutes,
order was restored, and then Genevieve returned to her
request, this time pointing it my way.

“Please, Mr. Carr, we are dying of curiosity. Won’t
you tell us the joke?” ,

I looked at Caroline, and she laughingly nodded
acquiescence. I turned to Miss Dawson and bowed
slightly, and then I answered Genevieve.

“Caroline,” said I, “made me promise very solemnly
that I should be nice to Miss Dawson, even if she was
very homely.”

The spontaneous and hearty laugh which followed
was a perfect tribute to the lady’s beauty. The rest of
the evening was pleasant enough, I must say. Caro-
line made me sit next to Miss Dawson, and the ice be-
ing so completely broken by the former’s prank, we
were soon fast friends. Another item or two, Old Pal
—she has a nice voice, a well-furnished mind, and,
judging from her countenance, she has character. A
paragon, you will exclaim. I am not quite sure as yet,
but thus far I have been able to check every require-
ment. Caroline and I took her home, and we had a
lively time. Miss Dawson is quieter than Caroline,
and seems to have more control over that rather wilful
voung person than does anyone else. I turned in when
I got back, and slept the sleep of good digestion and a
clear conscience.

Mr. Carr, this

Don’t

I had just finished writing the above lines when the
folks came in from the theater, and it was not long be-
fore I heard Caroline’s little slippers tripping up the
stairs. This time she had a handful of macaroons,
which she was munching with every sign of enjoyment.
She sat calmly on the arm of my chair and fed me
macaroons in the most nonchalant way in the world.

It is a fact that her “pervasiveness” ofttimes irritates.
me, and she frequently interrupts me when it is dis-
agreeable to be interrupted. Then, too, I somewhat
resent her perfectly assured manner, as of one who
either has no doubt of her welcome, or is quite in-
different to what ] may think or feel. And yet, I
guess I should not be absolutely ingenuous if I tried
to make you believe that her presence is always un-
pleasant or tiresome.

“I saw Tommie tonight,” she said, among other
things. “She likes you, but 1 warned her against vou.
In spite of that she sent you her love. I told her that
I should not deliver it, but, as you see, I have. Take
it for what it is worth.”

“1 feel honored to be in Miss Dawson’s thoughts at
all,” T said, “but, tell me, is the love of an up-to-date,
modern girl worth having? Or, if worth having, is
there any way in which to be sure of it?”

“Now you’re too deep for me, Old Grouchy.”

And with this answer Caroline bade me good night,
and ran down to her own room, whence I could hear
Genevieve's voice raised in tones of expostulation and
reproof.

I have not seen Jeffreys for several days, in fact,
but once since the night of the dance. From something
Mrs. Rhodes said I think he is in Daltimore. Person-
ally, I should like it better if he were not in this house.
But, after all, I suspect that is a selfish desire. Though
I express it, I am duly ashamed of it,

This is a dreadfully long letter, and, as I look it
over, seems rather full of Caroline, perhaps too much
so to he interesting to you. If vou knew the voung
lady herself you would realize how hard it is to con-
trol her, in letters or anywhere clse. I am going to a
rather nice dance this week Friday. The Merry Co-
terie 1s giving a “dove’” party, but inviting the men
folks to come late to dance and eat. It sounds promis-
ing, for it's a lively bunch, and I expect to meet a good
many people 1 have been wanting to know.

Je good to yourself. I am glad the people up that
way are beginning to appreciate you. It’s a true say-
ing, Buddie, that “you can’t keep a good man down”!
So long, until next time! Davy.

Sunday A.M., Oct. 29, 192z,

I am happy to note that you survived my last letter.
You must be a glutton for punishment to come back for
more. While I am not sure I agree with your “diagnosis”
concerning my friends, and especially your estimate of
Miss Barton, still I am glad that 1 have succeeded in
making you see them somewhat vividly, even if a trifle
out of focus. I don’'t remember all that I wrote about
Miss Barton, and, though I admit that one or two of
my experiences with her might suggest the flirt, vou would
have to see her for yourself to get a total eftect which
would be reasonably just.

So you like Caroline best? I guess that's because I
have written more about her, and I have written more
because she is always around, and because she has a
rather aggressive—I was about to say “obstrusive”’—per-
sonality. But, my dearest friend, if you should-at any
one time see Caroline, and Lillian Barton, and Mary
Hale, and Tommie Dawson—not to mention Genevieve
and a half dozen others I have met—I'll wager you would
have a brainstorm such as you have never experienced.
I should give quite a tidy sum to see you in such a pickle.

Last Tuesday 1 spent the early part of the evening
with Don Verney, and I tried to get his ideas regarding
the present phase of our social life in cities like Washing-
ton and New York. His views are certainly interesting,
though I am not quite prepared to say that I agree with
him completely.

According to Don, we are suffering—and especially
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those of us who call ourselves the “best people”—with a
dreadful -inferiority complex, to use the phrase of the
celebrated Dr. Freud. We imitate the white American in
everything, except the few points in which he really ex-
cells. Indeed, we have a gift for picking the wrong things
ito imitate. For example, we (our so-called “best people,”
I mean) have run wild on lavish spending and frivolous
pleasures, in the modern American fashion, but we have
not learned the art of hard work which underlies these
things in the typically American life. Socially we are
beginning to imitate the rather “sporty” classes of Amer-
‘icans, such as infest the ordinary summer resorts and are
-obtrusively present in all places of public entertainment,
under the erroneous impression that these people are typi-
cal Americans, whereas in fact they are only the para-
sites who live on the great body of the American social
‘.organism. They spend from their superfluity, which has
heen piled up often through the efforts of generations of
toilers, of which this present generation is but the last
hitter dregs. Our women spend as much for a gown as
a white woman with many times as great resources, and
‘the wives of men with limited salaries feel constrained to
make the conspicuous display which, in the case of white
Americans, would be made only by the wives of the very
rich or by irresponsible women of the underworld, who
live but for the hour. Pretty dresses are all very well,
and most of us realize their aesthetic and social value,
but no middle class group seems to be justified in any
great amount of displuy for its own sake, and quite apart
from real needs. For example, during the festivities at-
tendant upon the last inauguration, when there were many
elaborate functions given within the space of a few days,
-one local lady wore five diffcrent costumes, each one ex-
pensive, to five successive dress affairs, and yet her hus-
hand is a man living on a salary, which, to a white Amer-
ican of the business world, would be moderate indeed.
We have the lavishness of Jews, without their acquisitive
ability, and the love of pleasure of the tropical races,
while trying to compete with the hardest-headed and most
energetic people in the world, the Yankee Anglo-Saxon.
Since the law does not permit Sunday dances, one hall
on You Street advertises dances to hegin at midnight
Sunday. and last until dawn on Monday, as if an eighteen-
hour day is not long enough to satisfy our lust for
pleasure. In no similar middle-class community among
anv other race in the world could such performances be
made to pay, but the midnight show is a regular institu-
tion in colored Washington and New York.

As we talked, I noted Shands’ Whitc and Black lying on
the table. I opened it at the passage in which the author
makes one of his characters, an educated colored preacher,
rebuke his brethren for wanting to be white, and for
wanting only the fairest mulatto or quadroon women for
wives.

“What do you think of that statement?” I asked, hand-
ing him the open book.

“I guess it’s true of too many men in Washington as
well as in Texas. There are circles here in which one
rarely sees a woman of brown complexion, and the men
choose the women, you know. Of course, the reasons and
motives hack of such a selection are complex. It isn't
mere color prejudice in probably most of the cases, though
it is in some, no doubt. In a country with such a hellish
system of discrimination, not only in social life, but in
employment, in places of public entertainment and serv-
ice. on railways, ships, in schools, in stores, in courts of
law, in army and navy—in every possible relation of life,
in fact—the poscihility of approximation to the white type
‘becomes a very practical ideal. Who can blame a man
if he wants his children to he as nearly white in appear-
ance as< possible, or, at any rate, perhaps more nearly
white than he is himself?”

“From a practical viewpoint, certainly no one!” I said.
“But what of those who. while living sociallv as colored
people. in their desire to be treated as white in public
places. “cut” their too palpably colored friends? Do you
uphold them?”

“No, T don’t!” he answered. “But if I don't uphold
them. and if T could not find it in my heart to imitate

them, I at least understand. Some of these people are
holding government jobs which they would lose if they
were known to be colored, so they have to protect them-
selves. They are, therefore, white downtown and colored
uptown, which is a most regrettable situation, whatever
the extenuating circumstances. But it is not only those
who are dependent on their apparent whiteness for their
chance to make a living, who do this sort of dodging.
There are those who do it merely because they want to
he able to pass as white in restaurants, theatres and stores.
Their reason is not quite so good, but, after all, they
would say, and with some justice, that it is a reason.
There is no doubt that, especially in the upper strata of
society, and particularly among the women, a very fair
skin is regarded as a distinct and undisputable evidence of
superiority. Just as the Germans tried—and almost suc-
ceeded—in making the French believe that they were a
degenerate people, so has white America for the moment
succeeded in making some of us feel our inferiority, even
though we refuse to admit it. Yes, we have—many of
us—a distinct inferiority complex!”

“What would you say should be the attitude of those
fair enough to “pass”? Should they never go anywhere
where their whiteness will procure them better treatment
than would he accorded them if they were known to be
colored?”

“No. I should not take such an extreme position. If
that were the case, there would be very few places left
for us in Washington. My rule is not so far to seek,
after all. I go where I please, when the motion strikes
me. and in all places where one must pay for what one
gets, I accept gladly the best treatment my appearance
procures for me. But if by chance any friend or acquain-
tance comes in whose color clearly indicates his race
connection, I make it a point of honor to treat him just
as cordially as our previous intimacy would warrant.”

When you think it over, that’s a pretty good rule. Many
more things Don said, and many were the illustrations
he gave, but I shall not overload this one letter with them.
Too much solid food in one meal is a bad thing.

®* ¥ %X

I believe I said in my last that T had not seen Jeffreys
for several days. Well, he turned up the other evening,
a trifle haggard. perhaps, but more dapper and prosper-
ous-looking than ever. As Caroline would say, if it's a
question of mere clothes, he surely is “the class™! [ was
in the lower hall talking to Mrs. Rhodes and Caroline
when he dropped out of a taxi in front of the door. To
the questions as to where he had been, he gave serene
and untroubled responses.

“To tell the exact truth,” he said, with his widest smile.
“I have been to my tailor in Philadelphia. I was getting
positively shabby, you know.”

If that were the case, he surely brought home clothes
enough. He had on a new fur-lined overcoat whose cost
would dress an ordinary young fellow for a whole year.
and then some, and a diamond ring such as only a cham-
pion pugilist or a circus-owner might wear. It was easily
worth the price of an ordinary automobile. I have noticed
before that Jeffreys is very much given to wearing ex-
pensive jewelry, especially rings, of which he seems to
have a great variety.

Well, he laughed and joked for a few minutes, fished
from his bag a five-pound hox of Huyler’s most expensive
candy for Caroline, and ran upstairs, where he spent the
time bhefore dinner getting straight. I happened to be
looking at Caroline as she followed him with her eyes—
a steady. half-puzzled, reflective look. She caught me
watching her, and blushed, I thought, just a trifle.

Caroline, as I said, is taking evening work at the Uni-
versity in order to make up some needed credits on her
college record. She goes to classes every evening bhut
Saturdav, all of which does not prevent her from having
company after 8:30 or 9:00 several nights a week. Very
often she comes in with some young chap who has hrought
her home in his car. She is indeed a popular young lady.
But I should hate to have a sister of mine pawed over
as she is by these modern youngsters. T heard one of the
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older men refer to them as cubs, and indeed it's a good
name, when one sees them maul the girls around. The
whole arrangement vetween girls and fellows seems to
have changed since I came up in a little provincial South-
ern city. The girls do all the leading, a good deal of the
inviting, and more than their share of the wooing, and
the boys seem to expect it. When you speak to them, they
laugh and say, “On, well, this is 1922!” That answer
seems to fit almost any situation. While Caroline seems
rather independent in most ways, she does let the fellows
maul her about too much. I never like to see it. I am
not used to it. In my early days a fellow who tried
it would get called down pretty fast and pretty hard.

Carol:ne is taking French and history in her classes,
and she often as.s my help on some point or other. In
fact, she has the habit of coming up to my room to study
or write when | am out in the evening, for, if she is in
her room on the tioor below, she is more likely to be dis-
turbed. On the night ot Jeffreys’ arrival she came up
about nine o’clock, having sent away her escort as soon
as she reached home.

*I didn't know you were in,” she said. “Would I
bother you if I curled up here to study? Genevieve has
two or three teacher friends downstairs, and, if I am in
sight, I can have no peace.”

I was busy writing, but I assured her that she was
welcome. Before settling herself down, she looked in-
quiringly at Jeffreys’ door.

*Did he look as if he were going out for the evening?”
she asked.

When I assured her he did, she stretched out with her
hook under the wall-electric as if relieved, and said no
more for some time. After a long while she came over
and sat on the arm of my chair, which seems to be her
favorite post, and asked me to translate a troublesome
passage from her French text. While we looked on the
book together, she leaned against me, and put her right
arm over my shoulder. It was very sweet and very inti-
mate, but I could give Saint Anthony a few pointers about
temptations. When the difficulties had been satisfactorily
smoothed out, and she had gone back to her place on the
couch, 1 said, in a teasing mood, “Don’t you ever read
and study in Mr. Jeffreys’ room?”

“No." she answered quic.ly, looking up at me.

"Why not?” 1 persisted.

“Because he would not understand.”

“Understand what ?” -

“Well, because he might misunderstand.”

“And you think / won’t?” 1 continued, taking a sort of
malicious satisfaction in cornering her—or, rather trying
to corner her. )

“No. I know you won't.”

“But—why ?”

She smiled at me serenely, and was it indulgently?

“Because, Old Grouchy, you are you.”

I was checked for a moment. Then I returned to the
attack.

“You have only known me a few days, let us say, and
yet do you assume that you know me so precisely? Am
I so transparent, so shallow as all that? May I not be,
for example, a monument of deceit and duplicity? How
do you know I am not? I am afraid your conclusions
are not entirely flattering to me.”

She laughed a merry little laugh, and turned on her
elbow to look at me.

“Old Grouchy, I though you were old and wise. Or
are you just trying to draw me out? Well, I have seen
transparent water that was not shallow, as far as that
goes, so your analogy does not hold exactly. More than
that, I am by way of being complimentary, bhut you, like
most weak mortals, would rather be thought inscrutably
wicked than naively good. And yet you have the nerve
to preach to me!”

“You're wrong there, little lady.
vou!”

“You may call it by another name, but I choose to
call it preaching! Of course it is not always expressed
orally. You have very eloquent eyes, Old Grouchy, did

I never preach to

anyone ever tell you that? You surely can look dis-
approval!” -

she laughed, and I laughed, and I dropped the subject,
as being too personal.

* % %

Everyone here is talking about the Thanksgiving Day
game between Howard and Lincoln. 1 suppose you re-
call how our New York friends tried to persuade us to
go to Philadelphia last year. Well, this year’s game will
i€ in Washington, and the university folks and the society
folks are getting ready for “big doings.” The Rhodeses
expect a house full or company, to judge from the talk
downstairs. Caroline is having new dresses made, and
I have recently heard her complaining that her fur coat
is not “fit to wear to a doghght,” to quote her exact
words. If Genevieve is making any preparations, she
makes no outward display, but “little sister” is not so
reticent. Mrs. Rhodes, usually so cheerful, was com-
plaining today of the high cost of living, which in this
particular case, means the high cost of clothing. It seems
the boy, who, as you may remember, is a medical student,
must have a new outfit, for his “frat” is turning on some
great stunts during the Thanksgiving recess. [ sym-
pathized with her, as one who knew what trouble and
expense it is to bring up a boy. Well, have you not
given me lots of trouble, old fellow, not to say expense?
So, using you as my particular burden, I listened to the
good lady with the most sympathetic consideration, and
thus, I hope, advanced myself several grades in her good
graces. And we both know, don’t we, Buddie, that it
pays,—yea, even a thousandfold—to try to please one’s
landlady!

Just to prove how very right I am in this last assertion,
as the upshot of our conversation I was invited to partake
of some very special extra fritters, with “gobs” of butter
and some heavenly syrup. Let me tell you, my friend,
the Rhodes’ house is completely appointed for living,
from the outermost part of the kitchen porch to the attic
door. (As I have never been in the attic, I can’t say
a;s to that.) Don’t you envy me from the very bottom of
your soul? You know you do! I know that third floor
front in Harlem which you inhabit—one could hardly say
you live there!

But, before I forget it—can't you come down to the
game? I know I ought not tempt you from the hard
path of virtue and devotion to learning which you are
now followng, but this once won't hurt. We had about
decided, had we not, that you were to come Christmas
anyway, but I am wondering if you might not enjoy the
Thanksgiving festivities more. From what I hear, there
will be college folks from everywhere, and we are sure
to meet many old friends. Think it over, and write me
in your next, so that I can have time to make plans.

Monday, October 30, 1922.

As I write these lines it is nearly twelve o’cloc%, and
the whole house, except Jeffreys, whom I hear whistling
softly in his room, is asleep. Before me lies a note, writ-
ten in a pretty but not too legible hand. “Dear old
Grouchy (it says): If you don't write me a very brief
essay in your best Baton Rouge French, on ‘Rousseau and
the Romantic Movement,’ I shall surely get an ‘F,” and
then, of course, I shall die of mortification. Certainly
you will not wish to have my untimely demise on your
conscience. In serene confidence, I await your decision.
Your devoted pupil, C.” Pupil—indeed. Now what—I
ask for the one-hundreth time—is a poor man to do?

So I close this long, and, I fear, rather prosy letter, in
order that I may write, in my “best Baton Rouge French.”
an essay on Rousseau and the Romantic Movement, for
a lazy girl who is getting her beauty sleep in order that
she may ensnare some other unsuspecting man tomorrow.

Don’t forget to tell me your decision about the football
game. By the way, Caroline says she brought Tommie
Dawson into my room vesterday when I was out—-oh,
this plague,of women!—and the handsome Miss Tommie
admired your picture.very much. But I have not told
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vou how my room in arranged, have 1? Well, T'll save
that for next time. [Jo you remember that lovely bhrown
heauty in Savannah you were so crazy about in the hectic
fall of 1917? Well. Tommie Dawson has her hacked off
the hoards! Inough said! Goodnight, my friend!

Davy.

The Children’s Hour
(Continued from page 128)

the village representatives of law and order met them
at the cross roads and assured them that every agi-
tator had vanished, and to “please not hurt anyone™!
And how when they had ridden more slowly into the
town precincts, behold John and Herman Hoffman and
a few other neighbors were waiting—also grimly de-
fiant—to say tersely with their Teutonic accent:
“Taylor, we heard ’bout t’em bums! We thought you
might want to clean out the bunch and we came to
help!” But, as the officers had stated, the “bums”
had vanished, and so brothers Hoffman and Bruce
had ridden home again. And that had ended the hurl-
ing of epithets in that community for many years!

The story evidently ran through Bobby and Jojo's
minds simultaneously for the same query came from
their lips. “Grandfather, do tell us a story about when
you were a boy!” And Jojo added:

“Of course you couldn’t have fought in the Civi)
War, Granddaddy! You are certainly not that old,
but can’t you tell us something about the days of ‘617"

“Do, please, sir! We're going to be that far in his-
tory class when school opens, and it will be fine to
be able to tell something that actually happened then.
that’s not in the books,” Bobby added.

“I won’t have time now, children! Grandmother has
dinner waiting, I'm sure! And after dinner, I must
look after my tobacco and then spray the melon vines
—but if I had a youngster or two to help me—"" and
he glanced slyly at the two nearby, “I might save lots
of time and then we could remember about my boy-
hood together.”

“We will help, we will help.,” and they scampered
off to the house with him, infinitely cheered!

To be continued

The Question Box

[In this new department of THE MESSENGER we shall en-
dcavor to answer all questions submitted to cditors. Questions
should be short and concise. Writing should be on one side
of the paper and in ink.)

A. W. asks: Does an emergency still exist in the
housing situation in New York City, and are per-
manent rent laws needed?

Answer: Here are two questions the Negro ten-
ants of Harlem will have to consider. While the
landlords are contending that the emergency is
over and that the temporary rent laws should be
repealed, investigation shows that there are very
few apartments to be had. and the rents for them
are no lower than in 1920-21-22-23 and 24. In many
instances the rents are higher. Negro tenants are
still paying twice the rents paid by the former
white tenants, with a very few exceptions. There
is, however, a way out for the tenant who is paving
exorbitant rents. We are informed that according
to the rent laws a landlord is not entitled to over
8% on his investment. hence. the tenant by taking
the landlord to court is quite likely to get a reduc-
tion. The tenant has the right before paying the

third month’s rent to refuse to pay the landlord.
the rent he demands on the ground that it is un-’
reasonable and oppressive. This action is followed
by a summons to court, a filing of a bill of par-
ticulars and trial by jury. Then the judge and the
jury determine the rent the tenant should pay, and
not the landlord.

Gossips

You heard that tale
About Susic Brown?
No? Lan’ sakes! it's
All over town;
They say her house
Is fixed up fne,
And—it's whispered ‘round
She’s brewin® wine,
It's tellin’ how
Sich things gets out,
But folks is talkin’,
Around, about.
An’ she, walks in
An’ out that house,
As mcek and mosey,
As a mouse!
Since Dr. Stiffneck
Turned her down;
They say she's rushin’
Old Sam Brown!
That fur coat an’
Them diamond rings!
It’s tellin” where she
Gets her things?
Lord! let me go.
It's half past four,
My ole man’s ringing
At the door:
1 got my dinner
Yet to do
Dan't tell a soul
What I tole vou.
ANN Lawrexce,

An Ode to a Wet Tree

Dear Tree! Outside of my window,
Don’t mind the driving rain,

That pours over you in torrents:
The sun will 'shinc again.

Gentle breezes too, may blow,

To dry your leaves once more,

And make a Tree, resplendent ;

As green as once before.

“Dear Friend, behind your window,
I love the gentle rain,
I love the little rain drops:
That patter against your pane.
God sends the needed shower,
God sends the driving rain;
He sends again the sunshine,
But, sendeth none in vain.”
ANN LAWRENCE,

An Ode to Bobbed Hair

The Electrician did—
The door hell,
The Carpenter did—
The stair:
But—when it comes
To shingling,
The Parber does
The Hair!

Your plaits and
Sweeping tresses, .
Coiffeurs and Psyche knob
Cannot hold
A candle to—
The clean cut, hoyish bobh.

ANN LawreNce, -
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