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FRAGMENTARY TRIBUTE TO THE SPANISH

NEGRO PAINTERS

OF THE SCHOOL

OF SEVILLA*®

JUAN DE PAREJA
By ARTHUR A.

Whatever may be the distinctive style of art through
which a nation’s distinguished artists in the realm of
painting may be portrayed and known to the world, the
Spanish school of Sevilla, better known by Murillo and
Velazquez, its scintillating stars, *have never yet been sur-
passed in their own style and its seem highly improbable
that they will ever be so in the future.” As Curtis (1)
says, “the coloring of the school of Sevilla is what arrests
the eve of the observer. It fixes itself in the mind, and
charms the imagination.” To this school belong the pic-
ture of the Spanish artist Campana, entitled “‘Descent
from the Cross,” in which we see a Negro aloft with a
face full of love and charity tendering his arm to help
Christ from the cross where he suffered his martyrdom
for those principles of human brotherhood that today are
so much professed and so little practised, but that evidently
were avowed, as this paper will demonstrate, by the artist
and his generation.

One of the greatest art institutions of the old world is
the Museum of Madrid, which is a walhalla for all royal
treasures and occupies a building erected by Charles III.
in the eighteenth century. Here are located the jewels
of the Spanish nation. During Napoleon's piratical ex-
cursions into Spain the various museums gathered their
rare paintings and had them taken to Madrid for safe-
keeping and protection, but notwithstanding this measure
of precaution, we know that Napoleon removed many
rarities to the Louvre in Paris. The exigencies of war
may have caused any place to be looted or destroyed.
Providence has spared us, however, a few canvases by
men of a race held in the unjust disesteem of humanity,
and I believe it is my duty to review their work before
my fellow men since the dust of the ages has buried them
so deep that they are almost forgotten.

We are indebted to Palomillo (2) for leaving to pos-
terity the annals of the Spanish school of painters, giv-
ing to Cean Bermudez, the eminent critic the tools with
which he worked upon the mind of the nation the lasting
impression of the exemplary life of those impecunious
fellows whose genius was inspired by the church to hand
down to us evidences of their understanding and adapta-
bility to Christian life. We need not dwell upon the life
of Velazquez or Murillo. Suffice it to say, their names
are columns upon which the Spanish school of painting
is upheld throughout the world of art. No gallery or
museum of repute can boast of its greatness unless among
its silent masters the name of Velazquez and Murillo are
included. For this reason that great treasure house, the
Imperatorski Ernztazh, better known to us as “The Her-
mitage” at St. Petersburg, Russia, is another of the great-
est museums of Europe for its unsurpassed collection of
real rarities in old masters. Among its cherished can-
vases is a “provincial of the Capuchin order” in a black
robe holding a book (cat. No. 427). This painting is the
work of a Negro, the subject of this sketch.

In the field of the Fine Arts our men of the Negro race
are laboring painstakingly and receiving merited recogni-
tion. Sometimes a great amount of adverse criticism has
forced them to the front, as shown by the American dis-
ease called prejudice, which does not permit others to en-
joy the opportunity to work and pertect their individual
faculties but rather seeks to close the door against their
advancement. There are quite a number of persons who
have won distinction in painting and it is timely to bring

* Read before the American Negro Academy, Washington, D. C.,
December 27, 1923.

SEBASTIAN GOMEZ
SCHOMBURG

to the notice of the members of the Academy the little
that is extant of the slave of Velazquez. Again Sevilla.
Spain, comes to the fore for having been the cradle of
another distinguished person, Juan de Pareja, as well as
it was for Sebastian Gomez, the mulatto of Murillo, and
for a number of persons who had achieved fame long be-
fore Columbus gathered his crew in the port of Palos.

Juan de Pareja was born of slave parentage in the year
1606. The records do not show how Diego Velazquez, the
eminent Spanish court painter to Philip IV. came into
possession of him, whether as a legacy from his grand
parents or as a purchase from the slave market. But it
is known that as a house slave he was seen during 1623
grinding the pigments, preparing the canvases and clean-
ing the brushes for the illustrious artist long before his
master was called to Madrid by Count-Duke of Olivares.
Pareja having spent his boyhood among canvases and
noted artists, it is not strange that there should have been
awakened consciousness and aptitude for the art which he
possessed. We are told his humble conditions were such
as not to permit him to aspire to higher honors. At times,
hidden away from the gaze of the curious, he would de-
vote his time to “lights and shadows” copying the best
examples of his master’s work. Taking advantage of the
two trips of Velazquez to Italy in 1629 and during 1643,
undertaken by order of King Philip IV., Pareja studied
zealously the works of the great masters during this
precious interval. He returned to Madrid in 1651 and,
not so timid as before he thought it would be a fine idea
to discover whether he had any ability as a painter. It
was customary for King Philip the IV. to visit the studio
of Velazquez and distract his mind from the matters of
state by observing the eminent painter use his brushes.
Whenever the king saw a canvas turned facing the wall,
in any out of the way place, his curiosity was aroused.
and he would request that it be turned round. Many
times he did this himself to admire or criticize it. Pareja.
who had often observed this action of the King, painted
with great pains a small canvas and placed it so as to
arouse the attention of the great visitor. The king ar-
rived this day, noticed the canvas and was about to turn
it over when Pareja advanced and, placing himself at his
feet, confessed to have been the author of the work, plead-
ing that he should intercede in his behalf with his master
not to punish him for having learned the art of painting
without his knowledge. It was recognized that slaves
were not permitted to go beyond the rudiments of me-
chanical arts. Velazquez, when informed of his slave's
accomplishment, immediately manumitted him. From that
moment, the historian Bermudez (3) states, he worked
side by side with his former master, not as a slave but as
a disciple, a favor for which Pareja was grateful, show-
ing his great personality by not leaving Velazquez until
his death. Even afterwards, he served his daughter, who
was then married to Juan Bautista del Mazo, also a stu-
dent of the great master. In the canvas known as the
“Family of Velazquez,” which is in Vienna, Pareja is
one of the figures. He was one of the most noted of the
students of Velazquez to the point that many of his por-
traits were taken for those of his master. Even today
there exists great doubt concerning a number of can-
vases as to whether they are to be attributed to the
brushes of Velazquez, Pareja or Mazo.

Pareja’s work has a great resemblance to the Venetian.
Genoese and Flemish schools because of the force and
vividness of color as well as by the inclination of the
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author to portray in his work nature as he was privi-
leged to see it. Some of Pareja’s paintings were to be
found in the Sanctuary of the Abbey of the Monastery
of Benedictines of Eslonza. There used to be a canvas
of Santa Catalina signed by Pareja, 1669. And smaller
paintings of various saints. In the Museum of the Prado
there is today the “Calling of Saint Matthew” which
came from the king’s palace at Aranjuez. In the Na-
tional Trinidad there used to be the “Baptism of Christ,”
signed J. de Pareja, 1667; in the Sacristy of the Trinity
Convent of Toledo, there are to be found “The Presenta-
tion of the Child God” and a “Battle Scene” and in the
Museum of St. Petersburg (The Hermitage) “A Provin-
cial Father” already noted. Pareja also painted “St.
John the Evangelist,” “San Oroncio” and “Our Lady of
Guadelupe” for the Chapel of Santa Rita in the Recoletos
of Madrid. The list of Pareja’s pictures so far is inter-
esting but is far from being complete. In catalogue
number 134 of the Museo de Madrid is mentioned the
“Calling of Saint Matthew” which is reproduced for
readers to see what the original must be. The picture of
Philip IV was probably painted by command of the king
for his palace at Aranjuez. In Paris, during the sale of
the Marquis de las Marismas at the Aguado Gallery, in
volume 2, year 1843, three canvasses are described for
auction painted by Pareja, number 90 bust of a gentle-
man standing near a table, number 91, portrait of a nun
and number 92, portrait in bust of a young man. There
is another, noted by Dr. Waagen (4) “Isabella of Bour-
bon” painted by Pareja, belonging to the Earl of Yarmouth.

The description of the picture of Pareja by the eminent
Spanish painter Madrazo as given in the catalogue of the
Royal Museum follows: “Jesus, passing before the table
where Matthew is occupied as a publican or collector of
tribute, turned to him and said, ‘Matthew, follow me,’
and Matthew immediately leaving everything followed
Him. Matthew is shown dressed in oriental garb. A
Madrid official in Venetian dress and a third subject who
wears the picturesque dress of a Spanish captain in
Flanders. The three look upon Jesus, who, standing be-
side Matthew, speaks to him” (5).

Mazo, who married the daughter of Velazquez, was a
painter of merit. His canvases are said to have arrived
at the Museum of the Prado at the same time as those
of Pareja. The paintings of our slave are so well ex-
ecuted and finished that many of his works have been
taken for the product of Velazquez. At present, one paint-
ing in the museum attributed to the master, has been as-
signed to the slave. Palomillo says that the canvas of

oseph Reiter, a Madrid architect, was often taken for
the product of Velazquez. In the Dulwich Gallery, near
London, there is a bust of a boy about five years of age,
formerly ascribed to Velazquez but now to Pareja on the
authority of a very competent judge, J. C. Robinson. Mr.
Burger says “That Pareja is the author of a picture in
the Munich Gallery, ‘A Gentleman and a Lady Playing
Cards’ which was before attributed to Pareja.”

The portrait of Juan de Pareja has been preserved to
us perhaps by accident though it is the work of the mas-
ter Velazquez. It is stated by Palomillo that when Velaz-
quez was sent to Rome by Count de Olivares he expressed
a desire to paint the picture of the Pope, and being a
stranger among so many artists of renown, he determined
to exhibit a picture at the annual exhibition, the festival
of St. Joseph in the Rotunda. Inspired by the faithful-
ness of his servant, he transcribed to canvas his picture
and sent it for exhibition. When the recipient opened the
package he was struck with the perfect likeness of the
bearer of the bundle. It brought honors immediately to
the artist and the Academy of St. Luke bestowed mem-
bership upon Velazquez in 1650. This canvas is known as
the “Moor with the Green Doublet and a White Collar”
and the other canvas in the gallery of the Earl of Carlyle
has a gray doublet (6). The picture in the collection of
the Earl of Radnor, which Mr. Ernest D. Braxton has
copied, is presumably the picture which was exhibited in
Rome. We find in Buchanan’s “Memoirs” (7), “Is this
a picture of the Moorish slave who was in the service of
Velazquez and became a great painter?”

The principal work of Velazquez in Rome was the pic-
ture of Pope Innocent X by whom he was greatly dis-
tinguished. “This picture is a complete symphony in red,
the face, cap, cape and chair are all presented with red
curtain for background, and yet with such unpromising
materials the artist has produced a marvel of portraiture.
Sir Joshua Reynolds pronounced it the finest picture in
Rome. This and St. Michael by Guide are the only ones
he condescended to copy’e(8).

The life of the mulattc of Murillo is wrapped up in a
fine romance which has spread throughout the world.
It is claimed that Sebastian Gomez spent his boyhood days
doing similar work for his master as Pareja did for Velaz-
quez, grinding his colors, preparing his canvases and
cleaning his brushes. He spent his time, when not en-
gaged in his menial duties observing the life classes and
during the intervals of cleaning the studio, would try his
hand on the many inspiring things he could grasp from
the master’s students. His constant application to study,
his painstaking attention to detail and his forbearance to
await his opportunity are elements in the character of
Sebalstian Gomez which have endeared him to the Spanish
people.

His fame came by accident. One afternoon, while at-
tending his usual vocation, he saw an error in one of the
canvases painted by one of Murillo’s students and, taking
a brush in hand he corrected it. The next day the student
came fresh to his palette, expecting to overcome the fault
that bafled him, and behold it was nowhere to be seen.
Calling his co-workers and accusing them of tampering
with his work, the matter came to the notice of Murillo
who was for a long time unable to discover the culprit
(9). At last one day it became known that it was cus-
tomary for Gomez to practice at the close of day with the
brush in so able a manner that the students apprized Mu-
rillo, who was much enthused to know that his lessons
had taken root in the mind of his own servant. The news
spread throughout the city and the fellow-students were
overjoyed to know that in Sebastian Gomez they had a
companion who was expert with the tools and brushes of
the craft. Step by step this wearer of the “livery of the
burnished sun” improved himself and some of the paint-
ings are this day to be seen in the various museums of
Europe.

It is to be regretted that the early life of Sebastian
Gomez is shrouded in mystery because of the odious curse
of slavery, that repressive institution which has killed the
noblest aspirations of so many. Some further informa-
tion may, however, in the Historical Dictionary by Ber-
mudez, we quote his cheerful words, written more than a
century ago (10).

“Sebastian Gomez, called the mulatto of Murillo, was
a Spanish painter. He was a slave of that great artist,
and by his application was able to imitate his master in
the moments of his servitude. In this manner he became
a famous painter, with good taste, a heavy brush on his
canvases and an exactness in his drawing. The ‘Virgin
and Child’ located in the portico of the church of the
Mercenarios Padres Descalzos of Sevilla, painted by his
hand, is very charming. The canvas ‘Christ attached to
a Pillar’ and ‘Saint Peter Kneeling at His Feet’ are in
the vestry of the Capuchines Monastery of that city. A
‘Saint Joseph and a Saint Ann’ in the choir below the
monastery are noted for their harmony of color, masterly
handling of light and shade and their remarkable fidelity
to life. It is believed he outlived his master and died in
the city of Sevilla during 1680” (11).

We find it difficult to locate a number of painters of
Negro descent in the world to add to these two pioneers.
We know of Jose Campeche (born) January 6th, 1752;
died November 7th, 1809) at San Juan Puerto-Rico, whose
paintings and records many and varied are to be seen
and admired to this day in the several churches beautified
by his hands. When the Spanish court painter, Louis
Paredes visited Puerto-Rico he wanted to take Campeche
to Spain. James O’Daly pleaded with him to give up his
work and go to London, where 1,000 guineas were prom-
ised him; but all these offers he refused.” Why? The his-
torian Salvador Brau in paying tribute to the Negro
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teacher Rafael Codero has unfolded the secret, “the seed
of prejudice had taken wings and the virgins painted by
Campeche were subjected to indifferent admiration” (12).
Yet his works are to be seen in the sacred cloisters, altar
rercdos of the island; in the Atheneum there are a
number of excellent canvases that evoke the admiration of
visiting critics by the fine drawing and the charm of color.
Beside those noted in the Consistorial Hall the picture of
Ramon de Castro governor of the island; in Saint Francis
Chapel “the Queen of the Angels”; in the Episcopal Pal-
ace quite a number of Bishops are to be seen demonstrat-
ing the genius of our artist.

Alejandro Tapia y Rivera in his biographical address
delivered more than fifty years thereafter at the election
of Campeche to honorary membership in the highest
literary society of the island, said: “More than 500 can-
vases were painted by Campeche who lived as an example
of virtue, a charmer of his countrymen to be imitated by
posterity ; his name represents talent and virtue, palms of
glory to his existence as an artist in Puerto-Rico; a fer-
tile oasis in the midst of a desert. Happy is he who has
drawn with the ability he may have, the brief picture of
his life; if he can awaken in the artistic youth the gen-
erous desire to scatter in said desert the fecundity and
beauty of the oasis” (13).

Murillo has given us Sebastian Gomez, characterized
as the mulatto of Murillo, and Velazquez the faithful Juan
de Pareja, known as the slave. When we examine the
Ecclesiastical and Secular Annals of Sevilla we find that
city had a Negro village with its church and other useful
edifices for its social comforts. The archbishop Mena,
who died during the year 1402, was so devoted to them
that when he died the Negroes followed his funeral cortege
to Cartuja Monastery in the snow covered mountains to
pay their last measure of respect and sympathy for his de-
votion to their welfare (14).

We cannot but admire the spiritual feeling and hu-
manity of the Spanish character in dealing with men of
the Negro race in so early an epoch of their history; not,
that they were unknown, having been in contact with them
for centuries in an about the seaports of the Mediterran-
ean. They have served Sevilla and Spain wonderfully
well, it was they who were the first Negroes to come to
America with Columbus, to develop and open the new
country in the false position of being able to supplant the
ahorigines in the golden paradise the Spaniards believed
was within their grasp. It is no wonder that Pareja and
Gomez were able to fructify in such atmosphere and give
evidence of the softening influence of the church in the
amelioration of their servile condition. These opportuni-
ties heing present, the natural aptitude of Pareja and

Gomez resulted in development and recognition; the fact
that their paintings were later to find their merited place
in the great museums of Spain and Europe should fill the
bosom of the Negro with a great deal of pride.

We trust the future will ind many followers of Pareja
and Gomez who will wield a brush which will carry the
race further in its onward march of progress. The work
of these two black painters of Spain bears silent testimony
of the Negroes right and ability to walk in the school cf
the Fine Arts and sit at the feet of able preceptors, as a
vehicle through which race men will resolve to be more
determined to compete for an opportunity to demonstrate
their right to partake of all things within their natural
gifts. When these points have been gained we should
strive to help them perfect themselves and support their
various activities toward independence. We should not
forsake them, as is generally the custom with our present
struggling artists and writers, left to their own resources,
and damned for not being successful men after leaving
college. We owe homage to our artists of the past, and
encouragement and support to those who shall be the
artists of the future.

We firmly believed that the greatness of a nation is
safely lodged in the freedom of education, with Christian
toleration to all its children, in order that those gifted
with the spark of precocity or genius may flourish in our
virgin fields and bless our efforts toward their utilization
of the faculties Providence may have placed within our
sphere of activities.
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The Madam C. ]J. Walker Com-
pany to Give Trips Around the
World and Scholarships

So far as known the most generous
gift to the Race in the point of travel
experience, and first hand knowledge of
foreign countries are the opportunities
now offered by Mme. A’Lelia Walker
through the Madam C. J. Walker Mfg.
Company, of this city, of which she is
president and owner. Four trips around
the world are to be given with the com-
pliments of the Walker Company in the
hope that the experience gained by some
four representative members of our Race
traveling 30,000 or more miles over three
oceans, visiting 35 cities in 15 different
countries in Europe, Asia and Africa will
prove of singular benefit to them and
through them to our Race. Every nec-
essary item of expense of these incom-
parable trips is to be borne by the
Walker Company as the principal prizes
in a nation-wide contest it is conducting
to determine the most popular civic,
charitable, religious, fraternal or educa-

tional worker, journalist, or the most
worthy student in any institution. In
addition to these around the world trips,
two scholarships are offered, one for two
years and another for one year. Several
cash prizes of $100, $50 and $25 will
also be given away,

The manner in which these prizes may
be worked for is simple, no contestant
being compelled to spend any money to
enter the contest, buy anytl{ing, or to
obligate themselves in any way to the
Walker Company. All that is required
is that contestants use their good influ-
ence with their friends and acquaintances
to obtain votes for themselves.

Every city should be eager to have one
of its own citizens make this trip, for to
tour the world is to be in touch with all
the world, and a person having such a
broad outlook is an asset to those in
whose midst he lives. Teachers, stu-
dents, writers, and persons officially con-
nected with any State or nationally or-
ganized body are urged to realize.the
importance of these prizes and the op-
portunity which they afford for world-

wide travel and advanced study and to
enter the competition for them by send-
ing in their names and addresses to the
Walker Company.

Promise

If you can laugh along the road,
Altho you bend beneath a load
Of sorrow,
Your hope-lit eyes shall surely see
A rainbow sweep eternity
Tomorrow.

GEORGIA DoUGLAS JOHNSON.

Prejudice

The world is dark,

I cannot see my way!

Eternal clouds

Obscure the light of day—

I seek a break, a rift, a little space,
There to behold

One God-illumined place!

GEORGIA DouGLAS JOHNSON.
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“THESE ‘COLORED’ UNITED STATES”

No. 22: “TENNESSEE—THE LAST STAND OF JUSTICE
IN THE SOLID SOUTH”

By GEO.

District Manager Atlanta Life Insurance Company; Ilice

Way down in Tennessee is an expression that has been
written and sung a thousand times over. It belongs to the
vocabulary of Poets and Musicians. There is about this
State, a charm, which these words do not express. The
skies are clear; the temperature is mild. Spring comes
early and lingers long into Summer. The Winters are
not as a rule severe. Cotton, corn, wheat, tobacco, straw-
berries and melons grow in abundance. There is no
scenery more picturesque than the fresh and sunny land-
scapes of the Cumberland Valley. Her mountains are the
coal and iron pillars of the South flanked by rivers and
lakes that furnish great opportunity for bathing, fishing,
idling and dreaming.

Tennessee is the gateway of the mid south—the richest
section of equal area in the world. The history of the
state is in many respects similar to that of the United
States. Tennessee was originally a part of North Carolina
but, that part which is now Tennessee was by North
Carolina ceded to the general Government. In June 1796,
President Washington signed the Act of Congress that
made Tennessee the Sixteenth State in the Union.

The original inhabitants were English, Scotch-Irish
and Negroes. The Negro population is most numerous
in the Western portion of the State. In the Eastern part
lives the Mountaineers—typical Appalachian Highlanders
who have lived for generations in the mountain fastnesses
and have partaken but little in the customs of the outside
world. They are strongwilled people who have no fear
but that of God—and who brook no interference of mere
men as to their manners, beliefs and customs.

Tennessee is truly the last stand of Justice in the SOLID
SOUTH. The last State to secede from the Union with
a preponderance of numbers in the Eastern Section, de-
cidedly in favor of the Union cause. When the Western
Section of the State aligned with the cause of the South,
the Eastern Section partitioned to the Legislature for the
privilege of being allowed to form a separate State and
when the War crashed against her frontiers, thirty-thous-
and of her native sons enlisted in the Federal Army.

The first abolitionist paper ever published in the United
States was in East Tennessee. It may be said as a whole,
that there was never any positive convictions in favor of
nullification or disunion, even that portion of the State that
rests on the borders of Mississippi, offered potentious ex-
amples, in the section known as Free Joe's Territory.
Free Joe was a Negro of mixed blood, whose white father
deeded him a large tract of land. He invited his people
to dwell upon this land out of the reach of the bloody
talons of their Southern Masters, where they enjoyed
freedom in a stone's throw of one of the largest slave mar-
kets in the South. Here their children lived until this day
as properous farmers. Their homes are modern, their
lands are fertile, their churches are fine edifices around
which might be seen on Sunday, fine horses and carriages
and automobiles. The influence of Free Joe still lingers
and there is to be found an independence among these
people not to be found in any other rural section of the
South.

There is something in the air of the middle and Western
Sections of the State that is of the substance of Southern
narrowness, while not as rank in its prejudice against the
Negro as Mississippi, not as open in its defiance of the
Thirteenth Amendment as Florida, not as easily moved to
mob violence as Georgia, yet there are definite measures
employed to control the Negroes’s thought and progress to
lessen his self respect and make secure the white su-
periority, which thus far has been maintained by money
control, force and numbers.

W. LEE

Chairman, Western Section Republican National Committee

The Negro's possession of the ballot in this section of
the State, offset to an extent the Southern philosophy ot
keeping the Negro down by terror and hate—by subtle
methods of physical slavery, yet, the fear of Negro pro-
gress and where it will lead to, is as dominant in the
Western section of the state as is in other sections of the
South. A leading white man of this section expressed it
with unusual clearness, when he said—"When we think
of Negro Progress, we ask ourselves, will not this pro-
gress lead to a growing demand for Social Equality, and
since we will never consent to Social Equality, why should
we make our problem more difficult by aiding the progress
which seems to lead to it?”

The whites of West Tennessee do not use shot gun
methods to make the Negro docile and servile workmen.
This method could hardly be employed as successfully as
in other sections of the South. In order to control the
Negro’s thought and progress, the whites play upon the
fundamental weaknesses of the Negro by elevating and
holding up as examples—by listening to the suggestions of
the so-called best Negro Leaders; by giving them jobs to
parcel out so as to increase their importance in the eyes
of other members of our race and by popularizing through
the daily press the brand of Negro leadership that will
compromise with the highest convictions of the race and
consent to lead ‘it to a life upon a lower level; the kind of
leadership that will grasp the White man’s point of view,
especially when handed out on a platter of gold. Of
course there are exceptions. There are Negroes working
in conjunction with whites that hold uppermost the ad-
vancement of the race.

The state has four large urban centers:
Chattanooga, Nashville and Knoxville. Two are known
the country over. Memphis has managed to draw the in-
terest of the world in it’s direction. It is here on Beale
Street where the Blues were originated. W. C. Handy
conceived the idea of putting to Music the songs of the
rouster-bout and the section hand. And with his first
productions—The Memphis Blues; The Beale Street Blues;
The Saint Louis Blues gave jazz music a place in the sun
and made the world shake a wicked shoulder. A man in
Arkansas addressed a letter to the Devil in Hell. He sent
it in care General Delivery, Memphis, Tennessee. Of
course Memphis leads the cities of America in homicides
—never-the-less, in Memphis, is to be found one of the
greatest Negro Communities in America.

Nashville is the great educational center of the South,
the charm of it's literary and intellectual atmosphere, the
fame of Fisk, Meharry, Roger Williams and State Normal,
gives it the undisputed title of “ATHENS OF THE
SOUTH.”

Knoxville is known as the most liberal city in the South.
Here Negroes are to be found on the police force and
many other departments of the city government.

Memphis,

“Education”

The first Industrial School ever established for Negroes
in the United States was at Neshoba, Tennessee, in 1825.
Fannie Wright, a white woman, purchased 1948 acres of
land on which she erected suitable buildings and estab-
lished a school for the education of Negroes. General
Marquis de Lafayette and Robert Owens were members
of the Trustee Board. Her idea was to prepare her pupils
by a free moral, intellectual and industrial apprenticeship
for the duties of free citizenship and offer to the people
of Tennessee a practical plan of emancipation.

There are few localities in the State, where the public
school system for Negroes are good. A great deal of the
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discontentment is due to the realization of the poor Educa-
tional Facilities that the State offers Negro children. Nine
dollars per year have been spent to educate a Negro child
against twenty-four dollars for the education of the white
child. Negro teachers and white teachers are not on the
same scale of pay—the advantage being in favor of the
whites.

The Colleges of Tennessee are among the best known
in the land. Fisk University was founded in 1865. It
takes it’'s name from General Clinton B. Fisk, who fought
in the.Civil War and later devoted his time to Negro edu-
cation. Fisk was the first institution in the country to col-
lect and preserve Negro Music. The Fisk Jubilee Singers
introduced it on an international stage and gave it rank
with the music of the world.

Meharry College was organized in 1876, by the Meharry
Brothers. One-half of the educated Negro Physicians in
the South are graduates of this institution.

Roger Williams, Knoxville College, Lane College and
the State Normal are all institutions of the first order,
rendering great service to the state.

“Politics”

Tennessee is by no means a rock ribbed Democratic
strong hold. The outcome of each election is based upon
measures rather than parties. The Eastern part of the
State has sent Republician Representatives to Congress in
unbroken lines since the Civil War. Here the Negro may
exercise the right of franchise without fear of violence,
to person or property. There are Two Hundred Thous-
and qualified Negro voters in the State. Due to the large
number of White Republicians of Lily White extractions,
the Negro has not had the meteoric career that his numbers
warranted.

Under President Taft, J. C. Napier served as Register of
the Treasury, with some distinction. The most unique
character, past and present, in Tennessee politics is Robert
R. Church. He is a dominant factor in the political life
of the State and enjoys the confidence of both white and
black. The Lily Whites hate him, but respect him. He
has served along with A. W. Fite of Nashville on the State
central committee for the past eight years. He has been
a delegate to every National Convention since 1912. In
the Harding Campaign he served on the Super-Committee
as the National Director of Colored Vote. In 1922 Sec-
retary of State I{ughes appointed him as a representative
of the Government on a Special Mission to Haiti. President
Coolidge appointed him chairman of a Committee to study
conditions in the Virgin Islands. He declined to accept
both of these places. Time and time again he has fought
the Lily Whites almost single handedly and oft-times lost,
but his head was never bowed and even his enemies might
point to him and say, he never compromised with his
highest conviction. His first open break came with the
Lily Whites in 1916, over the Republican Legislative
Ticket. The White Republican leaders made a strong
bid for the Solid Negro Vote. Church in turn demanded
a mixed ticket, that would be representative of all the
people. The whites wanted the Negro vote without giving
him representation. Church put an Out and Out Negro
Legislative Ticket in the field, and candidate for Congress,
Wayman Wilkerson and threw his aggressive energy into
the fight to prove to State and National Leaders, where
the strength of the party was in the Western Section. It
was in this legislative campaign that the question of an
anti-lynching bill was first made an issue. 1924 was the
acid test of his leadership. By a series of brilliant politi-
cal maneuvers, he succeeded in capturing both the county
and District Committees.

The State Convention composed of a thousand white
delegates voted unanimously to give him control in the
tenth district. When the district convention met to elect
delegates to Cleveland, the Lily Whites found themselves
without vote or voice sufficient to elect their delegates, they
therefore, resorted to force and led into the convention
two hundred Ku Klux to drive out the Negroes and
Whites. A bloody fight ensued, numbers were wounded.
In the midst of it all Church stood to the front, his voice

could be heard above flying chairs, crying “STAY
WHERE YOU ARE.” It required twenty armed deputies
to restore order.

The State may well be proud of its business institutions
they arouse the keenest appreciation beyond its borders.
There are four banks in the State—Solvent Savings Bank
& Trust Company, Fraternal Savings Bank & Trust Com-
pany, Penny Savings Bank and Citizen Savings Bank.
They take rank with the leading Negro Banks of the
Country.

The largest casket Concern operated by Negroes in the
world, Tri-State Casket & Cofin Company—One Insur-
ance Company, the Universal Life, with home office in the
State.

Preston Taylor’s Amusement park is the social center of
the Middle Section.

The Baptist and Methodist Publishing houses at Nash-
ville and Jackson are National centers for those great
churches Negroes of the State control and operate every
kind of business from the corner grocery to a coal mine.

There are six large weekly newspapers in the State.
The East Tennessee News, edited by W. L. Porter is the
most militant.

The Physicians and women are the best organized groups
in the State. There are many large Hospitals scattered
throughout the State.

The Negro Lawyers practice in the Courts of the State
with a degree of freedom greater than any State West of
the Ohio River.

Negro workmen have wormed their way into the very
core of the industrial fabric—Negro Mechanics in the Rail-
road Shops and Firemen on the Railroads.

Tennessee is the battle ground where the practical solu-
tion of the race problem will be fought out. It smacks
of just enough Southern sentiment to be followed by the
whole South with confidence and appreciation. It imbibes
just enough Northern liberal thoughts to temper that pro-
gram with justice. There is enough free thought in East
Tennessee together with the free thinkers of the Middle
and Western sections to neutralize West Tennessee positive
conviction, and when East meets west to determine the
future of the South and call the free and independent
Negro Leadership of the self sacrificing type to join in the
deliberations, a better understanding of the Negroes’ aim,
asperation and where his progress leads to, will be ob-
tained and the South, suffering from migration will
blossom like a rose.

This is a new day that calls for a new deal—a white
man with mental reservations that made his father master
—the Negro with mental reservations, that made his father
the slave, must be banished from the seats of thought
control.

Sphinxes
By THOMAS MILLARD HENRY
The somber clouds must leave off weep-

g,

Fell tears. Jove's wind, the mighty
hound

With upcurved neck,
sweeping;

Jove’s wind upon their trail is found

Whenever it rains.

their trail is

The sordid clouds shall dread Wind's
coming

With splay feet drumming mile on mole,

Whose flapping wings are thunder-
humming,

Who throws dust around him pile on pile,

Because it rains.

The belly-heaving Wind is roaring,
His breath is boring to the ear,

More madly than the deep sea’s snoring,
Drab clouds are tremulous with fear,
Whenever it rains.
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THE CASE OF THE PULLMAN PORTER

By A. PHILIP RANDOLPH

The Pullman porter is in a miserable and tragic plight.
His wages are low. His hours of work are long. His
condition under which he works are bad. He has no ef-
fective voice in the regulation of the conditions of his
job. Few workers in America are so low in the industrial
world. Still few workers render a more essential and
socially useful service. And few workers are as helpless.
Few workers are as steady, as reliable, as loyal to their
employers.

Something must be done and done quickly. Unrest is
growing apace amongst them. Complaining about their
situation is chronic and widespread. But they are not sure
as to what can be done or what ought to be done. But
most of them are quite sure that something must be done.

Obviously before anything is attempted in the interest
of the Pullman porters, it is necessary to determine why
something ought to be done, the cause for the complaints
and unrest among them. In other words, what is the
problem? Second, we must seek and settle upon the
remedy. Third, we must work out rational, sound, sober
and effective methods for the solution of the problem,
the removal of the cause.

Now as to the problem:

First: Wages. Wages are by far the most important
factor in the life of any worker. So they are in the life
of the Pullman Porter. Why? Because with wages the
porter buys food, clothing and shelter. Upon food, cloth-
ing and shelter his life depends. Thus when wages are
low, life is low; when wages are high, life is high. It
is a notorious fact that the average wage of Pullman
porters is only $60 a month. A small percentage in in-
crease is given each year after he has been in the com-
pany a certain length of time. Not enough however to
give the porter cause for enthusiasm or to look forward
with a pleasant anticipation to a long period of service
in the Pullman Company. No fair-minded person will
contend that $60 a month is sufficient to maintain a family
according to recent American standards of living during
this period of high rents, the high price of food and
clothing—the bare necessities of life. Of course, any of
the so-called luxuries, such as the theatre, a vacation and
sending the boy or girl to high school and college, is out
of the question. On such a wage, the porter can not
think of getting such things which are regarded as neces-
sities by persons of moderate means. Plenty of white
workmen enjoy them. It has long since been officially
settled by the United States Department of Labor that
$2000 a year is essential to maintain the average Ameri-
can family in a decent living. The yearly wage of the
Pullman porter sums up to $720 or $1280 below a decent
living wage. It is apparent then that in all justice they
are entitled to a substantial increase in wages.

Doubling Back But No Double Pay

Doubling back is a common task for Pullman porters.
It means going back the same night or day, generally
on the same train from the place to which the porter has
just arrived to the city from which he just left. This
too is horne by the porter without sleep or rest, seldom
has he time enough to take a bath and freshen up him-
celf. This is a hardship. It wears the porter out. It
undermines and wrecks his health. When you add to this
the fact that for doubling back he gets nothing except
his same regular salary for which he is normally ex-
pected to make 11,000 miles a month. You can imagine
the plight of the porter. While it is bad enough to be
compelled to do two days and two nights work on a
stretch, it is worse to receive nothing for it. This is not
true with any other worker on the railroad. If the en-
gineer works an hour overtime, he gets time and a half.
The same is true of the fireman, brakeman, train con-
ductor, and, I think the Pullman conductor. But it must

be remembered that the hardship of doubling back is
required of no other workers on the railroad. Not be-
cause the railroad or Pullman companies love them any
more but because they are organized and consequently
have the power to prevent it. And the only way to pre-
vent it is to demand and exact double or, at least, time
and a half in pay. The companies in order to keep from
paying these excess wages will regulate the schedule so
as to avoid doubling back. As it is the company loses
nothing by doubling a porter back. The porter only loses.
He loses his health. When he is dead and gone the
company can easily get another porter. Doubling back
then is one of the evils of the Pullman porter’s work
which must be abolished or paid for at the rate of time
and a half or double time. If the Pullman Company put
the adjudication of this question of the porter's doubling
back hefore any enlightened social welfare agency in
America, it would decide against it in favor of the porters.
But doubling back is not the only grievance.

Hours of Work

With the Pullman porters there are no definitely reg-
ulated hours of work. They work until their cars reach
their destination, however far that may be from the
place it started. Sometimes porters are on the road for
weeks and months at a time, without adequate linen or
food, snatching a little sleep when and whenever they
can. This impairs their ability to render the proper ser-
vice to the traveling public. They have no certainty with
respect to their time with their family. This is a crying
injustice which needs to be more humanely regulated for
the welfare of the porters.

Conditions of Work

Besides wages and hours of work, the conditions under
which one works are the most important. Conditions of
work include the relations with other workers, the public
and the kind of work done.

Pullman Conductor and Porter

On the Pullman car there are two workers: The Pull-
man porter and the Pullman conductor. Of the two, that
the porter is the most important, most valuable both to
the company and the public, goes without saying and is
recognized as a matter of course. Why? Because while
the Pullman porter can do his work and the Pullman
Car conductor’s too with great efficiency, the Pullman
conductor can only do his own work and that poorly.
While he spends hours trying to get the map of the car
down so that he knows where the berths are, the occupied
and unoccupied, the porter has these facts in his head
and never makes a mistake. The company knows this
and the public knows it. So well is this recognized by
the company that it has many porters running in charge.
which means that he is porter and conductor in one.
Still the Pullman conductor who does less work, knows
less about the Pullman car, is oft less value and service
to the company or public, gets more than twice as much
wages as the porter. He never doubles back, would get
time and a half if he did, and has better provisions made
for his rest. The main reason for his higher pay and
superior advantages to the porter is that the Pullman
Conductors are organized. They have power. When-
ever the Pullman porter and conductor are involved in
a complaint, the conductor’s word usually is accepted. It
is most generally respected. The porter is generally made
the goat. He gets the demerits. Moreover, the Pullman
conductor feels that he s the head of the car and attempts
to lord it over the porter, which experienced porters
naturally resent knowing that they know their business.
This makes for bad team work on the car. It ought to
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be definitely settled that the Pullman conductor is not the
boss of the porter. He simply has special work to per-
form. The porter’'s word in a misunderstanding should
be regarded on the same basis as the word of the con-
ductor. This won’t be done, however, where one has an
organization and the other hasn’t. It is interesting here
to note that the relations between the train conductor and
the Pullman porter are generally good. Here there is
no problem to be solved. Both know their work well and
do it well. On account of the existence of an organiza-
tion behind the train conductor, he shows greater self-
assurance and independence. If a controversy between
the two were to arise, the porter would have no standing
whatever beside the train conductor, because the former
has his brothér workers behind him whereas the latter is
compelled to stand alone.

The Traveling Public

Unlike the train conductor, the Pullman porters for-
ever stand in fear of complaints by the traveling public.
Because complaints unsatisfactorily answered count as
demerits against them, and demerits count against the
small increase in wages which they are entitled to for
long servicee. Now each porter, Mr. “A” or “B"” has
less opportunity to get justice when complaints are lodged
against him because it is recognized that he has no power.
He has no redress when the decision of his district man-
ager is against him, except that he may appeal to the
headquarters in Chicago. And even though he usually
gets more consideration from the higher-ups, he does not
get as much as any other worker on the railroad gets.
Because it is not always convenient for a porter to take
his case to Chicago, nor has he any power after he gets
there. .

In Chicago the Pullman porter is regarded more as a
charge, an object of pity, than as a man. He never gets
what he is entitled to but only what they are willing to
give him. Not so with the organized railway trainmen.

Pension of Porters

Every other worker on the railroad except the porter
is assured an adequate measure of security in old age.
While the Pullman conductor is given pension of $50 or
more a month, the engineer $100 or more, the Pullman
porter only gets $18 or $20. The consequence is that
the porter faces the future with fear and trembling. He
is doomed to become a begger in order to make ends meet
with the appallingly low pension for there is very little
of anything which $20 can buy in this period of high
prices. So much for the plight of the Pullman porter.
A word now about the remedy.

No Remedies

But before dealing with the real remedy, let us discuss -
This is necessary in as much as-

what are not remedies.
numerous unsound proposals have been made presumably
to improve the condition of the porter.

Company Union

First among the false remedies is the company union.
“Beware of the Greeks bearing gifts” is an old but wise
adage. Sometimes the source of a so-called remedy is
a very safe guide as to whether it is a. remedy or not.
The employer seldom shows any genuine concern about the
welfare of the employee. The emancipation of the slave
never originates with the master. Landlords don't insti-
tute movements to reduce rents. It is not to his inter-
est to do so. Nor is a company union for the benefit of
the employees. It is by, of an for the company. And
naturally because the company organized and controls it.
The officials of the company union are the tools of the
company. They serve the company for the company pays
them. And he who pays the fiddler calls the tune. Who-

tion is the only hope of the Puliman porters.

ever feeds the dog can rub his back and the dog in turn
will lick his hand. Whenever the workers start to or-
ganize a genuine union of, by and for themselves then
the company steps in, in order to divert the attention of
the workers from a real union, to a fake company union.
Thus the Pullman company has organized an employee's
association. Its objects is to prevent the Pullman porters
from organizing a union for themselves—one which will
actually fight their battles and secure their demands.
The company union is not only not a benefit, it is a detri-
ment to the porters, since it fools some of the porters and
delays the time when the porters will realize that their
salvation lies in their own hands—their own union. One
can readily see that a company union is no good to the
workers since it never demands more wages, shorter hours
or better working conditions. Because it is not anymore
to the interest of the company to do so than it is for the
flea to get off the back of the dog. This is the task of
the Pullman porter because he benefits from more wages.
shorter hours and better working conditions. I have never
heard of an employer telling an employee that he is work-
ing too hard and too long; that he is not paying him
enough money. Nor have I ever heard of a worker tell-
ing his boss that he isn't working hard enough or long
enough and that he is being paid too much money. Why?
Because it is not to his interest to do so. Clearly then the
Pullman Company and the Pullman porters have separate
interests and hence must have a separate organization.
The Pullman stockholders have a union—namely, the
corporation. It looks out for the interest of the stock-
holders. The officials of the corporation, such as the
President, superintendent, etc. represent them. Likewise
the Pullman porters must have a union of their own whose
officials should meet the officials of the company and settle
questions relating to their respective interests. This is
perfectly fair. The officials of the porters’ union can't
represent the company nor can the officials of the company
represent the porters. The only sound conclusion then is
that the company union is no remedy.

“Rights Not Stripes”

Nor is honor a remedy. A Pullman porter cannot eat.
wear or pay rent with honor. Stripes may represent
honorably service but not serviceable honor, because the
stripes benefit the company not the porter. Rights which
the company is bound to respect are more important than
stripes which only represent an empty honor. Their ob-
ject is to close the porter’s mouth and satisfy him with
a sham.

Big Negro Job Holders in Company

Anything which does not benefit the rank and file of
porters is no benefit at all. Such is the case with the
porters who have been given big jobs in the Pullman
offices at big salaries. Those jobs only benefit the job
holders and the company, not the Pullman porters. The
jobs are only given to impress the porters with the idea
that the company is doing something for them; that it
has an interest in them. They are jokers. For they only
help to chloroform the porters and keep them from organ-
izing. Don’t look to the Negroes holding jobs in the
company for a remedy. They cannot speak out. They
dare not speak out. If they do they will lose their jobs.
Thus it is obvious that organization, education and agita-
Organiza-
tion of, by and for the porters. Such an organization
can get more wages, shorter hours and better conditions
of work. It can make stripes represent rights. It can
protect the interests of the porters as the railway unions
protect the interests of the train conductors, engineers
and firemen. It can secure a larger pension. It will give

- to the porter backbone.

Next month I will discuss methods of organizing.
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that it's just that sort of boasting that produces most
of the feeling in cities like this between people of differ-
ent colors? Take a girl like Helen Clay, who was com-
pelled to listen to what we have just heard. You could
not blame her for being a bit sore—indeed, the other
women would be unhappy if they thought she did not feel
sore—and she would give vent to her ill-feelings by say-
ing nasty things about them, and insinuating what she
did not say. When a colored woman, or a group of col-
ored women, are always boasting about going places
where colored people are not allowed, places where their
husbands or brothers cannot go, places where practically
none of their friends can go, is it not quite in the natural
order of things that evil-minded persons are going to sug-
gest the possibility of their going to places they don’t
talk about, and doing things they don’t tell about. I can
think of two or three definite individuals who achieved
scandalous reputations in this town because they spent
all their spare time in white amusement resorts and white
grill rooms where they would not, in the nature of things,
expect to meet any of their friends. Personally, I do not
believe the things that were insinuated about those women,
because I know them, and yet I do not believe that even
they can complain very justly about the slanderous
things that were said, for they surely laid themselves
open to such talk in a very special way. But I recur to
my| original statement, that not a little of the really

vicious malignancy noticeable in the attacks on fair col- .

ored women is attributable to such manifestations as you
witnessed tonight.”

That was the longest speech I ever heard Tommie
make, and I shall leave it to you to say whether it was a
good one or not. Personally, I should not have taken so
much stock in her contention, if I had not just had un-
der my own eyes a striking example of the phenomenon
she was citing, and had I not been myself so acutely
aware of the irritation it caused. It is a valuable side-
light on a subject which interests me very much.

Before Caroline’s ardent wooer, Dr. Corey, had been
gone thirty-six hours, he had already managed to send
her two reminders of his existence. The man is surely
demented. But then, you know, these old fellows are
hit hard when they are hit at all! After the company
had gone we tried to tease Caroline about him, but she
is a cool one, and there is not much satisfaction in such
a game. She did act a little puzzled though, as if the
gentleman’s persistence had impressed her, and she did
not quite know how to convince him that his suit was
hopeless. When Genevieve had gone upstairs, and there
was no one but the three of us in the dining-room, she
confessed her misgivings, and ended with these words,
“I guess the only way to settle him will be to tell him
I am in love with someone else.”

* %X *x

Things do not happen singly in this world. No sooner
are you made aware of something for the first time than
all nature seems to be conspiring to make you repeat
your experience several times within a short space. The
incident I have just related concerning colored women
crossing the line happened on Tuesday, and on the next
evening, Wednesday, something else happened to deepen
the impression already made upon my mind. One of
the numerous women’s clubs had a regular meeting at
Mary Hale’s on that night, and I had been asked to come
at ten-thirty, as they were going to dance for an hour or
so. As Verney was going, too, I called on him, and we
spent an hour in his room before stepping over to Mrs.
Hale’s.

As I have been around quite a bit by now, I know most
of the people at these smaller affairs. Caroline is a mem-
ber of this particular club, and there were a number of
invited guests, among whom were Lillian Barton and
Mrs. Morrow. They were just getting ready to dance
when Verney and I arrived, though several of the men
had not yet put in an appearance. To give more space
it was proposed to move the piano into the hallway. Three
or four of us essayed this job and it was hot work, so

we were invited by the hostess to repair to a little wash-
room off the hall to remove the marks of our labors.
When I came out of this room, and was giving a touch to
my tie, to be sure it had not gotten awry, Lillian Barton
came up to me, and, with a laugh, stopped me and ad-
justed the tie herself, giving it a little pat in conclusion.
To quote a certain famous line of Edgar Allan Poe,
“Only this and nothing more!”

Human society is a curious thing. There are few
things in social life which have an absolute value, apart
from their connections or associations, indeed, values
seem to be assessed almost entirely because of these same
relationships. Then, too, a thing has significance in one,
or both, of two ways—as a fact, and as a sign. As a fact
it may be of trifling importance, apparently, yet be tre-
mendous as a sign. For example, an eye trouble, in it-
self slight, may point to a serious affection of the kidneys;
the passing dizziness, which is not sufficient to check even
momentarily the man of business in his rush for wealth,
may suggest the high blood pressure which soon will
incapacitate him completely. And so we might go on in-

" definitely. The thing which as a fact of this present

hour is of the least importance, may be an indicium of the
supremest moment.

In certain phases of life it is not the act, but the mo-
tive behind it which determines whether or not it is
worthy of notice. The mere fact that her lover fails to
pick up her glove may be of minimum importance to a
young woman, for, after all, the effort required on her
own part to make up for his omission is negligible, but
if, for example, she realizes suddenly that this failure on
his part is due to his growing lack of interest in her, and
the consequent flagging of his hitherto eager attention to
her minutest concerns, then this defection, apparently
trifling, assumes a significance impossible to exaggerate.

Now for a lady to stop for one second and, in friendly
fashion, straighten a gentleman’s tie, seems to be a mat-
ter of the most trifling concern, but, as a matter of fact,
the social significance of such an act may be tremendous.
Who the lady is, and who the gentleman, makes a vast
difference, it seems. At any rate, in this particular case
I was made to realize that ladies who straighten gentle-
men’s ties do so at their own peril. I caught several sig-
nificant glances directed my way. One or two were ex-
pressive merely of amusement delicately tinged with
malice, but two were distinctly disapproving, and I won-
der if you can guess whence those two came. Well, one
was from Mary Hale, and the other from Caroline Rhodes.
Caroline’s face flushed visibly, and I was made acutely
conscious of the merest shadow of a sneer trembling
about the base of her very aristocratic little nose. A
sneer is one method of expressing emotion which is never
attractive, even in the prettiest woman. Did you ever
think of that? Since I was not the offending party, but
only the innocent “victim,” as I suppose the others would
call it, I went on my way serenely. But Caroline was
saucy all evening, and expended a good deal of sarcasm
on me whenever we were near enough to exchange re-
marks. All of which I took with my usual good nature.

But when the refreshments were served another turn
was given to the matter. We were pretty well bunched
together in one corner, Don Verney, Caroline, Lillian
Barton, Mrs. Morrow and two or three others, and the
talk was rather lively. After a few minutes it was ap-
parent—and I have noticed similar phenomena more than
once even in the case of the best-bred women—that Lil-
lian Barton seemed to be monopolizing the spotlight, so
to speak. She did not give anyone else a chance, and
she overrode any venturesome person who tried to say
a}n:ything. Did you ever see a good-looking woman do
that?

Well, it did not bother me a great deal, for I was busy
eating, anyway, and most men don't find it very hard
at such times to let someone else do the talking. Mrs.
Morrow tried to express herself about something, but
Miss Barton eliminated her, and then Verney put in a
word, but was quickly blanketed. Even uninterested as
I was at the moment, I soon seemed to become aware that
the lady had taken on that sort of bullying manner which
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society women know so well how to assume on occasion.
I stole a furtive look at the others, wondering if it affected
them as it did me. Mrs. Morrow looked irritated; Ver-
ney had that inscrutable smile he sometimes wears, though
he was to all outward appearances interested only in the
very satisfying things on his plate, but Caroline’s cheeks
were flushed, and the defiant set of her mouth was easily
to be noted. After a bit she took advantage of a very
momentary break in the other lady’s remarks to disagree
with something she said. The subject of the conversa-
tion I have forgotten. It does not matter, anyway. Miss
Barton tried to smother Caroline as she had done the
others, but it would not work, that little lady’s incisive
voice would be heard, and, for all she seems the very
embodiment of flighty frivolity, she has a good brain,
knows how to use it and knows how to express herself.
All the members of the Rhodes family talk very well,
and show the unmistakable marks of association with
their cultivated father. This time my friend Miss Barton
had caught a Tartar. She could not down Caroline, for
Caroline refused to be downed. Then she tried a trick
which shows how ruthless women—even nice women—
can be under certain conditions.

She commenced to talk about the play at the Schubert-
Belasco theatre, and drawing Mrs. Morrow into the con-
versation, discussed the desirability of getting up a thea-
tre party for the following week. Of course that left
Caroline with nothing to say, for, in the nature of things,
she could not be of that party. To a mere man the whole
thing was an exhibition of cruelty—and shall I say cow-
ardice >—but how many nice women I have seen do things
like that.

Of course I was not going to leave any friend in such
a defenseless position, so, apparently without observing
what the others were talking about, I drew Caroline into
a private conservation about Dr. Corey, and we left the
rest to their own devices. But Miss Barton, once started,
was not so easily stopped. She actually interrupted our
conversation long enough to ask Caroline if she would
not be one of their party at the Belasco the following
week. I braced myself for the shock of the answer, but
I need not have had any apprehension, for Caroline said,
in the most nonchalant manner in the world, and without
turning a hair, “No, thank you! I have two dances and
a card party for next week, and five nights at school.
That’s quite all I can manage, I guess. But there goes
the music, Godfather Dear, let’s make the most of it!”
And in another moment we were whirling away to the
strains of “Three O’clock in the Morning.”

_ The rest of the evening was uneventful. I had a nice

time. Everyone was very gracious to me, and particularly
my good friends. When we had our wraps on in the
lower hallway, waiting to take our leave, I asked Caro-
line if I might see her home. She thanked me very
prettily, but said she had. company.

“However,” she added, “I shall ask Will King if he
will mind your coming with us, for I think you need
someone to look after you, Godfather!”

And she looked at me as saucily as the proverbial
jay-bird.

So I walked home by myself, and mused more or less
idly on the eccentricities of women. As Caroline’s friend,
Dr. King, has a car, they beat me by a few minutes, and
he was just driving off as I reached the house. I found
Caroline warming herself—the night was quite bleak—
before the remains of a grate fire in the back parlor. She
removed her coat from the place beside her, and made
room for me. I thanked her, but declined the proffered
seat, on the ground that it was late, and I had better
turn in.

“You know you don’t go to sleep after a dance, and
you know you are going to read some of your old books.
You are not a good liar, Godfather!” She motioned me
again to the seat beside her and I capitulated, after hand-
ing her, at her request, the last big box of bonbons re-
ceived from Dr. Corey.

It was two o’clock, and the house was strangely still.
Caroline held out the open box to me, and, after I had

taken a piece, she selected one and commenced to nibble
at it daintily. I sat back in the extreme corner of the
davenport, and half turned so that I could look at her.
I don’t believe I ever realized before what a beautiful
girl she is. It's queer how things strike one sometimes
all in a heap, and produce a sensation which must be
akin to that of a blind man suddenly endowed with sight.
From the top of her shapely little head to the soles of
her incomparably pretty feet, she has all the unmistak-
able bodily marks of aristocracy. Of course we know
that the best, as well as the worst, blood of the South,
from the Lees, Washingtons, Pages and Randolphs of Vir-
ginia, to the Simon Legrees of the Red River cotton coun-
try, flows in our veins. Surely no one who has noted
carefully the types of manly and womanly beauty in our
race group can doubt it for a moment. Nor were all
the slaves brought from that terrible West Coast hewers
of wood and drawers of water, but there were captive
kings and chiefs and great warriors as well. As I watched
the play of the firelight on the lovely girl at the other
end of the big davenport, I could not help realizing that
here was no descendant of a peasant people. Anyone
with half an eye could discern race in every line of her
face and figure. That clean cut profile, with the master-
ful curve of that firm little chin, surely came from fore-
bears out of a ruling class. Those slim, but shapely
fingers, and those dainty, high-arched feet were not a
heritage from ancestors who worked with their hands
or walked barefoot over ploughed fields. In the yellow
light of the fire she might well be the proud lady of the
“big house.” Only the dusky velvet of her skin and the
warm richness of her pomegranate mouth, which to a dis-
cerning eye was the final and crowning touch of beauty,
betrayed the presence of the more ardent blood of the
tropics.

Suddenly she looked up, and caught me fairly in the
very act of regarding her dreamily. Did she blush, or was
it only the warm firelight playing over her cheek?

“Whatever are you staring at, Godfather? Is there
anything wrong with me?”
“Not one blessed thing, dear lady,” I said. “I was

just noting how many and how great are your physical
perfections.”

“Mercy on us, will you listen to the man rave! What
was it, think you, the salad?—or was there too big a
stick in the punch? Or could it be the candy? Have
another piece!”

And she held it so that I should either have to stretch
the length of the davenport to reach it, or move nearer.
I half arose from my place, reached over for the box,
and resumed my former seat. When I had selected what
I wanted, I placed the box midway between us. She
looked at me quickly, and gave a queer little laugh. Then
I asked her when Dr. Corey was coming back, and she
said either Thursday or Friday.

“Are you going to accept him?” I asked.

“What do you think I ought to do?” she queried, look-
ing at me again rather intently.

“I don’t believe a third person can answer a question
like that,” I countered, cautiously.

“Do you think he is too old for me?”

“Of course I do. But if you love him better than any-
one else in the world, other considerations might not mat-
ter. In fact, in my humble opinion, your feeling toward
him is about the only thing that does matter.”

. Shhe was silent for a moment, and then heaved a deep
sigh.

“Nobody wants to be just friends—except you, God-
father—and it's a dreadful nuisance!”

N T(l;en she arose slowly, smothering a yawn with her
and.

“It’s fearfully late, and T have to teach tomorrow. I'll
be a wrinkled old woman before I am thirty if I keep
this up.”

She picked up her coat and the box of candy, and came
over close to me, enveloping me in the delicate aura
of that exquisite perfume which seems to be part and
parcel of her.

(Continued on page 274)
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DUBIOUS DECORATION OF DR. DU BOIS

A GENTLE INQUIRY ANENT THE 1920 AWARD OF THE SPINGARN
MEDAL TO THE LEARNED PHILOSOPHER
By GEORGE S. SCHUYLER

SocraTEs: Tell me, Shakespeare, when does a failure becomes an achievement ?
Jou~ L. SurLivaN (interrupting): Obviously, when it receives a medal.

NaPoLEON (musing):

. . And they shot men like Lincoln!

—From Homer’s “Essay on Pclmanism.”

CHAPTER I
Of the Founding of the Pan-African Movement

The first Pan-African Conference was held on the 23rd,
24th and 25th of July, 1900, at Westminster Town Hall,
Westminster, S. W., London, Eng., under the auspices of
the Pan-African Association. According to the report of
the Pan-African Conference, which is now before me:

“The idea was conceived early in the year 1897 that
such a conference would be of immense benefit to the
question of the treatment of the natives, which was
then agitating the mind of Great Britain in conse-
quence of the Matabele and Bechuanaland Wars, the
compound system in vogue in the mining district of
South Africa, the existence of actual slavery in Pemba
and Zanzibar, the uprising of the natives in the hin-
terland of Sierra Leone, and the distress of the in-
habitants of the West Indies, consequent upon the
sugar crisis and the hurricane visitation. The pub-
lic’s attention for the first time in England was called
to the existence of the aforementioned condition in
South Africa principally by Mrs. A. V. Kinnlock,
a native lady, and Miss Colenso, and the work thus
begun was continued by the Hon. Secretary, Mr.
H. S. Williams. In the year 1898, he visited Birm-
ingham, Manchester, Liverpool, Edinburgh, Stirling,
Dundee, Glasgow, Belfast, Dublin, and numerous places
in the neighborhood of London, with the result that
a council of several representative members of the
race present in London was held, and an association
was formed with the objects: to encourage a feel-
ing of unity; to facilitate friendly intercourse among
Africans in general; to promote and protect the in-
terests of all subjects claiming African descent, wholly
or in part, in British Colonies and other places, es-
pecially in Africa, by circulating accurate informa-
tion on all subjects affecting their rights and privi-
leges as subjects of the British Empire and by direct
appeals to imperial and local governments.

“The spirit of the above objects was fully carried
out by appeals and memorials being sent to Her Maj-
esty’s Secretary of State for the Colonies, and the Ger-
man Emperor.”

The officers of the old Pan-African Association were :
The Right Rev. Bishop Alexander Walters, M.A,,
D.D., President; Rev. Henry B. Brown, Vice-Presi-
dent; Dr. R, J. Colenso, M.A., General Treasurer;
M. Benito Sylvain, General Delegate for Africa; H.
Sylvester Williams, Esq., General Secretary. The
Executive Committee consisted of: Hon. Henry F.
Downing, ex-U. S. A. Consul, Laonda; S. Coleridge
Taylor, Esq, A.RCM.; F. J. Loudin, Esq.; J. R.
Archer, Esq.; Mrs, Jane Cobden-Unwin; Mrs. Anna
J. Cooper, M.A.

At a meeting held at 139 Palace Chambers, London, on
November 19th, 1898, a circular was sent broadcast to
leading Negroes calling them to attend a Pan-African
Conference, “in order to take steps to influence public
opinion on existing proceedings and conditions affecting
the welfare of the natives in the various parts of the
world, viz.,, South Africa, West Africa, West Indies and
United States of America.” The Conference was held
at the date stated above and

“the conference merged the old association into the
Pan-African, which has been effectively organized with
constitution, laws and by-laws, also iave established
permanent headquarters in London at Room 416, 61
62 Chancery Lane, with a Bureau from which it hopes

to disseminate facts and statistics relating to the cir-
cumstances and conditions of members of the African
race wherever found.”” Conferences were to be held
every four years. The officers nominated and elected
at the conference were:

U. S. A—Vice-President, W. B. Du Bois, M.A.;
Secretary, T. J. Calloway, Esq.

Hayti—Vice-President, M. A. Fermin; Secretary,
Right Rev. Dr. Holly,

AByssiNia — Vice-President, M. Benito Sylvain,
(Aide-de-Camp to the Emperor Menelik of Abyssinia);
Secretary, Dr. A. K. Savage, M.R.C.P.

Liseria—Vice-President, Hon. F. E. R. Johnson;
Secretary, S. F. Dennis, Esq.

SoutH AfrricaA—Natal—Vice-President, Edwin Kin-
lock, Esq.

West ArricA—Sierra Leone—Vice-President, J. A.
Williams, Esq., J.P.; Secretary, M. Lewis, Esq. Labos
ﬁVice-President, J. Oyonba Payne; Secretary, N. W.

olm.

GoLp Coast—(Not represented).

BriTisH  WEsT INDIES — Jamaica—Vice-President,
Hon. H. R. Cargill. Trinidad—(Not represented).

Canada, Orange River Colony and Transvaal were
not represented. Countries not represented were to
have officers selected later.

CHAPTER II

Of the Resurrection of the Pan-African Movement in
Later Years

In the Crisis for January, 1919, the first gun was fired
to build up in the minds of the public the myth that Du
Bois was responsible for fostering the idea of a Pan-
African Movement and organizing the first meeting. We
are told in that issue that, “The first step toward ascer-
taining the desires, aspirations and grievances of these
people should be the calling together of a Pan-African
Congress to meet in Paris during the sessions of the
Peace Conference.” And again, in the same number:
“The N. A. A. C. P. has under way plans for a Pan-
African Congress to be held in Paris this winter.” On
December 1st, 1918, Dr. Du Bois sailed on the Orizaba
“to summon the Pan-African Congress.” We learn fur-
ther from the same number of the Crisis that a meeting
is to be held at Carnegie Hall which “will institute the
Pan-African Movement in the United States.”

In the February 1919 number of the Crisis, in an article
entitled: “Africa and the World Democracy,” we learn
that the above meeting was held on January 6, 1919,
under the auspices of the N. A. A. C. P. with' John R.
Shillady, then the Secretary, presiding. All the comment
in the Crisis is calculated to give the reader the im-
pression that the idea of a Pan-African movement is
the brain child of W. E. B. Du Bois. If he claims it
as such, then it is a bastard, because H. Sylvester Wil-
liams was really the man who founded the Pan-African
movement and called the first conference. What Du Bois
has done is to obscure the fact that. such.an. organization
ever existed ; change the name from Pan-African Associa-
tion to Pan-African Congress, and garner the glory.

The first meeting of the Pan-African Congress was
held in February, 1919, at Paris; the second, with three

(Concluded on page 262)
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conventions in 1921, at London. Brussels and Paris: the
third in 1923 in London and Lishon. In the April, 1919
number of The Crisis. the eminent editor is spoken of as
“founder and Secretary of the first Pan-Atrican Con-
gress.” There is nothing anywhere in The Crisis to lead
the reader to helieve that Du Bois is not the originator
of the idea. It is obvious that there is not much dis-
tinction in filching the idea of someone else and palming
it off under another name to an unsuspecting world.

It is well to note that Mr. H. Sylvester Williams lec-
tured on the Pan-African movement in the United States
and the West Indies about the year 1901. So the state-
ment in The Crisis about instituting the Pan-African move-
ment in the United States is rather tardy to say the least.
Lastly, why has the good editor quietly abstained from
mentioning the pioneer organization of which he was
representative in America? Would that have cribbed his
chances of making a place for himself with the anacmic
Pan-African Congress?

CHAPTER 111
Of the Coming of 1920 and 1What Happened Then

Came the year 1920—as vears are wont to do—and there
was a great excitement within the sacred confines of 70
Fifth Avenue. Hearts were gay and lilting song and
laughter resounded through carpeted offices where sleek
officials reclined in swivel chairs surrounded by attentive
secretaries and stenographers. And the cause of this
happiness and rejoicing? The sixth award of the Spin-
garn Medal—awarded annually for the highest achieve-
ment of an American Negro—had gone to the King of
Kings, William FE. Burghardt Du Bois, noted author,
famed editor of “The Crisis,” intellectual Grand Lama
of Aframerica and coiner of that militant wartime slogan:
“(lose Ranks. Let us forget our grievances,” the mili-
tary phraseology of which is not difficult to understand
when it is remembered that Darkwater was then strug-
gling, hat-in-hand. for a captaincy in the Jazz (National)
Army. According to a leaflet on the subject issued by
the N. A. A. C. P., the medal was “Presented June 1,
1920, on the Campus of Atlanta University,” and
“Arwarded for the founding and calling together of the
Pan-African Congress.”

Obviously, the medal should have bheen “awarded for
the resurrection of the Pan-African Association, chang-
ing the name and calling another mecting.” For it is
noteworthy that the good Dr. Du Bois was a delegate
to the Pan-African, Conference (hence not conceivably
ignorant of it), was one of the signers of the “general
appeal to the nations of the world,” and was elected
Vice-President for the U. S. A. In fact, the learned
leader was so interested in the success of this first effort
to unite the thinking Negroes of the world that he con-
tributed the tremendous sum of ten shillings toward the
expenses of the Conference.

CHAPTER 1V

Of Divers Thoughts, Queries and Conclusions on the
Forcgoing

So much for the question relative to the credit for found-
ing and calling of the first conference or congress. It
is quite clear that to the Right Rev. Dr. W. E. B. Du
Bois, Bishop of the Aframerican Literati, the credit does
not belong. And of what value was this resurrected Pan-
African movement for which Du Bois was tendered the
Spingarn Medal? Does it compare or has it ever com-
pared to the Socialist, Communist or Anarchist Inter-
nationales in regard to democratic representation of dif-
ferent groups of Negroes? Not at all. It is merely a
group of hand-picked delegates selected and invited by
Dr. Du Bois; mostly job holders under imperialist gov-
ernments, tourists, white liberals and such fry. The last
“Congress” was a worst frost than the “first” one in
1919, “delegates” heing such representative Africans as

Ramsay MacDonald, H. G. Wells and E. D. Morel. etc.,
Du Bois himself representing the entire Negro population
of the western hemisphere. This so-called organization
has had no influence on the thinking Negroes anywhere
and the Negro masses know nothing of it. Why not
give the Spingarn Medal to Garvey, also. His “interna-
tional” organization was just as international as that of
Dr. Du Bois, and probably more so. )

It was no “achievement™ to call together a group of
white and black liberals already cooling their heels on the
outskirts of the Peace Conference. It zould have heen
an achievement to have built up an effective organization
that would have attracted the attention of the entire world.

Now, lastly, why hasn't the Spingarn Medal gone to
Robert "Singlestack™ Abbot or Robert “Rusty™ Moton?
Surely, the work Abbot has done through his Chicago
Dcfender to persuade the dark brethren to get out of the
South and come North is worthy of a medal. .\nd the
masterly achievement of “Major™ Moton in hounding
millions of dollars out of the white .\merican plutocracy
merits the attention of the Committee on Awards. Must
such men as these become officials of the N. A. A. C. P.
before being awarded the coveted medal? Must other
worthy Aframerican achievers wait until the medal awards
have gone the rounds of the immaculately dressed staff
of canvasback duck eaters? According to the conditions
of the award, "It is intended primarily that the medal
shall be for the highest achievement in the preceding
vear, but if no achievement in any one year seems to merit
it, the Committee may award it for work achieved in
preceding years.” Why hasn’t Handy received it? Or
Marcus Garvey (for his production of laughter)? Or
Harry Pace? Or S. W. Rutherford? Or Florence Mills?
Or C. C. Spaulding? Or C. F. Richardson (brave editor
of the Houston Informer—a thorn in the side of the
Texas crackers)? Or Paul Robeson? Or Harry Wills
(for beating Firpo)? What about De Hart Hubbard?
Well, why not any of the above? Doesn't the paragraph
on conditions tell us that “the choice is not limited to
any one field, whether of intellectual, spiritual. physical,
scientific, artistic, commercial, educational, or other en-
deavor”? Alright now!

If Du Bois could get it for his Pan-African Congress,
why can’t Kelly Miller get it for his defunct Sanhedrin?
Or Cyril Briggs for his deceased African Blood Brother-
hood (in which there were no Africans) ? Come to think
of it, they all have (or had) about the same membership
and influence on the trend of events.

Temperament

Festus, put dat lantun out!
De moon am shinin’ bright

Wid a glow whut puts dat thing to route
On sich a pow’ful night.

Git out yo’ banjo, black hoy—
An’ strum a lively chune;
'Case 1 feels lit up wid joy—
Kinder crazy—Ilike a lune!

Don’ nced no partnah, thanks.
All by myself, I'll gig—
Jest got to cut dese pranks
When de moon am roun’ an’ big.

Pick 'at banjo! Sing ’at song!
Uhmmm—how good 1 feels!

(Is T bad, Lawd, is I wrong
To git moonlight in my heels?)

Fun time am up, de moon am hid.
Light de lantun, Festus.

Ob dat banjo, we mus’ git rid:
Let us pray—Lawd rest us!

By Maupe I. OweNs.
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By GEORGE S. SCHUYLER and THEOPHILUS LEWIS

Now that it can be told even in the
pages of the New York Herald-Tribune,
Major General Robert Lee Bullard, who
writes his sociological theories as gla-
morously as a military man would re-
late his adventures of war, adds the story
of the failure of the 92d Division to the
other marvelous failures of the Big War.
1 employ the word marvelous advisedly,
for it is obviously nothing less than that
for a War Department to take such
soldier material as Sergeant Butler and
Needham Roberts were made of and
work it up in a military failure. How-
ever, as General Bullard says, the thing
was accomplished.

I digress here to disagree with General
Bullard on the question of racial courage.
Even though General Bullard is not very
well read in military matters, he is suffi-
ciently well informed in sociology to
know that modern thinkers generally
hold that human courage and cowardice
are pretty constant the world over. That
is to say if you give a Swede or a
Kaffir a rifle with a bayonet on the end
of it and make him think his enemy
wants to kill him, he will, as a matter
of self preservation charge his enemy in-
stead of turning around to run so his an-
tagonist can brain him from behind. If
black soldiers were deficient in the in-
stinct which makes men act that way the
various French generals and commis-
sions who showered encomiums, medals,
ribbons, crosses and what not on them
were terrible liars.

On second thought, it occurs to me
that perhaps I ought to defer to General
Bullard's opinion. Perhaps he under-
stands what courage is even better than
the aforementioned French commissions.
Courage, as I suppose General Bullard
uses the term, means to be willing to
face danger or death. General Bullard
hails from Alabama, and down there
white men face death almost daily. In-
deed, it is nothing at all for two or three
hundred of them to ride out to the cer-
tain death of some obstreperous Negro.
On the other hand, the Negro down there
seldom has an opportunity to face any-
body’s death but his own. That kind of
experience, of course, doesn’t profit you
anything.

Even if the Negro comes out of the
encounter with his life, as he sometimes
does, he will ever after have a perverted
sense of courageous conduct. For in-
stance, he will probably be obsessed with
a Needham Roberts complex ; that is, the
belief that bravery means the willingness
to fight a superior body of armed ene-
mies, whereas the Alabama meaning of
bravery is to have a crowd behind you
even before risking an assault on a crip-
pled bellhop.

As a close student of sociology, Gen-
eral Bullard knows that the Alabama
idea of courage is the prevailing idea of
Christendom ; hence the occidental pref-
erence of the machine gun which can
pump twelve bullets into a man before

he can fall to the spear or sword which
makes the result of a fight depend on
stamina and strength. Viewed from this
angle it becomes clear that General Bul-
lard did not intend to disparage colored
soldiers when he said the 92d Division
was a failure. It was just his way of
felicitating the Negro on his ability to
assimilate American civilization,

* * X

The Right to Laugh: Like so many
of our rights in this post-war democracy,
the right to laugh is greatly restricted.
Indeed, it has always been restricted.
We are only supposed to see amusement
in certain stereotyped incidents and
conduct. The essence of humor lies in
the contrast between our’s and the other
fellow’s position, with the advantage, of
course, on our side. But society only
suffers us to laugh at certain such in-
cidents; at other times it frowns upon
the indulgence of levity and calls us
cynics and other supposedly uncompli-
mentary names. It is only the lower
forms of humor on which society calmly
allows us to bestow a guffaw. One can
laugh at the violent impact of a portly
posterior on an icy pavement, the crush-

ing of a derby hat or the squashing of a’

lemon meringue pie on some -citizen's
physiognomy, but to laugh at an under-
taker’s funeral, a marriage, or the anni-
hilation of a battalion of wage slaves
fighting to make the world safe for de-
mocracy, is sufficient to bring down upon
our heads an avalanche of curses and
calumnies, We may smile broadly at the
incantations of a Buddhist but not those
of a Baptist. We may chuckle at the
fetish worship of an African but we
must maintain a straight face at the flag
worship of an American. Laugh freely
if you will at the drolleries of Will Rog-
ers but preserve a solemn mien in the
face of a speech by Cal Coolidge. We
may even grin at the idea of Prohibition
but beware how you treat the idea of
progress. Laughter is always permissible
when discussing the rain-making efforts
of a primitive medicine man in Kenya,
but beware when you chuckle at the same
activities of clergvmen in Kansas.

®x X %

In Memoriam: Five long years have
passed since the Edict of Volstead went
into effect. Much good and bad confis-
cated liquor and lager have flowed under
the bridges of this land of freedom and
down the throats of plutocrats, politicians
and Prohibition Enforcement officers
since that dark day. There has been
ample time for reflection. Glancing down
the retrospect of time, many an old soak
wags his head and murmurs:

Of all sad words of tongue or pen
T};;:: saddest are these: “It might have
en.”

Where, oh _where, are those brightly
lighted, mirrored, mahogany-paneled,

brass-railed dispensaries that commanded
every street intersection where now
stands a United Cigar Store or a Child’s
Restaurant? Where are the genial,
white-coated diplomats and confessors
who, with a friendly nod here and a
jovial word there, ladled out

“The grape that can with logic absolute

Thfe Two-and-Seventy jarring sects con-
ute

T_he'sovereign alchemist that in a trice

Life's leaden metal into gold transmute.”

Where are those great “schooners” and
steins of amber fluid crowned with
snowy foam that slid so smoothly down
the polished oaken bar into the eager
clutches of thirsty bum, banker and
bricklayer?

Where, we ask, are the “family en-
trances” where neighborhood chums and
gossips shared the latest morsels of
scandal over the glasses of Budweiser,
Burgundy, Black and White, Benedictine,
Bronx Cocktail or Baltimore Rye (we
know it makes your mouth water) ? And
what has become of that former national
sport, “Rushing the Growler.” that en-
livened so many games of Whist, Five
Up, Pinochle and Pitch?

Where, we inquire, are the glittering
rows of glasses of all sorts and shapes
that were piled high against the great
expanse of mirror with its colorful
scenes done in Bon Ami? Oh, those
artists of yesteryear!

Where, again we tearfully demand, is
the good, heavy dark Bock that formerly
ushered in the fires of Spring? Or the
serried ranks of FREE ham sandwiches,
pig's knuckles, sauerkraut, dill pickles,
frankfurters, bologna and pretzels ?

And the echo answers: “Where”?

Well, here and there an old-time oasis
holds on, furtively dispensing dubious
liquids while a lookout peers up and
down the thoroughfare for alert and
thirsty officials. They are few and far
between. They have fallen upon evil
days. One by one they sadly close their
swinging doors (long since furnished
with bolts and bars) and the next thing
we know a soda fountain has taken the
place of some former poor man’'s club—
the last vestige of democracy in these
United States.

Oh, well! Every cloud has a silver
lining. We still have the Y. M. C. A.
and the movies. And of course we have
less crime, less divorces, less poverty,
and in fact, less everything. At least
that is what the Prohibitionists promised
would be the result if the eighteenth
“Commandment” (“Thou Shalt Not
Drink”) was passed.

And the Germans and Austrians, sit-
ting in their beer gardens and wine
rooms with heavily laden waiters scurry-
ing to and fro while the orchestras dis-
pense soft music, gently put the question :
“Who won the war”?
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tvros most of whom are making their
first appearance in a theatre.  In “Cape
Smoke,” Mr. Corbie took a sundry lot
of squeals, grunts, wails and gestures and
welded them into a tone poem which re-
duced the white actors in the play to a
versimilitude of the marionettes of a
Punch and Judy show. Quite unexpect-
edly and, according to an announcement,
with only one day to study the lines, Mr.
Corbie was called on to take the place
of Mr, Lakeland Butler who was orig-
inally cast as the property holder in “The
Rider of Dreams.”

When [ first saw “The Rider of
Dreams™ the original company had been
playing it several weeks in the Garrick
Theatre.  They had lost every vestige
of stage embarrassment and each plaver
had mastered his ljnes and business thor-
oughly,  Still, I remember nothing in
that performance which bettered the al-
most off hand performance of Mr. Cor-
hie when he appeared in the N. E. A, T.
revival of the play.

As the first step toward the establish-
ment of a Negro theatre must be the
organization of a body of competent ac-
tors the appearance of Mr. Corbie so
close on the heels of Mr. Robeson is an
auspicious sign. Really, something must
be done to keep him from degenerating
into a successful real estate dealer.

The Year

Two colored revues appeared in the
white light district last season. In “The
Chocolate  Dandies™ Sissle and Blake
presented a refined and colorful revue,
while Lew Leslie went to greater pains
to concoct the garish and vulgar "Dixie
to Broadway.” Both shows remained
on Broadway long enough to pay.

Of more mmportance than both shows
put together was Mr. Eugene Corbie’s ap-
pearance in “Cape Smoke”; that is, if
you exclude the passionately humorous
way Florence Mills sang “I'm a Little
Blackbird” in “Dixie to Broadway.”

In Harlem nothing of significance has
occurred except the two dramatic per-
formances and two recitals of the N. E.
A. T. While the N. E. A, T. deserves
credit for what it has done, it has not
done enough. My hope for next season
1s that it present at least two programs
a month,

The appearance of Negro plays will
make the sclection vehicles somewhat
easier than I fancy it has been so far.
Miss Hurston's one act drama, which
won the Opportunity prize, and Mr.
Schuyler’s ripping farce satire “The Yel-
low Peril,” are alrcady available. And
Miss Hurston is working like a Trojan
«fml other plays. The future looks hope-
ul.

Extra-Theatrical

My friend, Mr. T. Millard Henry,
prohably knows more about the technique
of poetry than any other Negro in
America. At the same time he probably
knows less about its spirit and content
than the average Methodist preacher
knows about the spirit of Christ; that is.
if it is possible to know less than noth-
ing. With this in view I want to get out
from under Mr. Henry's blanket phrase
“we, of THE MESSENGER,” employed in an
article in which he disparaged Langston
Hughes’ prize winning poem “The Weary
Blues.” I speak for myself only. If
I had been a committce of one author-
ized to select the best poem of those so
far published I would have selected the
same “"Weary Blues,” for this poem, like
most of the work of Langston Hughes
and Countee Cullen, expresses the grow-
ing revolt of Dhlack folks against the
God of Plymouth Rock and the U. S.
Steel Corporation. The man who stays
up all night shuffling his feet to the
tune of the Weary Blues isn't going
to go to work in a Ford factory the
next day. Atta boy, Langston'

Next Month: The Fraternal Number,
Don’t Miss It! 25c¢ a Copy.

New Books

Lisekia axp Her PropLe: Opportunities
She Offers to Enterprising Negroes
and Userul Hints to Prospective Emi-
grants. By Hexgy IFRaxcis Dows-
ixG.  With introduction by Heywood
Broun. Published by the New York
Age, 230 West 135th  Street. New
York. N. Y. Price 75c.

Ever hear of Henry F. Downing?
Well, this erect, stalwart, snowy-haired

colored man has had a remarkable
career.  Very early he went out to
Africa, visited Liberia and numerous

other sections of the Dark Continent,
lived in the “bush™ as a native for over
three years, later became U, S. Consul at
St. Paul de Loanda, and finally moved
to England where, as a dramatic critic
and playwright, he was well known and
received in the highest social circles. Mr,
Downing has been over here for four or
five years, during which time he has
written several first-rate playvs, articles
and short stories. He is undoubtedly our
foremost Negro dramatist—yet we hear
little of him,

With the cver increasing interest in
the little black republic on the West
Coast of Africa, such a monograph as
“Liberia and Her People” was a neces-
sitv. There has been more misinforma-
tion than information about the coun-
try. Little of merit has been written to
show the actual conditions existing
there; Americo-Liberians, aboriginies,
history, natural resources, social condi-
tions, etc. Neither Sir Harry Johnston,
Benjamin Brawley or W. E. B. DuBois
were as well equipped to handle the sub-
ject as Mr. Downing who has hunted,
lived and explored in every part of the
republic: fought on the field of bhattle
to preserve its unity; and was instru-
mental in negotiating its first foreign
loan. The slender book of only a few
pages is packed with all sorts of neces-
sary information about the little republic.
It is just the sort of book needed by

people who are for any reason interested
in that far-off state founded by liberated
American Negroes,

ANp WHo Is My NecHror: An Out-
line for the Study of Race Relations
in America. Published by The In-
quiry, 129 E. 52nd Street, N. Y. Dis-
tributed by the Association Press,
New York. 228 pages. Price $1.00.

Wherever peoples of different colors,
creeds or nationalities live side by side
in the same country, same districts and
same communities, there the social prob-
lem is generally aggravated and compli-
cated. This was true in the old Austro-
Hungarian Empire. medieval Spain, and
today in India, Kenya, Palestine, South
Africa, Liberia, the British West Indies,
and our own United States of Wall
Street. A bewildering array of misun-
derstandings and civic, economic, educa-
tional and social handicaps arise.

This valuable book presents the study
of race relations in a unique manner by
relating a large number of true experi-
ences dealing with every phase of the
problem of race relations and then putting
questions to the reader. A more effec-
tive method could hardly be devised.
Each reader will feel that he is having
his prejudices examined and criticized—
and criticism is always good, that is to
say, valuable.

Most Negroes are so busy shouting
about the white people’s prepudice against
them that they forget how prejudiced
they are. [ continually find Negroes
whose attitude toward Greeks. Italians,
Japanese, Chinese, Russians, Hindus and
other peoples, are no different from
those held by Imperial Wizard Evans. In
fact, there are few people in this country
who haven’t got a little prejudice of this
sort hidden away in some corner of their
unconsciousness. Such a hook is there-
fore needed, and I hope it will get in
the hands of the Northern Negroes who
are prejudiced against the Southern ones,

and vice versa: the American Negroes
who are prejudiced against foreign-boru
Negroes, and vice versa; and especially
be obtained by that increasing group of
segregationists within our race, from
Kelly Miller to Marcus Garvey., whost
work is doing so much to perpctuate the
state of affairs this book is trying to
destroy. )
GEORGE S. SCHUVYLER.

“I'ree SPEECH 1N 1924, by The Amer-
ican Civil Liberties Union—100 Fifth
Ave., New York. “15th (1924) An-
nual Report” of the N.AA.C.P. o9
Fifth Ave, New York.

When the free historians of the future
come to chronicle the story of our time
they will ind material of priceless value
in the records of those minority organi-
zations in this country, which today are
fighting for those elementary human
rights considered as inseparable from
democracy : such as, freedom of specch
and assemblage, the right of cvery man
to a fair trial, etc. Two of these organi-
zations have issued accounts of their
stewardships for the year 1924; they are
the Civil Liberties Union and the
N. A . A.C P

These organizations together, spent
almost $100,000 cndeavoring to keep the
lamp of liberty even dimly burning in
the United States. The Union reports
a diminution in acts of tyranny It
handled only 316 cases during 1924, as
against 1,160 in 1922. “The absence ot
any industrial conflicts of any import-
ance” is the reason given for this decline
in attacks on civil liberties. No one,
familiar with the reclationship between
“rights” and the class struggle in
present day society will fail to realize
the soundness of the Union’s observation.

“Rights,” civil, political or otherwise
are fine ideals toward which to harness
the hopes of men; but whether they are

(Continued on page 273)
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Children’s Hour
(Concluded from page 267)

door and pocketing the key, had strode outside to the
shady gallery and reclining in a cushioned chair, had slept
fitfully, while he surveyed the road under his broad
brimmed hat, for possible pursuers. The sun had passed
its noon day mark, when they rode out again.

Late in the afternoon they were halted by a little band
of roughly dressed horsemen. who had ridden suddenly
from a bypath of the mountain road.

“Where's your papers for this woman?” the leader de-
manded. It was obvious that he had intended to apply a
wantonly disrespectful term to Aunt Marcia, but Uncle
Alex, with stony stare, had curbed his lips, and so he con-
tented himself with a contemptuous spit of tobacco juice at
her horse. Uncle Alex was bewildered for a moment. He
had no papers to show, and to say that they were both
colored and a married couple would only entail more
questioning and perhaps arrest until their identity could
be proven. And who could prove them themselves except
those envious whites back in the town they had ridden
so hastily away from? While these thoughts raced
through his mind, Marcia was busy at the saddle pack.
tugging at the leather wallet. Now she was plucking at
his arm and holding something meekly towards him. But
her meek manner was belied by the mischievous glint in
her eyes as she faced him for a moment, then demurely
took her place in the background. In his hand, she had
placed the bill of sale for starfather horse, which Uncle
Alex had purchased from a Frenchman who was travel-
ling westward and whom he had met at Memphis. Because
Uncle Alex spoke French, the Frenchman had made the
bill of sale out in French, and there it was in dashing
chirography and unintelligible language to these “hill bil-
lies,” but undeniably a bill of sale, with seal and stamp.

There was nothing to do, but pass it from hand to
hand, and return it to Uncle Alex and turn back into the
glen from which they came, so the questioners acted ac-

cordingly. The voung couple rode slowly away. hoth a
bit tremulous with laughter and relief at having so easily
carried out the ruse. Uncle Alex was greatly troubled
and remorseful at having to brand Aunt Marcia as his
slave, but she took it as a huge joke, and amused herselt.
practising speeches and mannerisms which she thought a
slave accompanying her master on a long journey might
use.

In Kentucky and the rolling Blue grass region, they
rode. It was dusk again, and they were discussing
whether they should stop for awhile to rest the horses.
or to keep on, when Marcia's keen ear heard a sound
which robbed her face of its accustomed bloom.

"Hounds., dearest!” Her voice trembled * * *

(70 be continued)

Song Should Be Our Light

Birdnotes fly as light as air;

Light in love, perchance, and care.
Human songs should wring from words,—
Chafing them, since men aren’t birds.
Poets so should master arts

That they can revive our hearts.

Every song should something hold

That refines the reader’s gold.

Song means more than airy breath;

Song means heart for life, for death.

Tuomas Munearn Hexry.

TAKE DR. SIEGERT'S

ANGOSTURA BITTERS

TO AID DIGESTION—Same formula 1824—1924
Recommended by Physicians
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THE SUPREME LIFE and
CASUALTY COMPANY
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realizable in a society torn asunder by
conflicting economic interests, is, to say
the least, doubtful. One item which ap-
pears on the program of the Union
to be acted upon in 1925 should be of
tremendous interest to Negroes in gen-
eral and to Virgin Islanders in particu-
lar. The resources of the Union are
here pledged in the fight to win citizen-
ship status for the natives of these
Islands. In this, if in no other task, the
organization ought to receive the full
support of every native of the Virgin
Islands.

The N.A.A.C.P.s report is a more
voluminous and pretentious document
than is the Union’s. Unlike the latter,
the Association does not deal with cases
involving civil liberties only, but it delves
deep into the matter of the Negro's re-
lationship with the rest of America; its
fight is waged against lynchings, segre-
gation, educational discrimination, peon-
age etc. A great portion of its efforts
as well as its resources were spent in
combatting mob-rule and legal lynch-
ings. It is a curious fact that, no other
nation is as loud in its boast of bgjng
“the land of freedom” as is the United
States, yet, none other can show ex-
amples of such widespread injustice, in-
tolerance and general barbarity as can
the nation which in 1776 declared among
other things “that all men were entitled
to life, liberty and the pursuit of happi-
ness.”

Among the activities of the Associa-
tion is listed a splendid resolution to the
American Federation of Labor dealing
with Negro labor. One cannot refrain
from expressing the hope that the
N.A.A.C.P. will direct more of its at-
tention along the lines of Negro labor,
and Negro labor’s relations to white
labor ; for in this direction it enters upon
the most important phase of Negro life.
This kind of work will do more to speed
the day of an intelligent understanding
between white and black America which
will rebound to their mutual advantage.

One need not he a scientist or a pro-
phet to realize that the successful out-
come of the Negro’s fight for social
justice, rests in the lap of labor; the
battle for political, educational and in-
dustrial freedom will be more than half
won when both Negro and white labor
join hands to secure their economic
emancipation. )

The Association is doing splendid
work, which is entitled to our support;
its report is an encouraging one in the
main and we hope to see the day when
the organization will throw its support
to those groups on the political ficld in
America which stand for industrial as
well as political democracy, for the
latter without the former is impossiblec.

Frank R. CrosswaiTh.

“THE NEGRO 1N SOUTH CAROLINA DURING
THE RECONSTRUCTION,” by A. A, Tay-
lor, Published by The Association for
the Study of Negro Life and History,
Washington, D. C. Price, $2.15.

That indefatigable propagandist for
white supremacy—the Southern cracker—
finds another very effectual barrier to his
procession of lies and calumnies in this
informative and interesting volume.
Ever since the Civil war, ex-Confeder-

ate colonels, job-hunting politicians and
the scions of former slaveholders have
religiously spread falsehoods about the
Reconstruction and the results of giving
the dark brother his political rights.
The myths thus circulated have by con-
stant repetition become enshrined as
eternal verities. Here and there a few
scattering shots have been fired in the
interest of truth by unprejudiced obser-
vers, but it has remained for Mr. Taylor
to lay down the first great barrage
that effectually demolishes the enemy's
trenches in the sector of South Carolina.
It is to be a rolling barrage, too, for the
Association for the Study of Negro Life
and History has commissioned Mr.
Taylor to ferret out the facts and obliter-
ate the falsehoods about Reconstruction
in several other Southern states.

We find by reading this work that de-
spite the opposition and obstruction of
the unreconstructed whites, the record
of the Negro in South Carolina during
the quarter century following the aboli-
tion of slavery is one of which any
group in similar circumstances could
well be proud. In the field of educa-
tion, religion, politics and in home build-
ing. the newly emancipated slave ac-
quitted himself nobly, assisted it is true,
by philanthropic whites, largely of the
North. The corruption and extravag-
ance attributed to the Negro politicians
in the state legislature was largely non-
existent and where these evils did
exist the whites in the governing body
(who were in the majority) were mostly
responsible. As a matter of fact the
student of American political history has
never heen much moved by these stories,
realizing as he does that theft, corrup-
tion, fraud and swindle have always
been a part of American political prac-
tice in every state and the District of
Columbia.

Here is a valuable hook for the Negro
student and truth seeker.

GEORGE S. SCHUYLER,

World Workers’ Education

Embodying report of the Second
International Conference on Workers'
Education held at Oxford, from August
15th to 17th, 1924, Published by the
International Federation of Trade
Unions. Price 50 cents. Obtainable
from the Rand Book Store, 7 East 15th
Street, New York, and from all book-
sellers.

This booklet contains a full report
of the sessions of the Conference, to-
gether with the special addresses on
various aspects of Workers' Education
delivered at the Conference, photo of
delegates. It also contains a sum-
marized report on the activities of the
bodies engaged in workers' education in
Austria. Belgium, Czechoslovakia, Den-
mark, Finland, France, Germany, Great
Britain, Holland, Italy, Luxemburg,
Palestine, Poland. Russia, Sweden,
Switzerland, and the United States,
together with a list of names and ad-
dresses of workers' educational bodies
in these countries and others which
did not send in reports. The book is
therefore not only interesting reading,
but also forms a hand-book to the
Workers’ Education Movement, such
as has never hitherto appeared, and it
is a convincing proof of the ever-in-
creasing importance in all countries of
the educational side of the Trade
Union Movement.

-the farm of Roger

Mutual Aid League Expands
Internationally

By EstHer LowkLL, Federated Press.

New York—FP) —The League
For Mutual Aid, a workers’ organiza-
tion well-named, is now extending its
usefulness internationally. As a result
of its most recent organization campaign
its membership is now 684, but the
League’s immediate goal is 1000. In Eng-
land, France, Germany, Italy, Mexico,
Canada, China and 26 of these United
States the League has members.

Filling a job a day is one of the
League’s records: supplying members
with temporary and permanent work.
All sorts of jobs are secured, depending
upon the member’s fitness and needs.
One man has a pleasant job sleeping on
a barge, another tends a city garden
during the summer, and many others
hold office jobs, clerical positions, stenog-
raphic jobs, camp jobs for summer, social
work positions, nursing jobs, teaching
positions and big executive jobs, thanks
to the busy secretary of the League.
Ruth Albert is present secretary.

The League is helping 57 members
with loans, guaranteed by other mem-
bers. The League loan plan allows easy
repayment without intcrest. Members
are assisted in finding and renting apart-
ments or rooms and enjoy the monthly
dances, occasional dinners and theatre
parties and other social gatherings
given by the League. A big picnic 1s
planned for the summer to be held on
N. Baldwin and
Madeleine Z. Doty in Jersey. The League
has the use of 15 acres of the Mt.
Airy camp site near Peekskill, N, Y.,
property of the Mohegan Colony, where
members may pitch their tents.

Out-of-town service for members is
being aided by Roger Baldwin, director
American Civil Liberties Union, who has
been succeeded as chairman of the execu-
tive board of the League by Charles W.
Ervin, on the staff of Advance, organ of
the Amalgamated Clothing Workers
Union. Co-operation of all members in
reporting any jobs available, wherever
they may be, is welcomed by the League
secretary.

Elizabeth Gurley Flynn is vice-chair-
man of the League executive commit-
tee, Leroy Peterson is treasurer; Dr.
Allen Carpenter, L. S. Chumley of the
Amalgamated Food Workers Union,
Amna N. Davis, Solon DeLeon of the
annual Labor Year Book, Madeleine Z.
Doty, Anna Dubrowitz, M. Eleanor Fitz-
gerald, Paxton Hibbon, Harry Kelly,
Ellen A. Kennan who teaches in the New
York Women's Trade Union League
School, Joshua Lieberman, Jacob S. Po-
iofsky of the Amalgamated Clothing
Workers Union and Marguerite Tucker
are the other members of the executive
vommittee. The League for Mutual Aid
office is at 70 Fifth Ave., New York,
and is always open for inspection and
questions regarding the League's work.

My Love
(Dedicated to “ONE™)

In the recess of my heart,
There is a Love;

A golden thing, apart.
From Heaven above!

Unsullied by a thought,
Unblemished, fair!

To live, because it ought,
Forever there!

By ANN LAWRENCE.
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ifipossible dreams such as are advocated by the
Communists. No labor movement in America
among white or black workers can solve the indus-
trial problems of the American workers, white or
black, whose seat of control is outside of the coun-
try. This ought to be too obvious to require argu-
ment. The Communist movement in America is a
menace to the American labor movement. It is a
menace to the Negro workers. While healthy, in-
telligent, constructive criticism is valuable and
necessary to the American labor movement, criti-
cism which starts from the premise that the existing
organized labor movement should be disrupted and
destroyed must be resolutely opposed. This has
been ably done by Abram Cahan, Vladeck of the
Jewish Daily Forward; Geleibeter and Baskin,
President and Secretary, respectively, of the Work-
men’s Circle; Sigman and Baroff, of the Interna-
tional Ladies’ Garment Workers; Kaufman and
Wieneiss, of the Furriers; Hillman and Schloss-
berg, of the Amalgamated Clothing Workers, etc.
It ought to be patent now that the social history
and psychology of the American workers will not
yield to Communists’ methods and tactics. Thus
instead of advancing, the Communists have set back
and retarded the cause of labor in America. If
such is true of the white worker it is as equally
true of the Negro worker.

Not In Dixie

The Chicago Daily News publishes the picture of the
infant class at the Woburm (Mass.) Health Clinic,
where the best methods of baby nurture are taught
to mothers. There are ten babies in the group. In the
center, number six in the row, is an apparently full-
blood, little black tot.

Obviously, Woburn (Mass.) regards its duty to
keep all its children educated, healthy and happy.

Now, when will Dixie get this conception of en-
lightened selfishness ?

The New York Times, with “All the News That’s
Fit to Print,” so-styled, publishes this interesting news :

Colored Boy President of Class After Bitter Voting

New York, April 29.—[Special]—A 17-year-
old Negro boy, Arthur Waller, of Jamaica, L. I.,
was elected president of the general organization
of the Newtown High School, Elmhurst, L. I,
by the students today, after a bitter fight. Waller
received 1,406 votes from a student body of 2,300,
and defeated two white candidates. There are
only twelve Negro students in the school.

This is a happy departure on the part of Ameri-
can newspapers to report such a thing. Normally when
a Negro does something commendable one needs a
microscope to discover it in the far corners of the
white newspaper, if indeed it gets in at all. Should a
Negro snatch a white woman’s pocketbook, however,
that will be published on the front page, most likely
with big headlines.

Study this report carefully. “Only twelve Negro
students in the school.” Yet a Negro boy is elected
president of the high school organization. Elected
by 2,288 white students, since there were 2,300 stu-
dents and only twelve Negroes.

This shows that students, with hearts young and

clean, have a sense of justice and fair play till some-
one plays upon their prejudices.

In New York, too—greatest city and greatest state
in the -United States. Did it ever occur to you that
the same thing could happen in New Orleans or New-
port News if Negroes were given the choice? Many a
little black boy or girl walking around Georgia,
Florida, Mississippi, South Carolina, Arkansas or
Texas is a diamond in the rough, waiting only an
opportunity to prove his or her worth. Genius is
abundant ; the chance only is limited among our black
boys and girls.

Moreover, herein lies a strong argument against
segregated schools. Had the white students in that
New York High School simply been told that Negroes
were inferior, never having any contact with them,
they, the whites, would have grown up believing it.
Not so now. Contact destroyed this superman,
superior race bogey. Never will a white student of
that school ever forget that colored boy. And, mind
you, that boy must have possessed not only brains,
but dignity, executive capacity and tactful qualities.

We commend the Negro boy for his ability, the
white students for their bigness in a prejudiced
nation, and the white press for publishing this piece
of news which is reassuring—reassuring that the young
white American is not tied to all the foolish and vicious
traditions of his fathers.

Beautiful But Dumb

When one hears that a woman is a great artist;
a splendid organizer, a business genius, or any of
those fine things, if sophisticated, he naturally ex-
pects to find a homely little, dried-up looking soul,
or a huge, elephantine Amazon. When he hears
that a woman is so pretty to look at, her beauty
stressed at every mention, he looks for a vapid,
empty-headed, blank specimen. He is seldom de-
ceived. Beauty and brains rarely go together.

Emerson once wrote an essay on Compensation,
showing that when a man gains one thing he loses
another. For instance, civilized man is no more
fleet of foot than primitive man, but he has greatly
increased his speed in locomotion by the railroad,
steamboat and airplane. He is no more keen of
sight than his ancestors, but the telescope, micro-
scope and various high-powered glasses have
tremendously augmented his optical strength. He
is not more alert at hearing than the aborigine, but
the telephone and radio have engendered unlimited
auditory powers. In very truth, by limited use of
his walking, seeing and hearing faculties, he would
probably not be able to compete with his primitive
brother.

Nature is ever tending toward the norm. It
doesn’t even give women everything in one package.
If she is beautiful, normally she doesn’t need any
sense. If she is ugly, she needs everything to make
up for the absence of pulchritude. Does this ex-
plain why most beautiful women are so dumb? And
is it necessary to say that the rule applies to men?

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

Ability counts—our graduates are earniniofrom $900 to $1,200
and upward per annum. Swummer School opens Jume 1st.
Epwarp T. DuNncaN, Principal.
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