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W. E.B.DUBOIS

‘From Dv Bors’s “RETURNING SOLDIERS” to Johnson’s Black
“Manhattan, the two themes of these several entries are militancy
and migration. Inspired by the Great War, men and women of
frican descent asserted their rights to civil and social equality.
With the influx of European labor cut off by the war and condi-
tions in the South (boll weevil infestation, upsurge in lynchings)
“becoming more oppressive, a massive, accelerating relocation of
tican Americans took place from rural regions to Northern in;
ustrial centers, accompanied by significant infusions of peoples
yom the West Indies (see Carter G: Woodson, “The Migration of
“the Talented Tenth,” and W. A. Domingo, “Gift of the Black
Tropics”). The confluence of this new sense of collective self and
“the movement from Southern farms and towns and from the An-
“tilles to the metropolitan centers of the North provided the con-
“ditions for the Harlemn Renaissance. Mary White Ovington
eaptured the broad appeal of the messianic Jamaican Marcus Gar-
ey. James Weldon Jobnson described Harlem as a slice of
America—no different from any burgeoning community except. in
the skin color of most of its citizens: “Harlem talks American,
eads American, thinks American.”

v

RETURNING SOLDIERS

WE ARE. RETURNING from war! The Crisis and tens of thousands
of black men were drzfted into a great struggle. For bleeding
Erance and what she means and has meant and will mean to us
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and humanity and against the threat of German race arrogance,
we fought gladly and to the last drop of blood; for America and
her highest ideals, we fought in far-off hope; for the dominant
southern oligarchy entrenched in Washington, we fought in bitter
resignation, For the America that represents and gloats in lynching,
disfranchisement, caste, brutality and devilish insult—for this, in
the hateful upturning and mixing of things, we were forced by
vindictive fate to fight, also.

But today we return! We return from the slavery of uniform
which the world’s madness demanded us to don to the freedom of
civil garb. We stand again to look America squarely in the face
and call a spade a spade. We sing: This country of ours, despite
- all its better souls have done and dreamed, is yet a shameful land.
It lynches. _ ' :
And lynching is barbarism of a degree of contemptible nasti-
" ness unparalleled in human history. Yet for fifty years we have
lynched two Negroes a week, and we have kept this up right
through the war. '

It disfranchises its own citizens. .

Disfranchisement is the deliberate theft and robbery of the
only protection of poor against rich and black against white. The
land that disfranchises its citizens and calls itself a democracy lies
and knows it lies.

It encourages ignorance.

It has never really tried to educate the Negro. A dominant
minority does not want Negroes educated. It 'wants servants, dogs,
whores and monkeys. And when this land allows a reactionary

- group by its stolen political power to force as many black folk into
these categories as it possibly can, it cries in contemptible hypoc-
risy: “They threaten us with degeneracy; they cannot be educated.”

It steals from us. o

It organizes industry to cheat us. It cheats us out of our land;
it cheats us out of our labor. It confiscates our savings. It reduces
our wages. It raises our rent. It steals our profit. It taxes us without

representation. It keeps us consistently and universally poor, and"

" then feeds us on charity and derides our poverty.
It insults us. '

It has organized a nation-wide and latterly a world-wide prop- *

Returning Soldiers '
. ! . 5
for - . . . N . .
¥ heii !?lafck' man to exist .w1thout tacit or open acknowledgement
L s inferiority to the dirtiest white' dog. And it looks upon an
_ mpt to question or even discuss this dogma as arrogance, d
.. .warr’z;‘rl'llt'ed assumption and treason. ‘ sanee, -
e tl; ésf;ltmg c?undtrfy to v;;hi;l:h we Soldiers of Democracy return.
: erland for which we fought! But it i land.
s _ ought! But it is our fatherland
- us to fight. The faults of .
e i for Its of our country are our faults
& rcumstances, we would fight agai ' .
e ] , vould fight again. But by the God
» en, e cowards and jackasses if '
| . .now that that i
o war is
ver, we do not marshal every ounce of our brain and brawn to

We return.

We return from fighting.
We return fighting,

- Make way for Democracy! it i

' y! We saved it '
. Great Jehovah, we will save it i A St
“_kn'ow the reason why.

c and by the
n the Umted States of Americ);, or

aganda of deliberate and continuous insult and defamation of #3

black blood wherever found. It decrees that it shall not be possible

in travel nor residence, work nor play, education nor instruction: §




ALAIN LOCKE

-

HARLEM WAS PERCEIVED by its inhabitants as a world entire unto

itself, the cradle of a culture that would perform much the same’

role, proclatmed Alain Locke, as Dublin and Prague had per-
formed in the creation of the new Ireland.and new Czechoslovakia.
Yet Harlem was also said to be distinctive only the better to make
its contribution to the American whole. “Separate as it may be in

color and substance,” Locke announced confidently in The New -

Negro, “the culture of the Negro is of a pattern integral with the
times and with its cultural setting.” Thus, its music was distinctive
(Rogers on jazz), its very existence a source of creative exploration

(Robeson on O’Neill), its future the recapitulation and fulfillment

of glories in the distant African past (Schomburg), and, in the
words of Elise Johnson McDougald, its “progressive and privileged
groups of Negro women,” like Harlem’s Talented Tenth men, in-
spired by the finest American ideals of personal character and so-.
cial mobility.

THE NEW NEGRO

IN THE LAST DECADE something beyond the watch and guard of
statistics has happened in the life of the American Negro and the
three norns who have traditionally presided over the Negro prob-
lem have a changeling in their laps. The Sociologist, the Philan-
thropist, the Race-leader are not unaware of the New Negro, but
they are at a loss to account for him. He Simply cannot be swathed
in their formulae. For the younger generation is vibrant with a new

‘psychology; the new spirit is awake in the masses, and under the
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very ‘eyes of the professional observers is transforming what has -
“been a perennial problem into the progressive phases of contem-
‘porary Negro life.

Could such a metamorph051s have taken place as suddenly as
it has appeared to? The answer is no; not because the New Negro
is not here, but because the Old Negro had long become more of
a myth than a man. The Old Negro, we must remember, was a
creature of moral debate and historical controversy. His has been
-a'stock figure perpetuated as an historical fiction partly in innocent
sentimentalism; partly in deliberate reactionism. The Negro himself -
has contributed his share to this through a sort of protective social
‘mimicry forced upon him by the adverse circumstances of depen-

© ~dence. So for generations in the mind of America, the Negro has
* béen more of a formula than a human being—a something to be

argied about, condemned or defended, to be “kept down,” or “in
his place,” or “helped up,” to be worried with or worried over,
hdrassed or patronized, a social bogey or a social burden. The

“thinking Negro even has been induced to share this same general

attitude, to focus his attention on controversial issues, to see him-

+self in the distorted perspective of a social problem: His shadow,
“s0 to speak, has been more real to him than his personality.

Through having had to appeal from the unjust stereotypes of his
oppressors and traducers to those of his liberators, friends and
benefactors he has had to subscribe to the traditional positions
from which his case has been viewed. Little true social or. self-
understanding has or could come from such a situation. .
But while the minds of most of us, black and white, have thus -
‘burrowed in the trenches of the Civil War and Reconstruction, the

+ actual march of development has sxmply flanked these positions,

necessitating a sudden reorientation®of view. We have not been .

* atching in the right direction; set North and South on a sectional'

axis, we have not noticed the East till-the sun has us blinking
There is, of course, a warrantably comfortable feeling in bemg

on the right side of the country’s professed ideals. We realize that

-we cannot be undone without America’s undoing. It is within the

+ gamut of this attitude that the thinking Negro faces America, but
~ with variations of mood that are if anything more significant than

the attitude itself. Sometimes we have it taken thh the defiant

$  ironic challenge of McKay

Mine is the future grmdmg down to-day
Like a great landsllp movmg to the sea,
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' Bearing its freight of débris far away '
Where the green hungry waters restlessly

Heave mammoth pyramids, and break and roar
Their eerie challenge to the crumbling shore.

Cppejidice. The ordinary man has had until recently only a hard
ghoice berween the alternatives of supine and humiliating submis-
ion-and stimulating but hurtful counter-prejudice. Fortunately
rom.some inner, desperate resourcefulness has recently sprung up
he-simple expedient of fighting prejudice by mental passive resis-
tafice; in other words by trying to ignore it. For the few, this manna
riay-perhaps be effective, but the masses cannot thrive upon- it.
"Fortunately there are donstructive channels opening out into
hich the balked social feelings of the American Negro can flow
Without them there would be much more pressure and danger
hdn-there is. These compensating interests are racial but in a new
id ‘enfarged way. One is the consciousness of acting as the
vance-guard of the African peoples in their contact with Twen-
ieth -Century civilization; the other, the sense of a mission of
tehabilitating the race in world ésteem from that loss of prestige
r:which the fate and conditions of slavery have so largely been
&responsible. Harlem, as we shall see, is the center of both these
movements; she is the home of the Negro’s “Zionism.” The pulse
f.the Negro world has begun to beat in Harlem. A Negro news-
aper carrying news material in English, French and Spanish, gath-
red from all quarters of America, the West Indies and Africa has
naintained itself in Harlem for over five years. Two important
magazines, both edited from New York, maintain their news and
wcirculation consistently on a cosmopolitan scale. Under American
uspices and backing, three pan-African congresses have been held
“abroad for the discussion of common interests, colonial questions
and the future co-operative development of Africa. In terms of the
‘race question as a world problem, the Negro mind has leapt, so'to
‘speak; upon the parapets of prejudice and extended its cramped
orizons. In so doing it has linked up with the growing group
onsciousness of the dark-peoples and is gradually learning their
ommon interests. As one of our writers has recently put it: “It is
‘imperative that we understand the white world in its relations to
:the non-white world.” As with the Jew, persecution is making the
Negro international. - '
I -As a world -phenomenon this -wider race consciousness is a
ferent thing from the much asserted rising tide of color. Its in-
vitable causes are not of our making. The consequences are not
necessarily damaging to the best interests of civilization, Whether
:it:actually brings into being new Armadas of conflict or argosies

Sometimes, perhaps more frequently as yet, it is taken in the ferven
and almost filial appeal and counsel of Weldon Johnsonfs: _

O Southland, dear Southland!
Then why do you still cling -

To an idle age and a musty page,
To a dead and useless thing?

But between defiance and appeal, midway almost between cyngfzismv
and hope, the prevailing mind stands in the mood of ‘the.samej
author’s To America, an attitude of sober query and stoica}i
challenge: ' i

How would you have us, as we are?
’ Or sinking ’neath the load we bear,
Our eyes fixed forward on a star,. '
Or gazing empty at despair?

Rising or falling? Men or things?
With dragging pace or footsteps fleet?
Strong, willing sinews in your wings,
Or tightening chains about your feet?

‘More and more, however; an intelligent realization of the
great discrepancy between the American social creed and the Amer-
ican social practice forces upon the Negro the taking of the moral
advantage that is his. Only the steadying and sobering_effc?ct of a.
truly characteristic gentleness of spirit prevents the raplc_i rise qf a;
definite cynicism and counter-hate and a defiant superiority feelmg:
Human as this reaction would be, the majority still deprecate -its g
advent, and would gladly see it forestalled by the speedy ameli
ration of its causes. We wish our race pride to be a healthier, more
_positive achievement than a feeling based upon a realization of the
shortcomings of others. But all paths toward the atrainment of a
sound social attitude have been difficult; only a relatively few en-
lightened minds have been able as the phrase puts it “to rise aboye”
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ie‘lifetime the Negro shound not be able to celebrate his full ini-

ion into American democracy, he can at least, on the warrant

these things, celebrate the attainment of a srgmﬁcant and satis-
ng new phase of group development, and with it a spiritual
ing of Age.

of cultural exchange and enlightenment can only be decided by: tt
attitude of the dominant races in an era of critical change. Witlf
the American Negro, his new internationalism is primarily an effét
to recapture contact with the scattered peoples of African derivai
tion. Garveyism may be a transient, if spectacular, phenomenot
but the possible réle of the American Negro in the future de
opment of Africa is one of the most constructive and universa
helpful missions that any modern people can lay claim to.

. Constructive participation in such causes cannot help givih
.the Negro valuable group incentives, as well as increased prestigt
at home and abroad.. Our greatest rehabilitation may possibl
come through such channels, but for. the present, more immediafé
hope rests in the revaluation by white and black alike of the Negn
in terms of his artistic endowments and cultural contributions; past
and prospective. It must be increasingly recognized that the Negr
has already made very substantial contributions, not only in_hi§
folk-art, music especially, which *has always found appreciation]
but in larger, though humbler and less acknowledged ways. For
generations the Negro has been the peasant matrix of that section
of America which has most undervalued him, and here he has con:
tributed not only materially in labor and in social patience, but
spiritually as well. The South has unconsciously absorbed the gift
of his folk- -temperament. In less than half a generation it will be
easier to recognize this, but the fact remains that a leaven of hu:
mor, sentiment, imagination and tropic nonchalance has gone into
-the making of the South from a humble, unacknowledged source
A second crop.of the Negro’s gifts promises still more largely. He ~
now becomes a conscious contributor and'lays aside the status of
a beneficiary and ward for that of a collaborator and participant
in' American civilization. The great. social gain in this is the releas-
ing of our talented group from the arid fields of controversy and
debate to the productrve fields of creative expression. The espe-
cially cultural recognition they win should in turn prove the key !
to that revaluation of the Negro which must precede or accompany::
any .considerable further betterment of race relationships. Butd
whatever the general effect, the present generation will have added
- the motives of self-expressron and spiritual development to the old
and still unfinished task of making material headway and progress.”
No one who understandingly faces the situation with its substantial
accomplishment or views the new scene with its still more abun-:
dant promise can be entirely without hope. And certainly, if in:
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- THE NEGRO ARTIST AND . ‘

THE RACIAL MOUNTAIN ~ fﬂ%{?aﬁa
;3 ONE OF THE MOST PROMISING of the young Negro poets said to
f,i'me once, “I want to be a poet—not a Negro poet,” meaning, I
h"belie\?e, “I want to write like a white poet”; meaning subcon-
_sciously, “I would like to be a white poet”’; meaning behind that,
| “I would like to be white.” And I was soiry the young man said
““‘that, for no great poet has ever been afraid of being himself. And
I doubted then that, with his desire to run away spiritually from
" his race, this boy would ever be a great poet. But this is the moun-
tain standing in the way of any true Negro art in America—this
urge within the race toward whiteness, the desire to pour racial
individualiry into the mold of American standardization, and to be
as little Negro and as much American as possible.
. But let us look at the immediate background of this young
poet. His family is of what I suppose one would call the Negro

iddle class: people who are by no means rich yet never uncom-
fortable nor hungry—smug, contented, respectable folk, members
of the Baptist church. The father goes to work every morning. He
is a chief steward at a large white club. The mother sometimes
does fancy sewing or supervises parties for the rich families of the
town. The children go to a mixed school. In the home they read
white papers and magazines. And the mother often says “Don’t be
“‘like niggers” when the children are bad. A frequent phrase from.
the father is, “Look how well a white man does things.” And so
the word white comes to be unconsciously a symbol of all virtues.
It holds for the children beauty, morality, and money. The whisper
“of “I want to be white” runs silently through their minds. This
“young poet’s home.is, I believe, a fairly typical home of the colored
middle class. One sees immediately how difficult it would be for
artist born in such a home to interest himself in interpreting the
beauty of his own people. He is never taught to see that beauty.
He is taught rather. not to see it, or if he does, to be ashamed of
when it is not according to Caucasian patterns. '

=
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For. racial culture the home of a self-styled “‘high-class” Negro .

has nothing better to offer. Instead there will perhaps be more

aping.of things white than in a less cultured or less wealthy home,

The father is perhaps a doctor, lawyer, landowner, or politician,

The mother may be a social worker, or.a teacher, or she may do :
nothing and have a maid. Father is often dark but he has usually
- married the lightest woman he could find. The family attend a.
fashionable church where few really colored faces are to be found.
And they themselves draw a color line. In the North they go to

white theatres and white movies. And in the South they have at

least-two.cars and house “like white folks.” Nordic manners, Nor-

dic faces; Nordic hair, Nordic art (if any), and an Episcopal

heaven. A very high mountain indeed for the would-be racial artlst

to climb in order to.discover himself and his people.

But then there are the low-down folks, the so-called common
element, and they are the majority—may the Lord be praised! The
people who have their hip of gin on Saturday nights and are not
too important to themselves or the community, or too well fed, or
too learned to watch the lazy world go round. They live on Seventh
Street in Washington or State Street in Chicago and they do not
particularly care whether they are like white folks or anybody else.
Their joy runs, bang! into ecstasy. Their religion soars to a shout.
Work maybe a little today, rest a little tomorrow. Play awhile. Sing
awhile.: O, let’s dance! These common people are not afraid of
. spirituals, as for a long time their more intellectual brethren were,

and jazz is their child. They furnish a wealth of colorful, distinctive

material for any artist because they still. hold their own individu-

ality in the face of American standardizations, And perhaps these

common people will give to the world its truly great Negro artist,
the one who is not afraid to be himself. Whereas the better-class

Negro would tell the artist what to do, the people at least let him

alone when he does appear. And they are not ashamed of him—

if they know he exists at all. And they accept what beauty-is thelr ;

own without questxon
Certainly there is, for the American Negro artist who can es-
cape the restrictions the more advanced among his own group

would put upon him, a great field of unused material ready for his .

art. Without going outsnde his race, and even among the better
classes. with their “white’’ -culture and conscious American man-
ners, but still Negro enough to be different, there is sufficient mat-

ter to furnish a black artist with a lifetime of creative work. And:~

Langston Hughes/:
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when he chooses to touch on the relations between Negroes and
whites in this country with their innumerable overtones and un-
dertones surely, and especially for literature and the drama, there
is an inexhaustible supply of themes at hand. To these the Negro
artist can give his racial individuality, his heritage of rhythm and
warmth, and his incongruous humor that so often, as in the Blues,
becomes ironic laughter mixed with tears. But let us look again at
the mountain,

A prominent Negro clubwoman in Phlladelphla paid eleven
dollars to hear Raquel Meller sing Andalusian popular songs. But
she told me a few weeks before she would not think of going to
hear “that woman,” Clara Smith, a great black artist, sing Negro
folksongs. And many an upper-class Negro church, even now,
~would not dream of employing a spiritual in its services. The drab
.. melodies in white folks’ hymnbooks are much to be preferred. “We
want to worship the Lord correctly and quietly. We don’t believe
in ‘shouting.’ Lev’s be dull like the Nordics,” they say, in-effect.

... The road for the serious black artist, then, who would produce
a racial art is most certainly rocky and the mountain is high. Until
recently he received almost no encouragement for his work from
either white or colored people. The fine novels of Chesnutt go out
of print with neither race noticing their passing. The quaint charm
and humor of Dunbar’s dialect verse brought to him, in his day,
largely the same kind of encouragement one would give a sideshow
freak (A colored man wntmg poetry! How odd!) or a clown (How
musing!). -

The present vogue in thmgs Negro, although it may do as
much harm as good for the budding colored artist, has at least
dane this: it has brought him forcibly to the attention of his own -
eople among whom for so long, unless the other race had noticed
im beforehand, he was a prophet with little bonor. I understand
that Charles Gilpin acted for years in Negro theattes without any
special acclaim from his own, but when Broadway gave him eight
curtain calls, Negroes, too, began to beat a tin pan in his honor. I
_know a young colored writer, a manual worker by day, who had
" been. writing well for the colored magazines for some years, but it
was not until he recently broke into the white publications and his
first book was accepted by a prominent New York publisher that
. the “best” Negroes in his city took the trouble to discover that he
lived there. Then almost immediately they decided to give a grand
dinner for him. But the society ladies were careful to whisper to
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laughter, and pain swallowed in a smile. Yet the Philadelphia club-
woman is ashamed to say that her race created it and she does not
like me to write about it. The old subconscious “white is best”
runs through her mind. Years of study under white teachers, a
lifetime of white books, pictures, and papers, and white manners,
morals, and Puritan standards made her dislike the spirituals. And
now she turns up her nose at jazz and all its manifestations—
likewise almost everything else distinctly racial. She doesn’t care
for the Winold Reiss portraits of Negroes because: they are ‘“‘too
Negro.” She does not want a true picture of herself from anybody.
She wants the artist to flatter her, to make the white world believe
that all Negroes are as smug and as near white in soul as she wants
to be, But, to my mind, it is the duty of the younger Negro artist,
'if he accepts any duties at all from outsiders, to change through
‘the force of his art that old whispering ““I want to be white,” hid-
‘den in the aspirations of his people, to “Why should 1 want to be
‘white? ] am a Negro—and'beautiful?

<. Solam ashamed for the black poet who says, “I want to be
Nl a poet, not a Negro poet,” as though his own racial world were
3| not as mterestmg as any other world: I am ashamed, too, for the
colored artist who- runs from the painting of Negro faces to the
- painting of sunsets after the manner of the academicians because
he fears the strange un-whiteness of his own features. An artist
must be free to choose what he does, certainly, but he must also
never be afraid to do what he might choose.

Let the blare of Negro jazz bands and the bellowmg voice of
Bessie Smith singing Blues penetrate the closed ears of the colored
.near-intellectual unti! they listen and perhaps understand. Let Paul
"Robeson singing “Water Boy,” and Rudolph Fisher writing about
~ the streets of Harlem, and Jean Toomer holding the heart of Geor-
gia in his hands, and Aaron Douglas drawing strange black fan-
- tasies cause the smug Negro middle class to turn from their white,
respectable, ordinary books and papers to catch a glimmer of their
own beauty. We younger Negro artists who create now intend to
‘express our individual dark-skinned selves without fear or shame.
If white people are pleased we are glad. If they are not, it doesn’t
‘matter. We know we are beautiful. And ugly too. The tom-tom
~cries and the tom-torh laughs colored people are pleased we are
glad. If they are not, their displeasure doesn’t matter either. We
" build our temples for tomorrow, strong as we know how, and we
-stand on top of the mountam, free within ourselves.

his mother that perhaps she’d better not come. They were not sure
she would have an evening gown. ' \

The Negro artist works against an undertow of sharp criticism
and misunderstanding from his own group and unintentional
bribes from the whites. “Oh, be respectable, write about nice peo- -
ple, show how good we are,” say the Negroes. “Be stereotyped,
don’t go.too far, don’t shatter our 1llu51ons about you, don’t amuse
us too seriously, We will pay you, say the whites. Both would
have told Jean Toomer not to write Cane. The colored people did .
not praise it. The white people did not buy it. Most of the colored |
people who did read Cane hate it. They are afraid of it. Although
the critics gave it good reviews the public remained indifferent. Yet
(excepting the work ‘of Du Bois) Cane contains the finest prose
written by a Negro in America. And like the singing of Robeson,
it is truly racial. '

- But in spite of the Nord1c1zed Negro mtelhgentsm and the .
desxres of some white editors we have an honest American Negro
literature already with us. Now I await the rise of the Negro the-
atre, Our folk music, having achieved world-wide fame, offers itself -
to the genius of the great individual American composer who is-to
come. And within the next decade 1 expect to see the work of a
growing school of colored artists who -paint and model the beauty
of dark faces and create with new technique the expressions of
their own soul-world. And the Negro dancers who will dance like -
flame and the singers who will continue to carry our songs to all
who listen—they will be with us in even greater numbers to-
morrow.

Most -of my own poems are racial in theme and treatment,
derived from the life I know. In many of them'I try to grasp and
hold-some of the meanings and rhythms of jazz. T am as sincere as
I know how to be in these poems and yet after every reading I
answer questions like these from my own people: Do you think
-Negroes; should always write about Negroes? I wish you wouldn’t
read some of your poems to white folks. How do you find anything
ihteresting in a placc like a cabaret? Why do you write about black
people? You aren’t black. What makes -you do so many jazz
poems? j

But jazz to meé is one of the mherent expressnons of Negro life -
in’ America; the eternal tom-tom beating in the Negro soul—the
tom-tom of revolt against weariness in a white world, a world of
subway trains, and work, work, work; the tom-tom of joy and
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satisfaction out of these younger Negro writers because they think
it is going to stop agiration of the Negro question. They say, “What
1s ‘the use of your ﬁghtmg and complaining; do the gereat thing and .
)the reward is there.” And many colored people are all too eager
o follow this advice; especially those who weary. of .the eterpal
smlggle along the color line, who are afraid to fight and to whom
e money of philanthropists and the allunng publicity are subtle
‘deadly bribes: They say, “What js the use of fighting? Why
t show simply what we deserve and let the reward come to us?”
. And it is right here that the National Association for the Ad-
vancement of Coloréd People comes upon the field, comes with its
great call to a new battle, a new fight and new thmgs to fight before
the old things are wholly won; and to say that the beauty of truth
and freedom which shall some day be our heritage and the heritage
'y all civilized men is not in our hands yet and that we ourselves
nor fail 6 realize.

There is in New York tomght a black woman molding clay
erself in a little bare room, because there is not a single school.
culpeure in New York where she is welcome. Surely there are
s she might burst through, but when God makes a scalptor
does not always make the pushing sort of person who beats

W. E. B. DU BOIS

CRITERIA OF NEGRO ART

THE QUESTION COMES NEXT as to the interpretation of these new
stirrings, of this new spirit: Of whar is the colored artist capable?
We have had on the part-of both colored and white people singular
unanimity of judgment in the past. Colored people have said: “This
work must be inferior because it comes from colored pcople:**
White people have said: “It is inferior because it is done by colored
people,” Bur today there is coming to both the realization that the
work of the black man is not always inferior. Interesting stories
come to us. A professor in the University of Chicago read to a class way through doors thrust in his face. This gir} is working her
that had studied literarure a passage of poetry and asked them t& § <hands off to get out of-this country so that she can .pget some sort
guess the author. They guessed a goodly company from Shelley f' aining.

.and Robert Browning down to Tennyson and Masefield. The a There was Rlchard Brown If he had been whlte he would
thor was Countee Cullen. Or again the English critic John Drink- ive been alive today instead of dead of neglect. Many helped him
water went down to a Southern seminary, one of the sort which hen he asked but he was not the kind of boy that always asks
finishes young white women of the South. The srudents sat with was snmply one who made colors sing.
their wooden-faces while be tried to get some response out of them. . There is a colored woman in Chicago who is a great musician.
Finally he said, “Name me some of your Southern pocts.” They ¢ She thought she would like to study at Fontainebleau this summer
hesitated. He said finally, “I'll start out with your best: Paul Lauz Wwhere Walter Damrosch and a score of leaders of art have’ an
rence Dunbar!” : erican school of music. But the application blank of this school -

With the growing recognition of Negro artists in spite of t says: “I am a white American and I apply for admission to the

_severe handicaps, one comforring thing is occurring to both white xsch ol.”
and black. They arc whispering, “Here is a way out. Here is the We can go on the stage; we can be just as furmy as white
real solution of the color problem. The recognition accorded Cul- méricans’ wish us to be; we can play all che sordid parts that
len, Hughes, Fauset, White and others shows there is no real color’ ﬁmenca likes ro assign to Negroes; but_far anything else there is
line. Keep quiet! Don’t complain! Work! AUl will be well!” __plu; us.

. I'will nort say that already this chorus amounis to a conspira
Perhaps [ am naturally too suspicious. But [ will say that there 2
today a surprising number of white people. who are getting greit @

And so T might go on: But let me sum up with this: Suppose
¢ only Negro who survived some centuries hence was the Negro
nted by white Amencans in the novels and essays they have
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1 had a classmate once who did three beautiful things and
died. One of them was a story of a folk who found fire and then
- went wandering in the gloom of night seeking again the stars they
had once known and lost; suddenly ‘out of blackness they looked
“ip-and there loomed the heavens; and what was it that they said?
" They raised a mlghty cry: “Itis xhe stars, it is the ancient stars, it

different kind of colored folk than the monstrosities he has created;
but if he has, the Post has replied, “No. You are getting paxd to
write about the kind. of colored people you are writing about.”

In other words, the white public today demands from its art-
iste, literary and pictorial racial pre-judgment which deliberately
distorts truth and justice, as far as colored races are concerned
and it will pay for no other.

On the other hand, the young and slowly growing black pub
lic still wants its prophets almost equally unfree. We are bound b
all sorts of customs that have come down as second-hand sou

lothes of white patrons. We are ashamed of sex and we lower our
eyes when people will talk of it. Our religion holds us in superst
tion. Qur worst side has been so shamelessly emphasized that wi
_ are denying we have or ever had a worst side. In all sorts of ways"
we are hemmed in and our new young artists have got to figh
their way to freedom. '

The ultimate judge has got to be you and you have got to
build yourselves up into that wide judgment, that catholicity of
temper which is going to enable the artist to have his widest chancé
for freedom. We_can.afford the truth. White folk today cannot. As
it is now we ar¢ handing everything over to a white jury. If ;g7
colored man wants to publish a book, he has got to get a_ whi
publisher and a  white newspaper to say it is great; and then yo
and I say so. We must come to the place where the work of at
when it appears is reviewed and acclaimed by our own free a
unfettered judgment. And we are going to have a real and valuabl
and eternal judgment only as we make ourselves free of mmd
proud of body and just of soul to all men. ,

- And then do you know what will be said? It is- already sayi
Just as soon as true.art emerges; just as soon as the black artis

appears, someone._touches. the race on the shoulder and says, “Hi
dndmambecauMma&aa«A%nerxcan,_noLbncaum he was a Ne
e was. born here; he was trained here; he is not a Negro—w
. is a Negro anyhow> He is just human; it is the kmd of thmg y
ought to expect.’ —

I do not doubt that the ultimate art coming f'rom black f
is going to be just as beautiful, and beautiful largely in the sa
ways, as the art that comes from white folk, or yellow, or red
the point today is that until the art of the black folk compels
ognition they will not be rated as human. And when throug
- they compel recognition then let the world discover if it will ¢}
. their art is as new as it is old and as old as new.
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Lemme be wid Casey Jones,
Lemme be wid Stagolee,
Lemme be wid such like men
- When Death takes hol’ on me,
When Death takes hol’ on me. . ..

Done skinned as a boy in Kentucky hills,
Druv steel dere as a man,
Done stripped tobacco in Virginia fiel’s
Alongst de River Dan,
Alongst de River Dan;

Done mined de coal in West Virginia,
Liked dat job jes’ fine,
Till a load o’ slate curved roun’ my head,
Won’t work in no mo’ mine,
Won’t work in no mo’ mine;

'Done shocked de corn in Marylan’,
In Georgia done cut cane,
Done planted rice in South Caline,
_But won’t do dat again,
Do dat no mo’ again.

Been roustabout in Memphis,
Dockhand in Baltimore,
Done smashed up freight on Norfolk wharves,
A fust class stevedore,
A fust class stevedore. . . .
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Done slung hash yonder in de North
On de ole Fall River Line,
Done busted suds in i’l New York,
Which ain’t no work o' mine—
Lawd, ain’t no work o’ mine.

Done worked and loafed on such like jobs,
Seen what dey is to see,
Done had my time wid a pint on'my hip
An’ a sweet gal on my knee,
Sweet mommer on my knee:

Had stovepipe blond in Macon,

Yaller gal in Marylan’, -
In Richmond had' a-choklit brown,
Called me huh monkey man—
Huh big fool monkey man.

Had two fair browns in Arkansaw
And three in Tennessee,
Had Creole gal in New Orleans,
Sho Gawd did two time me—
Lawd two time, fo’ time me—

But best gal what I evah had
Done put it over dem, :
A gal in Southwest Washington
At Four'n half and M—
Four’n half and M. . ..

Done took my livin’ as it came,
Done grabbed my joy, done risked my life;
Train done caught me on de trestle,
Man done caught me wid his'wife,
His doggone purty wife. . . .

I done had my women,
I done had my fun;
Cain’t do much complainin’
When iy jag is done,
Lawd, Lawd my jag is done.

Sterling Br.ou}r‘)§

i;‘rankié. and Jobnny

An’ all dat Big Boy axes
When time comes fo’ to go,
Lemme be wid John Henry, steel drivin’ man,
Lemme be wid old Jazzbo,
Lemme be wid ole Jazzbo. . . .

P
(
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included here from the po'strHarlem_period— “St. Isaac’s Church,”
Petrograd” -and " “Barcelona”—reflect the range of an African
 American artist’s concerns outside the crucible of American racism, ",

IF WE MUST DIE

Tf we must die, let it not be like hogs
Hunted and penned in an inglorious spot,

" While round us bark the mad and hungry dogs
Making their mock at our accurséd lot.
If we must die, O let us nobly die,
So, that our precious blood may not be shed

- - In vain; then even the'monsters we-defy -

. Shall be constrained to honor us though dead!
O kinsmen! we must meet the common foe!
Though far. outnumbered let us show us brave,

- And for their thousand blows deal one deathblow!

'What though before us lies the open grave?
Like men we’ll face the murderous, cowardly packd
Pressed to the- wall dymg, but ﬁghtmg back' '

The Negro’s.Friend . 291

“THE WHITE HOUSE

Your door is shut against my. tightened.face,. -
- And I am sharp as-steel with discontent;
But I possess’ 'the courage and the grace
. To bear my-anger proudly and unbent. :
‘The pavement slabs buin loose beneath my feet,
A chaﬁng savagé, down the decent street;
- And passion rends my vitals as [ pass, '
Where boldly shines your shuttered door of glassr
Oh; I misst search for wisdom every hour,
. Deep in' my wrathful bosom sore and raw,
And find in it the superhuman power -
" To hold me to. the letter of your law!’
Oh, I must keep my heart inviolate
* Against the potent poison of your hate.

THE NEGRO S FRIEND o

There is no radrcal the Negro s friend
'Who points some other than the classic road
For him to follow, ﬁghtmg to the end,
Thinking to ease him of one half his load
What waste of time to cry: “No Segregatlon'”
- When it exists in stark reality,
Both North and South, throughout thls total natlom,
'The state decreed by white authorlty

Maust ﬁfteen mrlhon blacks be gratrﬁed
‘That one of them can enter as a guest, ,
A fine ‘white house—the rest of them denied
'A place of decent sojourn and a rest?

Oh, Segregation is not the whole sin;

'The Negroes need salvanon from within.
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LANGSTON HUGHES, the most popular poét of the Harlem Renais-

sance, was, with Claude McKay, also its finest. His early verse,

Whitmanesque -and agreeably didactic, admirably expressed the
sentiments of the Talented Tenth. A delighted Jessie Fauset, literary

. editor of The Crisis, published “The Negro Speaks of Rivers” and

suggested that Hughes dedicate it to Du Bois. “America,” awarded

third prize in the first Opportunity contest of 1925, was a paean’

to the melting pot— “Little dark baby,/Little Jew baby,/Little out-
cast,/America is seeking the stars.” The racial romanticism of such
early poems as “Dream Variation” also pleased the architects of
the Renaissance.

But Hughes had even then begun to explore the milieux of the

honky-tonk disdained by most “representative Negroes.” He ex-

celled at improvisation and authentic portrayal of the lives of or-

dinary .people—simple folk. The revolutionary “Weary Blues,”

- which took first prize in 1925 and was read aloud by James Wel-
don Johnson at the Opportunity banquet had jazz built into the

beat. “Jazzonia’ iﬂlaced its readers “‘in a whirling cabaret/Six long- -

headed jazzers play.” The direct, declaratory lines of “Negro,”
 “Mulatto,” and “Elevator Boy”—*1 am a Negro:/Black as the
night is black”-—seemed to be spoken by the titular subjects. “Life
for me ain’t been no erystal stair” is the mother’s memorable sigh
in “Mother to Son.” The publication in 1926 of his first book of

poetry, The Weary Blues established Hughes as the “poet laure- .

ate” of the New Negro Arts Movement.

' When Hughes’s second book of poetry, Fine Clothes to the
Jew, appeared in 1927, many of the orchestrators of the Renais-
sance were deeply pained. It contained poems such as ‘“‘Ruby

I, Too 257

Brown” and ““Red Silk Stockings,” which they considered to be in
exceedingly bad taste. By the end of the Harlem Renaissance,
Hughes’s strong flirtation with Marxism caused custodians of Tal-
ented Tenth virtues to despair as his iconoclastic, antireligious, and -

- anticapitalist poems appeared in left-wing reviews like Race and

New Masses, of which “Advertisement for the Waldorf-Astoria”
was perhaps tbe most effective.

THE NEGRO SPEAKS OF RIVERS

I’ve known rivers:

. I've known rivers ancient as the world and older than the ﬂow

of human blood in human veins.

My soul has grown deep like the rivers.

" I bathed in the Euphrates when dawns were young.
- I built my hut near the Congo and it lulied me to sleep.
* 1 looked upon the Nile and raised the pyramids above it.

I heard the singing of the Mississippi when Abe Lincoln went
down to New Orleans, and P've seen its muddy bosom turn
all golden in the sunset.

P've known rivers:
Ancient, dusky rivers.

My soul has grown deep like rivers.
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"-ELEVATOR BOY

NEGRO I got a job now
~ Runnin’ an elevator
[am a Negro In the Dennison Hotel in Jersey,

Black as the night is black
Black like the depths of my Africa.

’

Job aint no good though.

No money around.
Jobs are just chances
Like everything else.
Maybe a little luck now,
Maybe, not.
‘Maybe a good job-sometimes:
Step out o’ the barrel, boy

‘Two niew suits an’ ,

A woman to sleep with, ° :
Maybe no luck for a long time. -
Only the elevators
Gotn’ up an’ down,

Up an’ down,

Or somebody else’s shoes

To shine,

Or greasy pots in a dirty kltchen.

I been runnin’ this-

Elevator too long.

Guess I'll quit now.

I've been a slave: ‘
Caesar told me to keep. his door-steps clean.
I brushed the boots of Washington.

I've been a worker:
Under my hand the pyramids arose.
I made mortar for the Woolworth Buxldmg

P’ve been a singer: ‘
All the way from Africa to Georgia
I carried my sorrow songs.

I made ragtime.
> ,
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HERITAGE

What is Africa to me: ,
Copper sun or scarlet sea,:

- Jungle star or jungle track,
Strong bronzed men, or regal black -
Women from whose loins I sprang

When the birds of Eden sang?
One three tenturies removed
From the scenes his fathers loved,
Spicy grove; citmamon tree,
What is Africa tb me?

So I lie, who all day long

Want no sound except the song

‘Sung by wild barbaric birds

Goading massive jungle herds,
Juggernauts-of flesh that pass

Trampling tall defiant grass
Where young forest lovers lie,
Plighting troth beneath the sky.
So I lie, who always hear,

- Though I cram against my ear’

Both my thumbs, and keep them there,

Great drums throbbing through the air.

So I lie, whose fount of pride,

Dear distress, and joy allied,

Is my somber flesh and skin,

With the dark blood dammed within
Like great pulsing tides of wine -
That, I fear, must burst the fine
Channels of the chafing net

Where they surge and foam and fret.

Africa? A book one thumbs
Listlessly, till slumber comes.
Unremembered are her bats’

Circling through the night, her cats .
Crouching in the river reeds,

Stalking gentle flesh that feeds

By the river brink; no more = -
Does the bugle-throated. roar .
Cry that monarch.claws have leapt -~
From the scabbards where they slept.
Silver snakes that once a year

Doff the lovely coats you wear,

“ Seek no covert in your fear

Lest a mortal eye should see;
What’s your nakedness to me?
Here no leprous.flowers rear.
Fierce corollas in the air;

Here no bodies sleek and wet,
Dripping mingled rain and sweat,
Tread the savage measures of
Jungle boys and girls in love.
What:is last year’s snow to me,
Last year’s anything? The tree
Budding yearly must forget
How its past arose or set—

245
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Countee Cullen

Bough and blossom,; .ﬂowér, fruit,

Even what shy bird with mute
Wonder at her travail there,
Meekly labored in its hair.

One three centuries removed A
From the scenes his fathers loved,
Spicy grove, cinnamon tree,

What is Africa to me?

So I lie, who find no peace
Night or day, no slight release
From the unremittent beat
Made by cruel padded feet

. Walking through my body’s street.

Up and down they go, and back,
Treading out a jungle track.
So I lie, who never quite

Safely sleep from rain at night—

I can never rest at all

When the rain begins to fall;

Like a soul gone mad with pain

I must match its weird refrain;
Ever must I twist and squirm, -
Werithing like a baited worm,
While its primal measures drip
Through my body, crying, “Strip!
Doff this new exuberance.

Come and dance the Lover’s Dance!”
In an old remembered way

Rain works on me night and day. -

Quaint, outlandish heathen gods
ack men fashion out of rods,

Clay, and brittle bits of stone,

In a likeness like their own,

My conversion came high- pnced

I belong to Jesus Christ,

Preacher of humility;"

Heathen gods are naught to me.

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
So I make an idle boast;

From the Dark Tower . - V 247 .

Jesus of the twice-turned check,
Lamb of God, although I speak
With my mouth thus, in my heart
Do I play a double part.

Ever at Thy glowing altar

Must my heart grow sick and falter,

. Wishing He I served were black,

Thinking then it would not lack . -
Precedent of pain to guide it,

Let who would or might deride it;
Surely then this-flesh would know
Yours had borne a kindred woe.
Lord, I fashion dark gods, too,.
Daring even to give You. .

Dark despairing features where,
Crowned with dark rebellious hau,
Patience wavers just so much as
Mortal grief compels, while touches
Quick and hot, of anger, rise.

To smitten cheek and weary eyes..

- Lord; forgive me if my.need

Sometimes shapes a human creed.

All day long and all night through

Omne thing only must.I do:

Quench my pride.and cool my blood,
Lest I perish in_the flood. .
Lest a hidden ember set

Timber that 1 thought was wet
Burning like the dryest flax,

Melting like the merest wax,

Lest the grave restore its dead.

Not yet has my heart or head

In the least way realized

They and I are civilized.



ZORA NEALE HURSTON

ZORA NEALE HURSTON made her notable debut in the Harlem
Renaissance with the prizewinning short story “Drenched in
Light,” appearing in the December 1924 issue of Opportunity. The
animating spirit of peasant wit and the deft reproduction of the
vernacular of an unspoiled, Deep South adolescence announced
. one of the great talents of the arts movement. Hurston was viscer-
ally in sync with Langston Hughes’s “Negro Artist and the Racial
‘Mountain® ideals well before they appeared in print.

' In Hurston’s lively short story, Isis Watts, like Hurston herself
in cbtldhood likes to sit on the gatepost and watch the world go
by on the road to Orlando. She is a terrific handful for her grand-
-mother, venerable custodian of the old values in a time of troubling
changes. Cayorting with boys, dancing at a cabaret in ber grand-
motbher’s. new red tablecloth, “Isie,” an uncontrollable hoyden, is
saved from furious corporal punishment when an amused white
. couple, who stop to ask directions to a nearby hotel, return, her to
ber grandmother. *‘I want a little of ber sunshine to soak into my
soul. I need it,” says the white woman, expressing a sentiment that
underlay the fascination with and patronage of the Harlem Re-

naissance by many Negrotarians.

Hurston’s one-act play “‘Color Struck” was another remark-
_able entry in Thurman’s controversial Fire!t Its use of the Deep
South vernacular is outstanding. The drama opens in a Jim Crow
coach whose occupants are heading for a cakewalk contest and
ends in a dance hall in St. Augustine, Florida, where Jobn Turner
and Effie Jones win the dance contest in a frenzy of steps. But
John’s fiancée, Emma, is crazed with jealousy. The attractive Effie,

who bas come to the contest without her longtime beau, is light-
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skinned, an attribute especially tormenting to Emma. Time passes,
some twenty years, and in the final scene Jobn and Emma meet
again in Emma’s one-room:cabin. The melodramatic ending to the
play is unsatisfactory, but the empbhatic point about the taboo of
color prejudice within the racial group if-addressed with a candor
‘that foreshadowed Wallace Thurman’s héroine, Emma Lou, in The
Blacker the Berry . . .

Jonah’s Gourd Vine, released by Lippincott in May 1934, was
one of the last Renaissance novels. Hurston infuses the folk speech
of her characters with a poetic vibrancy that surpasses that of any -
other African American writer of the period. This first novel was
about bher immediate family—especially her larger-than-life father
—and life in the autonomous African American township of Ea-
tonville, Florida. The plot was vague, the melodrama thick, and
the characters verged on the burlesque, but Jonah’s Gourd Vine,
as Alain Locke realized immediately, was one of the finest works
of the Harlem Renaissance. Hurston’s biographer, Robert Hemen-
way, describes it as “less a narrative than a series of linguistic
moments representing the folklife of the black South.” As evocative
of the souls of black folk as Toomer’s Cane, Hurston’s novel at

 the end of the era seemed to be authenticity itself.

DRENCHED IN LIGHT

You Isie WaTTs! Git own offen dat gate post an’ rake up dis yahd!”
The little brown figure perched upon the gate post looked
yearningly up the gleaming shell road that led to Orlando, and
down the road that led to Sanford and shrugged her thin shoulders
This heaped kindling on Grandma Patts already burning ire.
“Lawd a-mussy!” she screamed, enraged—*“Heah Joel, gimme
dat wash stick. Ah’ll show dat limb of Satan she kain’t shake huh-
seff at me. If she ain’t down by de time Ah gets dere, Ah 1l break

“huh down in de lines” (loins)..

“Aw Gran’ma, Ah see’Mist’ George and Jim Robinson comin’
and Ah wanted to wave at ’em,” the child said petulantly.

- “You jes wave dat rake at dis heah yahd, madame, else AR’Il
take you down a button hole lower. You’se too *oomanish jumpin’
up in everybody’s face dat pass.”

This struck the child in a very sore spot for nothing pleased
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her so much as to sit atop of the gate post and hail the passing
vehicles on their way South to Orlando, or North to Sanford. That
white shell road was her great attraction. She raced up and down
the stretch of it that lay before her gate like a round eyed puppy
hailing gleefully all travelers. Everybody in the country, white and
colored, knew little Isis Watts, the joyful. The Robinson brothers,
white cattlemen, were particularly fond of her and always extended
a stirrup for her to climb up behind one of them for a short ride,
or let her try to-crack the long bull whips and yee whoo at the
cows.

Grandma Potts went inside and Isis literally waved the rake

at thé “chaws” of ribbon cane that lay so bountifully about the
yard in company with the knots and peelings, with a thick sprin-
kling of peanut hulls.
. The herd of cattle in their envelope of gray dust came along-
side and Isis dashed out to the nearest stirrup and was lifted up.
“Hello theah Snidlits, I was wonderin’ wheah you was,” said
Jim Robmson as she snuggled down behind him in the saddle. They
“were almost out of the danger zone when Grandma emerged.
“You Isie-s!” she bawled.
The child slid down on the opposite side from the house and
-executed a flank movement through the corn patch that brought
her into the yard from behind the privy. .
“You lil’ hasion you! Wheah you been?”

“Qut in de back yahd” Isis lied and did a cart wheel and a-

few fancy steps on her way to the front again.

“If you doan git tuh dat yahd, Ah make a mommuk of you!”
Isis observed that Grandma was cutting a fancy assortment of
switches from peach, guana and cherry trees.

She fimished the yard by raking everything under the edge of .

the porch and began a romp with the dogs, those lean, floppy eared
~ ’coon hounds that all country folks keep. But Grandma vetoed this
also. : ,
- Usie, ybu set own on dat porch! Uh great big 'leben yeah ole
gal racin’ an’ rompin’ lak dat—set own!”
Isis impatiently flung herself upon the steps.

‘ “Git up offa dem steps, you aggavatin’ limb, *fore Ah gxt dem
- hxck’rnes tuh you, an’ set yo’ seff on a cheah.”

Isis petulently arose and sat down as violently as possnble in
a chair, but slid down until she all but sat upon her shoulder
blades.

“Now look atcher,” Grandma screamed, “Put yo’ knees to-
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gether an’ git up offen yo’ backbone! Lawd, you know dis hellion
is gwine make me stomp huh insides out.’

Isis sat bolt upright-as if she wore a ramrod down her back
and began to whistle. Now there are certain things that Grandma
Potts felt no one of this female persuasmn should do—one was to
sit with the Knees separated, “settin’ brazen” she called it; another
was whlstlmg\, another playing with boys, neither must a lady cross
her legs.

Up she jumped from her seat to get the switches.

“So youse whistlin’ in mah face, huh!” She glared till her eyes
were beady and Isis bolted for safety. But the noon hour brought
John Watts, the widowed father, and this. excused the chlld frqm
sitting for criticism.

Being the only girl in the family, of course she must wash the
dishes, which she did in intervals between frolics with the dogs.
She even gave Jake, the puppy, a swim in the dishpan by holding
him suspended above the water that reeked of “pot likker”—just
high enough so that his feet would be immersed. The deluded
puppy swam and swam without ever crossing the pan, much to his
annoyance. Hearing Grandma she hurriedly dropped him on the
floor, which he tracked up with feet wet with dishwater.

Grandma took her.patching and settled down in the front
room to sew. She did this every afternoon, and invariably slept in -
the big red rocker with her head lolled back over the back, the
sewing falling from her hand.

Isis had crawled under the center table with its red plush cover

- with little round balls for fringe. She was lying on her back imag-

ining herself various personages. She wore trailing robes, golden
slippers with blue bottoms. She rode white horses with flaring pink
nostrils to the horizon, for she still believed that to be land’s end.
She was picturing herself gazing over the edge of the world into
the abyss when the spool of cotton fell from Grandma’s lap and
rolled away under the whatnot. Isis drew back from her contem-
plation of the nothingness at the horizon and glanced up at the
sleeping woman. Her head had fallen far back. She breathed with
a regular “snark” intake and soft “poosah” exhaust. But Isis was
a visual minded child. She heard the snores only subconsciously
but she saw straggling beard on Grandma’s chin, trembling a little
with every “snark” and “‘poosah”. They were long gray hairs
curled here and there against the dark brown skin. Isis was moved
‘with pity for her mother’s mother.

“Poah Gran-ma needs a shave,” she murmured, and set about
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it. Just then Joel, next older than Isis, entered with a ‘can of bait.
- “Come on Isie, les’. we all go fishin’. The perch is bitin’ fine
in Blue Sink.” -+ o |
“Sh-sh—"" cautioned his sister, “Ah got to shave Gran’ma.”
“Who say s0?” Joel asked, surprised.

“Nobody doan hafta tell me. Look at her chin. No ladies don’t

weah no whiskers if they kin help it. But Gran’ma gittin’ ole. an’
she doan know how to shave like me,” - o
The conference adjourned to the back porch lest Grandma
wake, D ' : _
“Aw, Isie, you doan know nothin’ "bout shavin’ a-tall—but a.

»

“Ah do so know.” , : :
. “You don’t not. Ah’m goin’ shave her mahseff.”

" “Naw, you won’t neither, Smarty. Ah saw her first an’ thought
it all up first,” Isis declared, and ran to the calico covered box on
the- wall above the wash basin and seized her father’s razor. Joel

-was quick and seized the mug and brush.
“Now!” Isis cried defiantly, “Ah got the razor.”
“Goody, goody, goody, pussy cat, Ah got th’ brush an’ you
can’t shave ’thout lather—see! Ah know:mo’ than-you,” Joel
" retorted. S : SRR
““Aw, who don’t know dat?” Isis pretended to scorn. But see-
" ing her progress blocked for lack of lather she compromised.
“ ““Ah know! Les’ we all shave her. You lather an’ Ah shave.”
This was agtecable to Joel. He made mountains of lather and
anointed his own chin, and the chin of Isis-and the dogs, splashed
- -the walls and at last was persuaded to lather Grandma’s chin. Not
- that hé was loath but he wanted his new plaything to last as long
as possible. : o ‘

.- Isis- stood on one side of the chair with the razor clutched .

" cleaver fashion. The niceties of razor-handling had: passed aver
her head.. The thing with her was to hold the razor—sufficient in

itself, ,

Joel splashed on the lather in great gobs and Grandma awoke.

For one bewildered moment she stared at the grinning boy
with the brush and mug-but sensing another presence, she turned
“to behold the business face of Isis and the razor-clutching hand.
- Her jaw dropped and Grandma, forgetting years and rheumatism,
bolted from the chair and fled the house, screaming.

“She’s gone to tell papa, Isie. You didn’t have no business wid -
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his razor and he’s gonna lick yo hide,” Joel cried, running to re-
place mug and brush.

“You too, chuckle-head, you, t0o,” retorted Isis. “You was
playin’ wid his brush and put it all over the dogs—Ah seen you
put it on Ned an’ Beujah.” Isis shaved some slivers from the door
jamb with the razor dnd replaced it in the box. Joel took his bait
and pole and hurried to Blue Sink. Isis crawled under the house to
brood over the whipping she knew would come. She had meant
well. '

But sounding brass and tinkling cymbal drew her forth. The
local lodge of the Grand United Order of Odd Fellows led by a
braying, thudding band, was marching in full regalia down the -
road. She had forgotten the barbecue and log-rolling to be held

_today for the benefit of the new hall.

Music to Isis meant motion. In a minute razor and whipping
forgotten, she was doing a fair imitation of the Spanish dancer she
had seen in a medicine show some time before. Isis’ feet were
gifted—she could dance most anything she saw.

Up, up went her spirits, her brown little feet doing all sorts of
intricate things and her body in rhythm, hand curving above her
head. But the music was growing faint. Grandma nowhere in sight.
She stole out of the gate, running and dancing after the band.

Then she stopped. She couldn’t dance at the carnival. Her
dress was torn and dirty. She picked a long stemmed daisy and
thrust it behind her ear. But the dress, no better. Oh, an idea! In
the battered round topped trunk in the bedroom!

She raced back to the house, then, happier, raced down the
white dusty road to the picnic grove, gorgeously clad. People -
laughed good naturedly at her, the band played and Isis danced
because she couldn’t help it. A crowd of children gather admiringly -
about her. as she wheeled lightly about, hand on hip, flower be-
tween her teeth with the red and white fringe of the rable-cloth—

" Grandma’s new red tablecloth that she wore in lieu of a Spanish

shawl—trailing in the dust. It was too ample for her meager form,
but she wore it like a gipsy. Her brown feet twinkled in and out
of the fringe. Some grown people joined the children about her.
The Grand Exalted Ruler rose to speak; the band was hushed, but
Isis"danced. on, the crowd clapping their hands for her. No one

listened to the Exalted one, for little by little the multitude had

surrounded the brown dancer. -
An automobile drove up to the Crown and halted. Two white
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men and a lady got out and pushed into the crowd, suppressing
mirth discreetly behind gloved hands. Isis looked up and waved
them a magnificent hail and went on dancing until—
Grandma had returned to the house and missed Isis and
- straightway sought her at the festivities expecting to find her in her
. soiled dress, shoeless, gaping at the crowd, but what she saw drove
her frantic.-Here was her granddaughter dancing before a gaping
crowd in her brand new red tablecloth, and reeking of lemon ex-
tract, for Isis had added the final touch to her costume. She must
have perfume. '
" Isis saw Grandma and bolted. She heard her cry: “Mah Gawd,
mah brand new table cloth Ah jus’ bought f'um O’landah!” as she
fled through the crowd and on into the woods. o

. She followed the little creek until she came to the ford in a rutty
wagon road that led to Apopka and laid down on the cool grass
at the roadside. The April sun was quite hot. ' o

‘Misery, misery and woe settled down upon her and the child

~ wept. She knew another whipping was in store for her.

“QOh, Ah wish Ah could die, then Gran’ma an’ papa would be'

sorry they beat me so much. Ah b’leeve Ah’ll run away an’ never
go home no mo’. Ah’'m goin’ drown mahseff in th’ creek?” Her
" woe grew attractive. : ' _

Isis got up and waded into the water. She routed out a tiny
*gator and a huge bull frog. She splashed and sang, enjoying herself

- immensely. The purr of a motor struck her ear and she saw a large, -

powerful car jolting along the rutty road toward her. It stopped at
the water’s edge. . ' . ‘
“Well, 1 declare,.it’s our little gypsy,” exclaimed the man at
_ the wheel. “What are you doing here, now?” ’
“Ah’m killin’ mahseff,” Isis declared dramatically. *“Cause
Gran’ma beats me too much.” . .
There was a hearty burst of laughter from the machine.
«“You'll last sometime the way you are going about it. Is this
‘the way to Maitland? We want to go to the Park Hotel.”
Isis saw no longer any reason to die. She came up out of the
water, holding up the dripping fringe of the tablecloth.

“Naw, indeedy. You go to Maitlan’ by the shell road—it goes -

by mah house—an’ turn off at Lake Sebelia to the clay road that

>

takes you right to the do’.
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“Well,” went on the driver, smiling furtively. “Could you quit
dying long enough to go with us?”

“Yessuh,” she said thoughtfully, “Ah wanta go wid you.”

The door of the car swung open. She was invited to a seat
beside the driver. She had often dreamed of riding in one of these
heavenly chariots but never thought she would, actually.

“Jump in then, Madame Tragedy, and show us. We lost our-
selves after we left your barbecue.” ,

During the drive Isis explained to the kind lady who smelt
fai_ntly of violets and to the indifferent men that she was really a
princess. She told them about her trips to the horizon, about the
trailing gowns, the gold shoes with blue bottoms—she insisted on
the blue bottoms—the white charger, the time when she was Her-

_cules and had slain numerous dragons and sundry giants. At last

the car approached her gate over which stood the umbrella China-
berry tree. The car was abreast of the gate and had all but passed
when Grandma spied her glorious tablecloth lying back against the
upholstery of the Packard.

“You Isie-e!”” she bawled, “You lil’ wretch you! Come heah
dis instunt.” :

“That’s me,” the child confessed, mortified, to the lady on the
rear seat. ' :

.“Oh, Sewell, stop the car. This is where the child lives. I hate
to give her up though.” - o

“Do you ‘wanta keep me?” Isis brightened.

“Oh, I wish I could, you shining little morsel. Wait, 'll try to
save you a whipping this time.” _ .

She dismounted with the gaudy lemon. flavored culprit and

" advanced to the gate where Grandma stood glowering, switches in

hand.

“You’re gointuh ketchit fum yo’ haid to yo’ heels m’lady. Jes’
come in heah.” . :

“Why, good afternoon,” she accosted the furious grandparent.
“You're not going to whip this poor little thing, are you?” the lady .
asked in conciliatory tones.

“Yes, Ma’am. She’s de wustest lil’ limb dat ever drawed bref,
Jes’ look at mah new table cloth, dat ain’t never been washed.
She done traipsed all over de woods, uh dancin’ an’ uh prancin’
in it Sh’e done took a razor to me t’day an’ Lawd knows

whut mo’, :
Isis clung to the white hand fearfully.
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“Ah wuzn’t gointer hurt Gran’ma, miss—Ah wuz jus’ gointer
shave her whiskers fuh huh ’cause she’s old an’ can’t.”
The white hand closed tightly over the little brown one that

was quite soiled. She could understand a voluntary act of love even

though it miscarried.

“Now, Mrs. er—er—1I didn’t get the name—how- much d1d

your tablecloth cost?”

“Qne whole big silvah dollar down at O’landah—ain’t had it
a week yit.”

“Now here’s five dollars to get another one. The little thing
laves laughter. I want her to go on to the hotel and dance in that
tablecloth for me. I can stand a little hght today—"

“Oh, yessum, yessum. ” Grandma cut in, “Everything’s alright,
sho’ she km go, yessum.’

The lady went on: “I want brightness and this Isis is joy itself,
why she’s drenched in flght"’

Isis for the first time in ber life, felt herself appreciated and,

danced up and down in an ecstasy of joy for a minute.

- “Now, behave yo’seff, Isie, ovah at de hotel wid de white
folks,” Grandma cautioned, prlde in her voice, though she strove
to hide it. “Lawd, ma’am, dat gal keeps me so frackshus, Ah doan
know mah haid fum mah feet. Ah orter comb huh haid, too, befo’
she go wid you all.”

"“No, no, don’t bother. 1 like her as she is. I don’t thmk she’d
like it either, being combed and scrubbed. Come on, Isis.”

Feeling that Grandma had been somewhat squelched did not
detract from Isis’ spirit at all. She pranced over to the waiting
motor and this time seated herself on the rear seat between the
sweet, smiling lady and the rather aloof man in gray. '

“Ah’m gointer stay wid you all,” she said with a great deal of
warmth, and snuggled up to her benefactress. “Want me tuh sing
a song fuh you?”

“There, Helen, you've been adopted,” sald the man w1th a
short, harsh laugh.

“Oh I hope so, Harry.” She put her arm about the red draped
figure at her side and drew it close until she felt the warm puffs of
the child’s breath against her side. She looked hungrily ahead of
her and spoke into space rather than to anyone in the car. “l want
a little of her sunshine to soak into my soul. I need it.”

Coior Struck
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_ERIC WALROND

A

TROPIC DéATH (1926) INTRODUCED one of the most gifted ym‘ting
talents in the Harlem Renaissance, the Trinidadian npueltst Eric
Walrond, Walrond belonged to the second phase, having come to

the Harlem scene early and serving, along with Charles Johnson -

and Alain Locke, as one of the movement’s advertisers and re-

criiters. Although, like McKay, he wrote of people on the margins

of middle-class society, Walrond’s often experimental prose reserm-
bled Toomer’s in its evocation of the exotic and the mysterious.
His Caribbean Gothic tales possessed an elegance entirely lacking
in McKay or Wallace Thurman.

" The short stories in Tropic Death led the senior promoters of
the Renaissance to anticipate that Walrond would write theigreat
Renaissance novel, ““The Wharf Rats” was a Caribbean Gothic t{zle
of feral jealousy and tragic deception driven by misunderstanding

- and peradventure. The author experimented with the idiomatic’

speech of Panamanian Creoles and captured the premodern; poly-
glot culture of men and women battered by the glo.bal bafkwasb
of capitalism, in order to present one .of -.the Renaissance’s most
‘haunting allegorical reflections. about vitality and innocence being
toyed with and fatally sucked under by the despoiling forces of
modernity. _ , _
“The Yellow One,” another Tropic Death story, pulls the
reader in immediately. A baby crying for warm tea in thg hold of
a rusty steamer, a wastrel husband unwilling 10 rouse himself to
go for hot water, a sensuous mother—1a madudrita® ( tbe_YeIlow
One”’)—enveloped in maybem below deck as she retur(ff a second
time to the ship’s galley for water— The Yellow One” evokes a
" - steamy surface languor flowing uneasily over a bed of tempestuous
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emotions in a rainbow scene of skin colors and contrasting cultures

- that is almost palpable.

FROM TROPIC DEATH
THE WHARF RATS

AMONG THE MOTLEY CREW recruited to dig the Panama Canal

. were artisans from the four ends of the earth. Down in the Cut

drifted hordes of Italians, Greeks, Chinese, Negroes—a hardy, sun-
defying set of white, black and yellow men. But the bulk of the
actual brawn for the work was supplied by the dusky peons of

-those coral isles in the Caribbean ruled by Britain, France and

Holland. : o
At the Atlantic end of the Canal the blacks were herded in
box car huts buried in the jungles of “Silver City”; in the murky
tenements perilously poised on the narrow banks of Faulke’s River;
in the low, smelting cabins of Coco Té. The “Silver Quarters”
harbored the inky ones, their wives and pickaninnies.. o
As it grew dark the hewers at the Ditch, exhausted, half-
asleep, naked but for wormy singlets, would hum queer creole
tunes, play on guitar or piccolo, and jig to the rhytim of the coom-
bia. It was a brujerial chant, for obeah, a heritage of the French
colonial, honey-combed the life of the Negro laboring camps. Over
smoking pots, on black, death-black nights legends of the bloodiest
were recited till they became the essence of a sort of Negro Koran.
One refuted them at the price of one’s breath. And to question the

_verity of the obeah, to dismiss or reject it as the ungodly rite of

some lurid, crack-brained Islander was to be an accursed pale-face,

‘dog of a white. And the obeah man, in a fury of rage, would throw

a machette at the heretic’s head or—worse—burn on his doorstep
at night a pyre of Maubé bark or green Ganja weed.

On the banks of a river beyond Cristobal, Coco Té sheltered
a colony of Negraes enslaved to the obeah. Near a roundhouse, _
daubed with smoke and coal ash, a river serenely flowed away and
into the guava region, at the eastern tip of Monkey Hill. Across
the bay from it was a sand bank-~a rising out of the sea—where
ships stopt for coal. ~ :

In the first of the six chinky cabins making up the family quar-
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" ters of Coco Té lived a stout, pot-bellied St. Lucian, black as the
coal hills he mended, by the name of Jean Baptiste. Like a host of

the native St. Lucian emigrants, Jean Baptiste forgot where the -

French in-him ended and the English began. His speech was the
petulant patois of the unlettered French black. Still, whenever he
lapsed into His Majesty’s English, it was with a tthk Barbadlan
 bias.

A coal passer at the Dry Dock, Jean Baptlste was a man of

intense picty. After work, by the glow of a red, setting sun, he
‘would discard his crusted overalls, get in starched crocus bag, ap-
ing the Yankeé foreman on the other side of the track in the “Gold
Quarters,” and loll on his coffee-vined porch. There, dozing in a
bamboo rocker, Celestin, his second wife, a becomingly stout
brown beauty from Martinique, chanted gospel hymns to him.:
Three sturdy sons Jean Baptiste’s first wife had borne him—
Pluhp, the eldest, a good-looking, black fellow; Ernest, shifty, cun-
ning; and Sandel, aged eight. Another boy, said to be wayward
and something of a ne’er-do-well, was sometimes spoken of. But
Baptiste, a proud, disdainful man, never once referred to him in
the presence of his children. No vagabond son  of hlS could eat
from his table or sit at his feet unless he went to “meeting.” In
brief, Jean Baptiste was a religious man. It was a thrust at the
omnipresent obeah. He went to “meeting.” He made the boys go,
too. All hands went, not to the Catholic Church, where Celestin
secretly worshiped, but to the English Plymouth Brethren in the
Spanish city of Colon.

Stalking about like a ghost in Jean. Baptlste s household was
- a girl, a black ominous Trinidad. girl. Had Jean Baptiste been a
man given to curiosity about the nature of women, he would have
viewed skeptically Maffi’s adoption by Celestin. But Jean Baptiste
was'a man of lofty 1 unconcern, and so Maffi remained there, shad
- ‘owy, obdurate. . .

And Maffi was such a hardworkmg patois glrl From the break
of day she’d be at the sink, brightening the tinware. It was she who
did the chores which Madame congenitally shirked. And towards
sundown, when the labor trains had emptied, it was she who
scoured the beach for cockles for Jean Baptiste’s-epiqurean palate.

And as night fell, Maffi, a lone, black figure, would disappear
in the dark to dream on top of a canoe hauled up on the mooning
beach. An eternity-Maffi'd sprawl there, gazing at the frostmg of
the stars and the glitter of the black sea.

Eric Walrond
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A cabin away lived a family of Tortola mulattoes by the name
of Boyce. The father was also a man who piously went to
“meeting”’—gaunt and hollow-cheeked. The eldest boy, Esau, had
been a journeyman tailor, for ten years; the girl next him, Ora, was
plump, dark, freckled; others came—a string of ulcered girls until
finally a pretty, opaque. one, Maura. _

Of the Bantu tribe Maura would have been a person to turn
and stare at. Crossing the line into Cristobal or Colon—a city of
rarefied gayety—she was often mistaken for a native sesorita or
an urbanized Cholo Indian girl. Her skin was the reddish yellow
of old gold and in her eyes there lurked the glint of mother-of- -
pearl. Her hair, long as a jungle elf’s was jettish, untethered. And
her teeth were whiter than the full-blooded black Philip’s.

Maura was brought up, like the children of Jean Baptiste, in
the Plymouth Brethren. But the Plymouth Brethren was a harsh

" faith to bring hemmed-in peasant children up in, and Maura, be-

sides, was of a gentle romantic nature. Going to. ‘the Yankee com- _
missary at the bottom of Eleventh and Front Streets, she usually
wore a leghorn hat. With flowers bedecking it, she’d look in it
older, much older than she really was. Which was an impression
quite flattering to her.” For Maura, unknown to Philip, was in
love—in love with San Tie, a Chinese half-breed, son of a wealthy
canteen proprietor in Colon. But San Tie liked to go fishing and
deer hunting up the Monkey Hill lagoon, and the object of his
occasional visits to Coco Té was the eldest son of Jean Baptiste.
And thus it was through Philip that Maura kept in touch with the
young Chinese Maroon. -

One afternoon Maura, at her wit’s end, flew to the shed roof
to Jean Baptiste’s kitchen.

“Maffi,” she cried, the words smoky on her lips, “Maffi, when
Philip come in to-night tell ’im 1 want fo’ see ’im particular, yes?”

“Sacre gache! All de time Philip, Philip!” growled the Trinidad
girl, as. Maura, in heartaching preoccupation, sped towards the
lawn. “Why she no le’ ’im alone, yes?” And with a spatter she

- flecked the hunk of lard on Jean Baptiste’s stewing okras.

As the others filed up front after dinner that évening Maffi
said to Philip, pointing to the cabin across the way, “She—she
want fo’ see yo’.”

Instantly Philip’s eyes widened. Ah, he had good news for-
Maura! San Tie, after an absence of six days was coming to Coco
Té Saturday fo hunt on the lagoon. And he’d relish the joy that’'d
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flood Maura’s face as she glimpsed the idol of her‘ heart, the hero
of her dreams! And Philip, a true son of Jean Baptiste, loved to see
others-happy, ecstatic. . : o o
, ‘But. Maffi’s curious rumination checked him. All de time,
Maura, Maura, me can’t understand it, yes. But no mind, me go
stop it, oui, me go stop it, so help me—"’ _
H’e crept up to her, gently holding her by the §houlders. ’
“Le’ me go, sacre!” She shook off his hands bitterly. “Le’ me
go—y0’ go to yo’ Maura.” And she fled to her room, locking the
door:behind her. - - , , .
Philip sighed. He was a generous, .good-natured sort. But it
was silly to try to enlighten Maffi. It wasn’t any use. He could as
well have spoken to the tattered torsos the lazy waves puffed up
on the shores of Coco Té.

-

“Philip, come on, a ship is in—let’s go.” Ernest, the wharf rat,
seized him by-the arm. ' - ‘
“Come,” he said, “let’s go before it’s too late. I want to get
some money, yes.”. _
Dashing out of the house the two boys made for the wharf.
It was dusk. Already the Hindus in the bac':helor quarters were
mixing their rotie and the Negroes in their s.mglets were sm.o.kmg
and cooling off. Night was rapidly approaching. Sunset, an irides-
cent:bit of molten gold, was enriching the stream with 1ts.1ast faint

radiance.
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“All right, mistah,” cried Ernest, “a penny, mistah.”

He sprang at the guilder as it twisted and turned through a
streak of silver dust to the bottom of the sea. Only the tips of his
crimson toes—a sherbet-like foam-——and up he came with the coin
between his teeth. B ' .

Deep sea gamin, Philip off yonder, his mouth noisy with cop-
pers, gargled, “This way, sah, as far as yo’ like, mistah.”

An old red-bearded Scot, in spats and mufti, presumably a
lover of the exotic in sport, held aloft a sovereign. A sovereign!
Already red, and sore by virtue of the leaps and plunges in the
briny swirl, Philip’s eyes bulged at its yellow gleam. '

“Ovah yah, sah—"

Off in a whirlpool the man tossed it. And like a garfish Philip
took after it, a falling arrow in the stream. His body, once in the
water, tore ahead. For a spell the crowd on the ship held its breath.
“Where is he?” “Where is the nigger swimmer gone to?”’ Even
Ernest, driven to the boat by the race for such an ornate prize,

cold, shivering, his teeth chattering—even he watched with trem-
bling and anxiety. But Ernest’s concern was-of a deeper kind. For
there, where Philip had leaped, was Deathpool—a spawning place
for sharks, for baracoudas!

But Philip rose—a brief gurgling sputter—a ripple on the

-sea—and the Negro’s crinkled head was above the water.

“Hey!” shouted Ernest, “there, Philip! Down!”
And down Philip plunged. One—two—minutes. God, how.
long they seemed! And Ernest anxiously waited. But the bubble on

the water boiled, kept on boiling—a sign that life still lasted! It
comforted Ernest.

Suddenly Philip, panting, Spitting, pawing, dashed through the
water like a streak of lightning. ' '

“Shark!” cried a voice aboard ship. “Shark! There he is, a
great big one! Run, boy! Run for your life!”
From the edge of the boat Philip saw the monster as twice,

The boys stole across the Jawn and made their way to the p_xer%

“Careful,” cried Philip, as Ernest slid- berween a prong oJ
oyster-crusted piles to a raft below, “careful, these shells'cut wus :
sah’n a knife.” . . '
" On the raft the boys untied a rowboat they kept stqwgd away
under the dock, got into it and pushed off. The .lmgr _stlll had tvu}rlo
hours to dock. Tourists crowded its decks. Veering away from t ¢

barnacled piles the boys eased out into the churning ocean.

It was dusk. Night would soon be upon them. Philip took the

_oars -while Ernest stripped down to loin cloth.

( ilip, - k the oars. Afar
“Come, Philip, let me paddle— Erqest too the o7
on the dusky sea a whistle echoed. It was the pilot’s sngéaa.l to the

captairi of port. The ship would soon dock.

The. passengers on deck glimpsed the boys. It piqued their cu*

. : . . m
riosity to see two black boys in a b.oat amid strea

thrice it circled the boat. Several times the shark made a dash for

it endeavoring to strike it with its murderous tail.

The boys quietly made off. But the shark still followed the
boat. It was a pale green monster. In the glittering dusk it seemed
black to Philip. Fattened on the swill of the abartoir nearby and
the beef tossed from the decks of countless ships in port it had
become used to the taste of flesh and the smell of blood.
~ “Yo’ know, Ernest,” said Philip, as he made the ‘boat fast to
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a.réft, “one time 1 thought ke wuz rubbin’ ’gainst me be!ly. He
wuz such a big able one. But it wuz wuth it, Ernie, it wuz
) Wuth it—"’ ) ) . .
In his palm there was a flicker of gold. Ernest emptied his loin
cloth and together they counted the money, dressed, and trudged
back to the cabin: : . ’ .
On the lawn Philip met Maura. Ernest tipped his cap, left }ns
brother, and went into the house. As he entered Mafh, pretending
to be scouring a pan, was flushed and mute as a statue. And Er-
nest, starved, went in the dining room and for a lox}‘g time stayed
there. Unable to bear it any longer, Maffi sang out, “Ernest, whey
. Philip dey?” : )
“Qutside—some whey—abh talk to-Maura—

“Yo’ sure yo’ no lie, Ernest?”” she asked, suspended.”

“Yes, up cose, I jes’ lef’ ’im ’tandin’ out dey-—why?

“Nutton—"" ‘ . '

He suspected nothing. He went on-eating while Maffi tiptoed
to the shed roof. Yes, confound it, there he was, near the stand-
. pipe, talking to Maura! . o )
PP “Go stop ee, oui,” she hissed impxshly.i “Go ’top ee, yes.” .. .

" «“Qh, Philip,” cried Maura, “I am so unhappy. Didn’t he ask about

me at all? Didn’t he say he’d like to visit me—didn’t he giv’ yo’ |

w r{'l;isabgoeyf(t);;gz, Vl\i}x]tlllllpaa ’biade éf grass. His eyes we"r.e down-
cast. Sighing heavily he at last spoke. “No, Maura, he didn’t ask
abou‘s\)};’%‘;‘t’: h(% didn’t .ask.about me? Philip? I do'n’t"believe it!-Oh,
m C;ﬁ(:!:lung to Philip, mu‘tely;'h.er face, her breath c'o.ming warm
and fflIS-:)'vish to God I'd never seen either of you,” cried Philip.

“Ah, but wasn’t he your friend, Philip? Didn’t yo’ tell me

that?” And the boy bowed his head sadly.

. N ,' . i
“Answer mel” she screamed, shaking him. “Weren’t you his

friend?”
“Yes, Maura—"

“But you lied to me, Philip, you lied to me! You to/ék m<_essage"§ :
from me—you brought back—Tlies!” Two pearls, large as pigeon’s

. eggs, shone in'Maura’s burnished face.ﬂ :
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“To think,” she cried in a hollow sepulchral voice, “that I
dreamed about a ghost, a man who. didn’t exist. Oh, God, why
should I suffer like this? Why was 1 ever born? What did I do,
what did my people do, to deserve such misery as this?”

She rose, leaving Philip with his head buried in his hands. She
-went into the night, tearing her hair, scratching her face, raving.

“Oh, how happy I was! I was a happy girl! 1 was so young

" and I had such merry dreams! And I wanted so little! was

carefree—”

Down to the shore of the sea she staggered, the wind behind
her, the night obscuring her. '

“Maura!” cried Philip, running aftef her. “Maura! come
back!” o '

Great sheaves of clouds buried the moon, and the wind bear-
ing up from the sea bowed the cypress and palm lining the beach.

“Maura—Maura—"’ S

He bumped into some one, a girl, black, part of the dense
pattern of the tropical night. '

“Maffi,” cried Philip, “have you seen Maura down yondah?”

The girl quietly stared at him. Had Philip lost his mind?

“Talk, no!” he cried, exasperated.

And his quick tones sharpened Maffi’s vocal anger. Thrusting
him aside, she thundered, “Think Pm she keeper! Go’n look fo*
she yo’-self. I is not she keeper! Le’ me pass, move!” _

Towards the end of the track he found Maura, heartrendingly
weeping. ,

“Oh, don’t cry, Maura! Never mind, Maura!” -

He helped her to her feet, took her to the stand-pipe on the

lawn, bathed her temples and sat soothingly, uninterruptingly, be-
side her. '

At daybreak the next morning Ernest rose and woke Philip.

He yawned, put on the loin cloth, seized a “cracked licker”
skillet, and stole cautiously out of the house. Of late Jean Baptiste
had put his foot down on his sons’ copper-diving proclivities. And
he kept at the head of his bed a greased cat-o’-nine-tails which he
would usé on Philip himself if the occasion warranted,

“Come on, Philip, let’s go—"’ .

Yawning and scratching Philip followed. The grass on the

lawn was bright and icy with the dew. On the railroad tracks the
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" six o’clock labor trains were coupling. A rosy mist flooded the
dawn. Out in the stream the tug Exotic snorted in a heavy fog.
On the wharf Philip led the way to the rafters below.
“Look out fo’ that crapeau, Ernest, don’t step on him, he’ll
spit on you.”

"Thé frog splashed into the watcr. Prickle—bécked'crabs and .

oysters and myriad other shells spawned on the rotting piles. The
boys paddled the boat. Out in the dawn ahead of them the tug
puffed a path through the foggy mist. The water was 'c'hllly. Mist

~ glistened on top of it. Far out, beyond the buoys, Philip encoun-
tered a placid, untroubled sea. The liner, a German ‘tourist t?oat,
was loaded to the bridge. The water was as still as a lake of ice. .

“All right, Ernest, let’s-hurry—" . ’

Philip drew in the oars. The Kron Prinz Wilbelm came near.
Huddled in thick European coats, the passengers viewed fyom their
lofty estate the spectacle of two naked Negro boys peeping up at
them from a wiggly batéau. :

“Penny, mistah, penny, mistah!” .

Somebody dropped a quarter. Ernest, like a shot,.ﬂcw after it.
Half a foot down he caught it as it twisted and turned,m the gleam-
ing sea. Vivified by the icy dip, Ernest was a raving wolf and the.
folk aboard dealt a lavish hand.

“Qvah, yah, mistah,” cried Philip, “ovah, yah.”

For a Dutch guilder Philip gave an exhibition of *“cork.” Un-

der something of a ledge on the side of the boat he had stuck a
“piece of cork. Now, after his and Ernest’s mouths were full of

coins, he could afford to be extravagant and treat the Eugopeans

to a game of West Indian “cork.”

: : n i Philip, . after .
Roughly ramming the cork down in the water, ). alter.
the ﬁftee%lthyram or 50, let it go, and flew back, upwards, having

Kmg

“lost” it. It was Ernest’s turn now, as a sort of .end-man,
;l';;l:mble forward to the spot where Philip had _'c_lug’lt down challli
“find” it; the first one to do so, having the prerogative, wh:i )
jealously guarded, of raining on the ot}_lqr a series of thL:in ler;m‘
leg blows. As boys in the West Indies Philip and Ernest had pla :
it. Of a Sunday the Negro fishermen on the Barb‘adoes coast may
‘a pagan rite of it. Many a Bluetown dandy got ‘his spine cras

M (13 ?”
in a game of “cork.” _ ’
With a passive interest the passengers viewed the proceeding;

. . « O
In a game of “cork,” the cork after a succession of 1 rar&xrgngs.
§ . . «
ike 1 ' st.”’ On
likely to drift many feet away whence it was first ““lo

to be an expert, quick, alert, to spy gnd promptly seize it_:
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popped up on the rolling waves. Once Ernest got it and endeavored
to make much of the possession. But Philip, besides being two feet
taller than he, was slippery as an eel, and Ernest, despite all the
artful ingenuity at his command, was able to do no more than -
ineffectively beat the water about him, Again and again he tried,
but to no purpose. :

_ Becoming reckless, he let the cork drift too far away from him
and Philip seized it. :

- He twirled it in the air like a crap shooter, and dug deep down
in the water ‘with it, “lost” it, then:leaped back, briskly waiting
for it to rise. . :

+ About them the water, due to the ramming and beating, grew
restive. Billows sprang up; soaring, swelling waves sent the skiff
nearer the shore. Anxiously Philip and Ernest watched for the cork
to make its ascent. ; - '

It was all a bit vague to the whites on the deck, and an amused
chuckie floated down to the boys.

And stil] the cork failed to come up. )
“I'll go after it,” said Philip at last, “I’ll go and fetch it.” And,
from the edge of the boat he leaped, his body long and resplendent

in the rising tropic sun.

It was a suction sea, and down in it Philip plunged. And it
was lazy, too, and willful—the water. Ebony-black, it tugged and

~mocked. Old brass staves—junk dumped there by the retiring

French—thick, yawping mud, barrel hoops, tons of obsolete brass,

a wealth of slimy steel faced him. Did a “rammed” cork ever go
that deep?

And the water, stirring, rising, drew a haze over Philip’s eyes.

. Had a cuttlefish, an octopus, a nest of cels been routed? It seemed
. so to Philip, blindly diving, pawing. And the sea, the tide—touch-
*ing the roots of Death-pool—tugged and tugged. His gathering

nds stuck in mud. Iron staves bruised his shins. It was black

down there. Impenetrable.

Suddenly, like a flash of lightning, a vision blew across Philip’s

brow. It was a soaring shark’s belly. Drunk on the nectar of the
deep, it soared above Philip—rolling, tumbling, rolling. It had fol-

wed the boy’s scent with the accuracy of a diver’s rope.
Scrambling to the surface, Philip struck out for the boat. But

e sea, the depths of it wrested out of an acon’s slumber, had sent

a mile from his diving point. And now, as his strength ebbed, a

‘thark was at his heels. .

_ “Shark! Shark!” was the cry that went up from the>ship.
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Hewing a lane through the hostile sea Philip forgot the cun- k'
ning of the doddering beast .and swam noisier than he needed to. §
'Faster grew his strokes. His line was a straight, dead one. Fancy
strokes and dives—giraffe leaps . . . he summoned into play. He [
shot out recklessly. One time he suddenly paused—and floated for
a stretch. Another time he swam on his back, gazing at the chalky
sky. He dived for whole lengths.

But the shark, a bloaty, stone-colored man-killer, took a
shorter cut. Circumnavigating the swimmer it bore down upon him
with the speed of a hurricane. Within adequate reach it rurned, §
showed its gleaming belly, seizing its prey. '-
; A fiendish. gargle—the gnashing of bones——as the sea once
more closed its jaws on Philip.

Some one aboard ship screamed. Women fainted. There was  §
talk of a gun. Ernest, an oar upraised, capsized the boat as he tried ¥

“to inflict a blow on the coursing, chop-licking man-eater. &

And again the fish turned. It scraped the waters with its deadly ¥

fins. . S '

At Coco T¢, at the fledging of the dawn, Mafﬁ polishing the tin-
ware, hummed an obeah melody.

Trinidad is a damn fine place
But obeah down dey. . .. .

Peace had come to her at last.



GEORGIA DOUGLAS JOHNSON

- GEORGIA DOUGLAS JOHNSON’s POEMS seemed to sigh and -often
"~ verged on the cloying, as in the case of “I Want to Die While You
Love Me,” which nevertheless managed to convey an affecting sor-
. row. Jobnson, widely acclaimed as the first African American fe-

after year, while maintaining a famous salon in Washington that

‘most of the lights of the Rerzazssance

OLD BLACK MEN
They have dreamed as young men dream
Of glory, love and power;

. They have hoped as youth will hope
Of life’s sun-mmted hour.

male poet- of the twentieth century, persevered at ber craft year .

was fréquented by Du Bois, Fauset, Hugbes, Locke Toomer, and

274

Ceorgié Douglas ]ob'nso’ﬁ

They have seen as others saw
Their bubbles burst in afr,

They have learned to live it down
As though they did ot care.
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