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Credo

| believe in God, who made of one blood all nations that on earth do dwell. | believe
that all men, black and brown and white, are brothers, varying through time and
opportunity, in form and gift and feature, but differing in no essential particular, and alike
in soul and the possibility of infinite development.
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Especially do | believe in the Negro Race: in the beauty of its genius, the sweetness of
its soul, and its strength in that meekness which shall yet inherit this turbulent earth.

| believe in Pride of race and lineage and self: in pride of self so deep as to scorn
injustice to other selves; in pride of lineage so great as to despise no man’s father; in
pride of race so chivalrous as neither to offer bastardy to the weak nor beg wedlock of
the strong, knowing that men may be brothers in Christ, even though they be not
brothers-in-law.

| believe in Service—humble, reverent service, from the blackening of boots to the
whitening of souls; for Work is Heaven, Idleness Hell, and Wage is the “Well done!” of
the Master, who summoned all them that labor and are heavy laden, making no
distinction between the black, sweating cotton hands of Georgia and the first families of
Virginia, since all distinction not based on deed is devilish and not divine.

| believe in the Devil and his angels, who wantonly work to narrow the opportunity of
struggling human beings, especially if they be black; who spit in the faces of the fallen,
strike them that cannot strike again, believe the worst and work to prove it, hating the
image which their Maker stamped on a brother’s soul.
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| believe in the Prince of Peace. | believe that War is Murder. | believe that armies and
navies are at bottom the tinsel and braggadocio of oppression and wrong, and | believe
that the wicked conquest of weaker and darker nations by nations whiter and stronger
but foreshadows the death of that strength.

| believe in Liberty for all men: the space to stretch their arms and their souls, the right
to breathe and the right to vote, the freedom to choose their friends, enjoy the sunshine,
and ride on the railroads, uncursed by color; thinking, dreaming, working as they will in
a kingdom of beauty and love.

| believe in the Training of Children, black even as white; the leading out of little souls
into the green pastures and beside the still waters, not for pelf or peace, but for life lit by
some large vision of beauty and goodness and truth; lest we forget, and the sons of the
fathers, like Esau, for mere meat barter their birthright in a mighty nation.

Finally, | believe in Patience—patience with the weakness of the Weak and the strength
of the Strong, the prejudice of the Ignorant and the ignorance of the Blind; patience with
the tardy triumph of Joy and the mad chastening of Sorrow.

THE SHADOW OF YEARS

| was born by a golden river and in the shadow of two great hills, five years after the
Emancipation Proclamation. The house was quaint, with clapboards running up and
down, neatly trimmed, and there were five rooms, a tiny porch, a rosy front yard, and
unbelievably delicious strawberries in the rear. A South Carolinian, lately come to the
Berkshire Hills, owned all this—tall, thin, and black, with golden earrings, and given to
religious trances. We were his transient tenants for the time.

My own people were part of a great clan. Fully two hundred years before, Tom
Burghardt had come through the western pass from the Hudson with his Dutch captor,
“Coenraet Burghardt,” sullen in his slavery and achieving his freedom by volunteering
for the Revolution at a time of sudden alarm. His wife was a little, black, Bantu woman,
who never became reconciled to this strange land; she clasped her knees and rocked
and crooned:

“Do bana coba—gene me, gene me!
Ben d'nuli, ben d’le—"

Tom died about 1787, but of him came many sons, and one, Jack, who helped in the
War of 1812. Of Jack and his wife, Violet, was born a mighty family, splendidly named:
Harlow and Ira, Cloe, Lucinda, Maria, and Othello! | dimly remember my grandfather,
Othello,—or “Uncle Tallow,”—a brown man, strong-voiced and redolent with tobacco,
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who sat stiffly in a great high chair because his hip was broken. He was probably a bit
lazy and given to wassail. At any rate, grandmother had a shrewish tongue and often
berated him. This grandmother was Sarah—"Aunt Sally"—a stern, tall, Dutch-African
woman, beak-nosed, but beautiful-eyed and golden-skinned. Ten or more children were
theirs, of whom the youngest was Mary, my mother.
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Mother was dark shining bronze, with a tiny ripple in her black hair, black-eyed, with a
heavy, kind face. She gave one the impression of infinite patience, but a curious
determination was concealed in her softness. The family were small farmers on
Egremont Plain, between Great Barrington and Sheffield, Massachusetts. The bits of
land were too small to support the great families born on them and we were always
poor. | never remember being cold or hungry, but | do remember that shoes and coal,
and sometimes flour, caused mother moments of anxious thought in winter, and a new
suit was an event!

At about the time of my birth economic pressure was transmuting the family generally
from farmers to “hired” help. Some revolted and migrated westward, others went
cityward as cooks and barbers. Mother worked for some years at house service in
Great Barrington, and after a disappointed love episode with a cousin, who went to
California, she met and married Alfred Du Bois and went to town to live by the golden
river where | was born.

Alfred, my father, must have seemed a splendid vision in that little valley under the
shelter of those mighty hills. He was small and beautiful of face and feature, just tinted
with the sun, his curly hair chiefly revealing his kinship to Africa. In nature he was a
dreamer,—romantic, indolent, kind, unreliable. He had in him the making of a poet, an
adventurer, or a Beloved Vagabond, according to the life that closed round him; and that
life gave him all too little. His father, Alexander Du Bois, cloaked under a stern, austere
demeanor a passionate revolt against the world. He, too, was small, but squarish. |
remember him as | saw him first, in his home in New Bedford,—white hair close-
cropped; a seamed, hard face, but high in tone, with a gray eye that could twinkle or
glare.

Long years before him Louis XIV drove two Huguenots, Jacques and Louis Du Bois,
into wild Ulster County, New York. One of them in the third or fourth generation had a
descendant, Dr. James Du Bois, a gay, rich bachelor, who made his money in the
Bahamas, where he and the Gilberts had plantations. There he took a beautiful little
mulatto slave as his mistress, and two sons were born: Alexander in 1803 and John,
later. They were fine, straight, clear-eyed boys, white enough to “pass.” He brought
them to America and put Alexander in the celebrated Cheshire School, in Connecticut.
Here he often visited him, but one last time, fell dead. He left no will, and his relations
made short shrift of these sons. They gathered in the property, apprenticed grandfather
to a shoemaker; then dropped him.
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Grandfather took his bitter dose like a thoroughbred. Wild as was his inner revolt
against this treatment, he uttered no word against the thieves and made no plea. He
tried his fortunes here and in Haiti, where, during his short, restless sojourn, my own
father was born. Eventually, grandfather became chief steward on the passenger boat
between New York and New Haven; later he was a small merchant in Springfield; and
finally he retired and ended his days at New Bedford. Always he held his head high,
took no insults, made few friends. He was not a “Negro”; he was a man! Yet the current
was too strong even for him. Then even more than now a colored man had colored
friends or none at all, lived in a colored world or lived alone. A few fine, strong, black
men gained the heart of this silent, bitter man in New York and New Haven. If he had
scant sympathy with their social clannishness, he was with them in fighting
discrimination. So, when the white Episcopalians of Trinity Parish, New Haven, showed
plainly that they no longer wanted black Folks as fellow Christians, he led the revolt
which resulted in St. Luke’s Parish, and was for years its senior warden. He lies dead in
the Grove Street Cemetery, beside Jehudi Ashmun.

Beneath his sternness was a very human man. Slyly he wrote poetry,—stilted, pleading
things from a soul astray. He loved women in his masterful way, marrying three
beautiful wives in succession and clinging to each with a certain desperate, even if
unsympathetic, affection. As a father he was, naturally, a failure,—hard, domineering,
unyielding. His four children reacted characteristically: one was until past middle life a
thin spinster, the mental image of her father; one died; one passed over into the white
world and her children’s children are now white, with no knowledge of their Negro blood;
the fourth, my father, bent before grandfather, but did not break—Dbetter if he had. He
yielded and flared back, asked forgiveness and forgot why, became the harshly-held
favorite, who ran away and rioted and roamed and loved and married my brown mother.

So with some circumstance having finally gotten myself born, with a flood of Negro
blood, a strain of French, a bit of Dutch, but, thank God! no “Anglo-Saxon,” | come to
the days of my childhood.

They were very happy. Early we moved back to Grandfather Burghardt's home,—I
barely remember its stone fireplace, big kitchen, and delightful woodshed. Then this
house passed to other branches of the clan and we moved to rented quarters in town,
—to one delectable place “upstairs,” with a wide yard full of shrubbery, and a brook; to
another house abutting a railroad, with infinite interests and astonishing playmates; and
finally back to the quiet street on which | was born,—down a long lane and in a homely,
cozy cottage, with a living-room, a tiny sitting-room, a pantry, and two attic bedrooms.
Here mother and | lived until she died, in 1884, for father early began his restless
wanderings. | last remember urgent letters for us to come to New Milford, where he had
started a barber shop. Later he became a preacher. But mother no longer trusted his
dreams, and he soon faded out of our lives into silence.
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From the age of five until | was sixteen | went to a school on the same grounds,—down
a lane, into a widened yard, with a big choke-cherry tree and two buildings, wood and
brick. Here I got acquainted with my world, and soon had my criterions of judgment.

Wealth had no particular lure. On the other hand, the shadow of wealth was about us.
That river of my birth was golden because of the woolen and paper waste that soiled it.
The gold was theirs, not ours; but the gleam and glint was for all. To me it was all in
order and | took it philosophically. | cordially despised the poor Irish and South
Germans, who slaved in the mills, and annexed the rich and well-to-do as my natural
companions. Of such is the kingdom of snobs!

Most of our townfolk were, naturally, the well-to-do, shading downward, but seldom
reaching poverty. As playmate of the children | saw the homes of nearly every one,
except a few immigrant New Yorkers, of whom none of us approved. The homes | saw
impressed me, but did not overwhelm me. Many were bigger than mine, with newer
and shinier things, but they did not seem to differ in kind. | think | probably surprised my
hosts more than they me, for | was easily at home and perfectly happy and they looked
to me just like ordinary people, while my brown face and frizzled hair must have seemed
strange to them.

Yet | was very much one of them. | was a center and sometimes the leader of the town
gang of boys. We were noisy, but never very bad,—and, indeed, my mother’s quiet
influence came in here, as | realize now. She did not try to make me perfect. To her |
was already perfect. She simply warned me of a few things, especially saloons. In my
town the saloon was the open door to hell. The best families had their drunkards and
the worst had little else.

Very gradually,—I cannot now distinguish the steps, though here and there | remember
a jump or a jolt—but very gradually | found myself assuming quite placidly that | was
different from other children. At first | think | connected the difference with a manifest
ability to get my lessons rather better than most and to recite with a certain happy,
almost taunting, glibness, which brought frowns here and there. Then, slowly, | realized
that some folks, a few, even several, actually considered my brown skin a misfortune;
once or twice | became painfully aware that some human beings even thought it a
crime. | was not for a moment daunted,—although, of course, there were some days of
secret tears—rather | was spurred to tireless effort. If they beat me at anything, | was
grimly determined to make them sweat for it! Once | remember challenging a great,
hard farmer-boy to battle, when | knew he could whip me; and he did. But ever after, he
was polite.

As time flew | felt not so much disowned and rejected as rather drawn up into higher
spaces and made part of a mightier mission. At times | almost pitied my pale
companions, who were not of the Lord’s anointed and who saw in their dreams no
splendid quests of golden fleeces.
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Even in the matter of girls my peculiar phantasy asserted itself. Naturally, it was in our
town voted bad form for boys of twelve and fourteen to show any evident weakness for
girls. We tolerated them loftily, and now and then they played in our games, when |
joined in quite as naturally as the rest. It was when strangers came, or summer
boarders, or when the oldest girls grew up that my sharp senses noted little hesitancies
in public and searchings for possible public opinion. Then | flamed! 1 lifted my chin and
strode off to the mountains, where | viewed the world at my feet and strained my eyes
across the shadow of the hills.

| was graduated from high school at sixteen, and | talked of “Wendell Phillips.” This was
my first sweet taste of the world’s applause. There were flowers and upturned faces,
music and marching, and there was my mother’s smile. She was lame, then, and a bit
drawn, but very happy. It was her great day and that very year she lay down with a sigh
of content and has not yet awakened. | felt a certain gladness to see her, at last, at
peace, for she had worried all her life. Of my own loss | had then little realization. That
came only with the after-years. Now it was the choking gladness and solemn feel of
wings! At last, | was going beyond the hills and into the world that beckoned steadily.

There came a little pause,—a singular pause. | was given to understand that | was
almost too young for the world. Harvard was the goal of my dreams, but my white
friends hesitated and my colored friends were silent. Harvard was a mighty conjure-
word in that hill town, and even the mill owners’ sons had aimed lower. Finally it was
tactfully explained that the place for me was in the South among my people. A
scholarship had been already arranged at Fisk, and my summer earnings would pay the
fare. My relatives grumbled, but after a twinge | felt a strange delight! | forgot, or did
not thoroughly realize, the curious irony by which | was not looked upon as a real citizen
of my birth-town, with a future and a career, and instead was being sent to a far land
among strangers who were regarded as (and in truth were) “mine own people.”

Ah! the wonder of that journey, with its faint spice of adventure, as | entered the land of
slaves; the never-to-be-forgotten marvel of that first supper at Fisk with the world
“colored” and opposite two of the most beautiful beings God ever revealed to the eyes
of seventeen. | promptly lost my appetite, but | was deliriously happy!

As | peer back through the shadow of my years, seeing not too clearly, but through the
thickening veil of wish and after-thought, | seem to view my life divided into four distinct
parts: the Age of Miracles, the Days of Disillusion, the Discipline of Work and Play, and
the Second Miracle Age.

The Age of Miracles began with Fisk and ended with Germany. | was bursting with the
joy of living. | seemed to ride in conquering might. | was captain of my soul and master
of fate! | willed to do! It was done. | wished! The wish came true.
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Now and then out of the void flashed the great sword of hate to remind me of the battle.
| remember once, in Nashville, brushing by accident against a white woman on the
street. Politely and eagerly | raised my hat to apologize. That was thirty-five years
ago. From that day to this | have never knowingly raised my hat to a Southern white
woman.

| suspect that beneath all of my seeming triumphs there were many failures and
disappointments, but the realities loomed so large that they swept away even the
memory of other dreams and wishes. Consider, for a moment, how miraculous it all
was to a boy of seventeen, just escaped from a narrow valley: | willed and lo! my
people came dancing about me,—riotous in color, gay in laughter, full of sympathy,
need, and pleading; darkly delicious girls—*“colored” girls—sat beside me and actually
talked to me while | gazed in tongue-tied silence or babbled in boastful dreams. Boys
with my own experiences and out of my own world, who knew and understood, wrought
out with me great remedies. | studied eagerly under teachers who bent in subtle
sympathy, feeling themselves some shadow of the Veil and lifting it gently that we
darker souls might peer through to other worlds.

| willed and lo! | was walking beneath the elms of Harvard,—the name of allurement,
the college of my youngest, wildest visions! | needed money; scholarships and prizes
fell into my lap,—not all | wanted or strove for, but all | needed to keep in school.
Commencement came and standing before governor, president, and grave, gowned
men, | told them certain astonishing truths, waving my arms and breathing fast! They
applauded with what now seems to me uncalled-for fervor, but then! | walked home on
pink clouds of glory! | asked for a fellowship and got it. | announced my plan of
studying in Germany, but Harvard had no more fellowships for me. A friend, however,
told me of the Slater Fund and how the Board was looking for colored men worth
educating. No thought of modest hesitation occurred to me. | rushed at the chance.

The trustees of the Slater Fund excused themselves politely. They acknowledged that
they had in the past looked for colored boys of ability to educate, but, being
unsuccessful, they had stopped searching. | went at them hammer and tongs! | plied
them with testimonials and mid-year and final marks. | intimated plainly, impudently,
that they were “stalling” In vain did the chairman, Ex-President Hayes, explain and
excuse. | took no excuses and brushed explanations aside. | wonder now that he did
not brush me aside, too, as a conceited meddler, but instead he smiled and
surrendered.

| crossed the ocean in a trance. Always | seemed to be saying, “It is not real; | must be
dreaming!” | can live it again—the little, Dutch ship—the blue waters—the smell of new-
mown hay—Holland and the Rhine. | saw the Wartburg and Berlin; | made the
Harzreise and climbed the Brocken; | saw the Hansa towns and the cities and dorfs of
South Germany; | saw the Alps at Berne, the Cathedral at Milan, Florence, Rome,
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Venice, Vienna, and Pesth; | looked on the boundaries of Russia; and | sat in Paris and
London.
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On mountain and valley, in home and school, | met men and women as | had never met
them before. Slowly they became, not white folks, but folks. The unity beneath all life
clutched me. | was not less fanatically a Negro, but “Negro” meant a greater, broader
sense of humanity and world-fellowship. | felt myself standing, not against the world,
but simply against American narrowness and color prejudice, with the greater, finer
world at my back urging me on.

| builded great castles in Spain and lived therein. | dreamed and loved and wandered
and sang; then, after two long years, | dropped suddenly back into “nigger”-hating
Americal

My Days of Disillusion were not disappointing enough to discourage me. | was still
upheld by that fund of infinite faith, although dimly about me | saw the shadow of
disaster. | began to realize how much of what | had called Will and Ability was sheer
Luck! Suppose my good mother had preferred a steady income from my child labor
rather than bank on the precarious dividend of my higher training? Suppose that
pompous old village judge, whose dignity we often ruffled and whose apples we stole,
had had his way and sent me while a child to a “reform” school to learn a “trade”?
Suppose Principal Hosmer had been born with no faith in “darkies,” and instead of
giving me Greek and Latin had taught me carpentry and the making of tin pans?
Suppose | had missed a Harvard scholarship? Suppose the Slater Board had then, as
now, distinct ideas as to where the education of Negroes should stop? Suppose and
suppose! As | sat down calmly on flat earth and looked at my life a certain great fear
seized me. Was | the masterful captain or the pawn of laughing sprites? Who was | to
fight a world of color prejudice? | raise my hat to myself when | remember that, even
with these thoughts, | did not hesitate or waver; but just went doggedly to work, and
therein lay whatever salvation | have achieved.

First came the task of earning a living. | was not nice or hard to please. | just got down
on my knees and begged for work, anything and anywhere. | wrote to Hampton,
Tuskegee, and a dozen other places. They politely declined, with many regrets. The
trustees of a backwoods Tennessee town considered me, but were eventually afraid.
Then, suddenly, Wilberforce offered to let me teach Latin and Greek at $750 a year. |
was overjoyed!

| did not know anything about Latin and Greek, but | did know of Wilberforce. The
breath of that great name had swept the water and dropped into southern Ohio, where
Southerners had taken their cure at Tawawa Springs and where white Methodists had
planted a school; then came the little bishop, Daniel Payne, who made it a school of the
African Methodists. This was the school that called me, and when re-considered offers
from Tuskegee and Jefferson City followed, | refused; | was so thankful for that first
offer.
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I went to Wilberforce with high ideals. | wanted to help to build a great university. | was
willing to work night as well as day. | taught Latin, Greek, English, and German. |
helped in the discipline, took part in the social life, begged to be allowed to lecture on
sociology, and began to write books. But | found myself against a stone wall. Nothing
stirred before my impatient pounding! Or if it stirred, it soon slept again.

Of course, | was too impatient! The snarl of years was not to be undone in days. | set
at solving the problem before | knew it. Wilberforce was a colored church-school. In it
were mingled the problems of poorly-prepared pupils, an inadequately-equipped plant,
the natural politics of bishoprics, and the provincial reactions of a country town loaded
with traditions. It was my first introduction to a Negro world, and | was at once
marvelously inspired and deeply depressed. | was inspired with the children,—had | not
rubbed against the children of the world and did | not find here the same eagerness, the
same joy of life, the same brains as in New England, France, and Germany? But, on
the other hand, the ropes and myths and knots and hindrances; the thundering waves of
the white world beyond beating us back; the scalding breakers of this inner world,—its
currents and back eddies—its meanness and smallness—its sorrow and tragedy—its
screaming farce!

In all this | was as one bound hand and foot. Struggle, work, fight as | would, | seemed
to get nowhere and accomplish nothing. | had all the wild intolerance of youth, and no
experience in human tangles. For the first time in my life | realized that there were limits
to my will to do. The Day of Miracles was past, and a long, gray road of dogged work
lay ahead.

| had, naturally, my triumphs here and there. | defied the bishops in the matter of public
extemporaneous prayer and they yielded. | bearded the poor, hunted president in his
den, and yet was re-elected to my position. | was slowly winning a way, but quickly
losing faith in the value of the way won. Was this the place to begin my life work? Was
this the work which | was best fitted to do? What business had I, anyhow, to teach
Greek when | had studied men? | grew sure that | had made a mistake. So |
determined to leave Wilberforce and try elsewhere. Thus, the third period of my life
began.

First, in 1896, | married—a slip of a girl, beautifully dark-eyed and thorough and good as
a German housewife. Then | accepted a job to make a study of Negroes in Philadelphia
for the University of Pennsylvania,—one year at six hundred dollars. How did | dare
these two things? | do not know. Yet they spelled salvation. To remain at Wilberforce
without doing my ideals meant spiritual death. Both my wife and | were homeless. |
dared a home and a temporary job. But it was a different daring from the days of my
first youth. | was ready to admit that the best of men might fail. | meant still to be
captain of my soul, but | realized that even captains are not omnipotent in uncharted
and angry seas.
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| essayed a thorough piece of work in Philadelphia. | labored morning, noon, and night.
Nobody ever reads that fat volume on “The Philadelphia Negro,” but they treat it with
respect, and that consoles me. The colored people of Philadelphia received me with no
open arms. They had a natural dislike to being studied like a strange species. | met
again and in different guise those curious cross-currents and inner social whirlings of
my own people. They set me to groping. | concluded that I did not know so much as |
might about my own people, and when President Bumstead invited me to Atlanta
University the next year to teach sociology and study the American Negro, | accepted
gladly, at a salary of twelve hundred dollars.

My real life work was done at Atlanta for thirteen years, from my twenty-ninth to my
forty-second birthday. They were years of great spiritual upturning, of the making and
unmaking of ideals, of hard work and hard play. Here | found myself. | lost most of my
mannerisms. | grew more broadly human, made my closest and most holy friendships,
and studied human beings. | became widely-acquainted with the real condition of my
people. | realized the terrific odds which faced them. At Wilberforce | was their captious
critic. In Philadelphia | was their cold and scientific investigator, with microscope and
probe. It took but a few years of Atlanta to bring me to hot and indignant defense. | saw
the race-hatred of the whites as | had never dreamed of it before,—naked and
unashamed! The faint discrimination of my hopes and intangible dislikes paled into
nothing before this great, red monster of cruel oppression. | held back with more
difficulty each day my mounting indignation against injustice and misrepresentation.

With all this came the strengthening and hardening of my own character. The billows of
birth, love, and death swept over me. | saw life through all its paradox and contradiction
of streaming eyes and mad merriment. | emerged into full manhood, with the ruins of
some ideals about me, but with others planted above the stars; scarred and a bit grim,
but hugging to my soul the divine gift of laughter and withal determined, even unto
stubbornness, to fight the good fight.

At last, forbear and waver as | would, | faced the great Decision. My life’s last and
greatest door stood ajar. What with all my dreaming, studying, and teaching was | going
to do in this fierce fight? Despite all my youthful conceit and bumptiousness, | found
developed beneath it all a reticence and new fear of forwardness, which sprang from
searching criticisms of motive and high ideals of efficiency; but contrary to my dream of
racial solidarity and notwithstanding my deep desire to serve and follow and think,
rather than to lead and inspire and decide, | found myself suddenly the leader of a great
wing of people fighting against another and greater wing.

Nor could any effort of mine keep this fight from sinking to the personal plane. Heaven
knows | tried. That first meeting of a knot of enthusiasts, at Niagara Falls, had all the
earnestness of self-devotion. At the second meeting, at Harper’s Ferry, it arose to the
solemnity of a holy crusade and yet without and to the cold, hard stare of the world it
seemed merely the envy of fools against a great man, Booker Washington.
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Of the movement | was willy-nilly leader. | hated the role. For the first time | faced
criticism and cared. Every ideal and habit of my life was cruelly misjudged. | who had
always overstriven to give credit for good work, who had never consciously stooped to
envy was accused by honest colored people of every sort of small and petty jealousy,
while white people said | was ashamed of my race and wanted to be white! And this of
me, whose one life fanaticism had been belief in my Negro blood!

Away back in the little years of my boyhood | had sold the Springfield Republican and
written for Mr. Fortune’s Globe. | dreamed of being an editor myself some day. | am an
editor. In the great, slashing days of college life | dreamed of a strong organization to
fight the battles of the Negro race. The National Association for the Advancement of
Colored People is such a body, and it grows daily. In the dark days at Wilberforce |
planned a time when | could speak freely to my people and of them, interpreting
between two worlds. | am speaking now. In the study at Atlanta | grew to fear lest my
radical beliefs should so hurt the college that either my silence or the institution’s ruin
would result. Powers and principalities have not yet curbed my tongue and Atlanta still
lives.

It all came—this new Age of Miracles—because a few persons in 1909 determined to
celebrate Lincoln’s Birthday properly by calling for the final emancipation of the
American Negro. | came at their call. My salary even for a year was not assured, but it
was the “Voice without reply.” The result has been the National Association for the
Advancement of Colored People and The Crisis and this book, which | am finishing on
my Fiftieth Birthday.

Last year | looked death in the face and found its lineaments not unkind. But it was not
my time. Yet in nature some time soon and in the fullness of days | shall die, quietly, |
trust, with my face turned South and eastward; and, dreaming or dreamless, | shall, |
am sure, enjoy death as | have enjoyed life.

A Litany at Atlanta

O Silent God, Thou whose voice afar in mist and mystery hath left our ears an-hungered
in these fearful days—

Hear us, good Lord!

Listen to us, Thy children: our faces dark with doubt are made a mockery in Thy
Sanctuary. With uplifted hands we front Thy Heaven, O God, crying:

We beseech Thee to hear us, good Lord!

We are not better than our fellows, Lord; we are but weak and human men. When our
devils do deviltry, curse Thou the doer and the deed,—curse them as we curse them, do
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to them all and more than ever they have done to innocence and weakness, to
womanhood and home.

Have mercy upon us, miserable sinners!

And yet, whose is the deeper guilt? Who made these devils? Who nursed them in
crime and fed them on injustice? Who ravished and debauched their mothers and their
grandmothers? Who bought and sold their crime and waxed fat and rich on public
iniquity?
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Thou knowest, good God!

Is this Thy Justice, O Father, that guile be easier than innocence and the innocent be
crucified for the guilt of the untouched guilty?

Justice, O Judge of men!

Wherefore do we pray? Is not the God of the Fathers dead? Have not seers seen in
Heaven’s halls Thine hearsed and lifeless form stark amidst the black and rolling smoke
of sin, where all along bow bitter forms of endless dead?

Awake, Thou that sleepest!

Thou art not dead, but flown afar, up hills of endless light, through blazing corridors of
suns, where worlds do swing of good and gentle men, of women strong and free—far
from the cozenage, black hypocrisy, and chaste prostitution of this shameful speck of
dust!

Turn again, O Lord; leave us not to perish in our sin!
From lust of body and lust of blood,—

Great God, deliver us!

From lust of power and lust of gold,—

Great God, deliver us!

From the leagued lying of despot and of brute,—
Great God, deliver us!

A city lay in travail, God our Lord, and from her loins sprang twin Murder and Black
Hate. Red was the midnight; clang, crack, and cry of death and fury filled the air and
trembled underneath the stars where church spires pointed silently to Thee. And all this
was to sate the greed of greedy men who hide behind the veil of vengeance!

Bend us Thine ear, O Lord!

In the pale, still morning we looked upon the deed. We stopped our ears and held our
leaping hands, but they—did they not wag their heads and leer and cry with bloody
jaws: Cease from Crime! The word was mockery, for thus they train a hundred crimes
while we do cure one.

Turn again our captivity, O Lord!
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Behold this maimed and broken thing, dear God; it was an humble black man, who
toiled and sweat to save a bit from the pittance paid him. They told him: Work and
Rise! He worked. Did this man sin? Nay, but someone told how someone said another
did—one whom he had never seen nor known. Yet for that man’s crime this man lieth
maimed and murdered, his wife naked to shame, his children to poverty and evil.

Hear us, O heavenly Father!

Doth not this justice of hell stink in Thy nostrils, O God? How long shall the mounting
flood of innocent blood roar in Thine ears and pound in our hearts for vengeance? Pile
the pale frenzy of blood-crazed brutes, who do such deeds, high on Thine Altar,
Jehovah Jireh, and burn it in hell forever and forever!

Forgive us, good Lord; we know not what we say!

Bewildered we are and passion-tossed, mad with the madness of a mobbed and
mocked and murdered people; straining at the armposts of Thy throne, we raise our
shackled hands and charge Thee, God, by the bones of our stolen fathers, by the tears
of our dead mothers, by the very blood of Thy crucified Christ: What meaneth this? Tell
us the plan; give us the sign!
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Keep not Thou silent, O God!

Sit not longer blind, Lord God, deaf to our prayer and dumb to our dumb suffering.
Surely Thou, too, art not white, O Lord, a pale, bloodless, heartless thing!

Ah! Christ of all the Pities!

Forgive the thought! Forgive these wild, blasphemous words! Thou art still the God of
our black fathers and in Thy Soul's Soul sit some soft darkenings of the evening, some
shadowings of the velvet night.

But whisper—speak—call, great God, for Thy silence is white terror to our hearts! The
way, O God, show us the way and point us the path!

Whither? North is greed and South is blood; within, the coward, and without, the liar.
Whither? To death?

Amen! Welcome, dark sleep!

Whither? To life? But not this life, dear God, not this. Let the cup pass from us, tempt
us not beyond our strength, for there is that clamoring and clawing within, to whose
voice we would not listen, yet shudder lest we must,—and it is red. Ah! God! Itis ared
and awful shape.

Selah!

In yonder East trembles a star.

Vengeance is Mine; | will repay, saith the Lord!

Thy Will, O Lord, be done!

Kyrie Eleison!

Lord, we have done these pleading, wavering words.

We beseech Thee to hear us, good Lord!

We bow our heads and hearken soft to the sobbing of women and little children.
We beseech Thee to hear us, good Lord!

Our voices sink in silence and in night.

Hear us, good Lord!
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In night, O God of a godless land!
Amen!
In silence, O Silent God.

Selah!

THE SOULS OF WHITE FOLK

High in the tower, where | sit above the loud complaining of the human sea, | know
many souls that toss and whirl and pass, but none there are that intrigue me more than
the Souls of White Folk.

Of them | am singularly clairvoyant. | see in and through them. | view them from
unusual points of vantage. Not as a foreigner do | come, for | am native, not foreign,
bone of their thought and flesh of their language. Mine is not the knowledge of the
traveler or the colonial composite of dear memories, words and wonder. Nor yet is my
knowledge that which servants have of masters, or mass of class, or capitalist of
artisan. Rather | see these souls undressed and from the back and side. | see the
working of their entrails. | know their thoughts and they know that | know. This
knowledge makes them now embarrassed, now furious. They deny my right to live and
be and call me misbirth! My word is to them mere bitterness and my soul, pessimism.
And yet as they preach and strut and shout and threaten, crouching as they clutch at
rags of facts and fancies to hide their nakedness, they go twisting, flying by my tired
eyes and | see them ever stripped,—ugly, human.
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The discovery of personal whiteness among the world’s peoples is a very modern thing,
—a nineteenth and twentieth century matter, indeed. The ancient world would have
laughed at such a distinction. The Middle Age regarded skin color with mild curiosity;
and even up into the eighteenth century we were hammering our national manikins into
one, great, Universal Man, with fine frenzy which ignored color and race even more than
birth. Today we have changed all that, and the world in a sudden, emotional conversion
has discovered that it is white and by that token, wonderful!

This assumption that of all the hues of God whiteness alone is inherently and obviously
better than brownness or tan leads to curious acts; even the sweeter souls of the
dominant world as they discourse with me on weather, weal, and woe are continually
playing above their actual words an obligato of tune and tone, saying:

“My poor, un-white thing! Weep not nor rage. | know, too well, that the curse of God
lies heavy on you. Why? That is not for me to say, but be brave! Do your work in your
lowly sphere, praying the good Lord that into heaven above, where all is love, you may,
one day, be born—white!”

| do not laugh. | am quite straight-faced as | ask soberly:

“But what on earth is whiteness that one should so desire it?” Then always, somehow,
some way, silently but clearly, | am given to understand that whiteness is the ownership
of the earth forever and ever, Amen!

Now what is the effect on a man or a nation when it comes passionately to believe such
an extraordinary dictum as this? That nations are coming to believe it is manifest daily.
Wave on wave, each with increasing virulence, is dashing this new religion of whiteness
on the shores of our time. lts first effects are funny: the strut of the Southerner, the
arrogance of the Englishman amuck, the whoop of the hoodlum who vicariously leads
your mob. Next it appears dampening generous enthusiasm in what we once counted
glorious; to free the slave is discovered to be tolerable only in so far as it freed his
master! Do we sense somnolent writhings in black Africa or angry groans in India or
triumphant banzais in Japan? “To your tents, O Israel!” These nations are not white!

After the more comic manifestations and the chilling of generous enthusiasm come
subtler, darker deeds. Everything considered, the title to the universe claimed by White
Folk is faulty. It ought, at least, to look plausible. How easy, then, by emphasis and
omission to make children believe that every great soul the world ever saw was a white
man'’s soul; that every great thought the world ever knew was a white man'’s thought;
that every great deed the world ever did was a white man’s deed; that every great
dream the world ever sang was a white man’s dream. In fine, that if from the world
were dropped everything that could not fairly be attributed to White Folk, the world
would, if anything, be even greater, truer, better than now. And if all this be a lie, is it not
a lie in a great cause?
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Here it is that the comedy verges to tragedy. The first minor note is struck, all
unconsciously, by those worthy souls in whom consciousness of high descent brings
burning desire to spread the gift abroad,—the obligation of nobility to the ignoble. Such
sense of duty assumes two things: a real possession of the heritage and its frank
appreciation by the humble-born. So long, then, as humble black folk, voluble with
thanks, receive barrels of old clothes from lordly and generous whites, there is much
mental peace and moral satisfaction. But when the black man begins to dispute the
white man'’s title to certain alleged bequests of the Fathers in wage and position,
authority and training; and when his attitude toward charity is sullen anger rather than
humble jollity; when he insists on his human right to swagger and swear and waste,—-
then the spell is suddenly broken and the philanthropist is ready to believe that Negroes
are impudent, that the South is right, and that Japan wants to fight America.

After this the descent to Hell is easy. On the pale, white faces which the great billows
whirl upward to my tower | see again and again, often and still more often, a writing of
human hatred, a deep and passionate hatred, vast by the very vagueness of its
expressions. Down through the green waters, on the bottom of the world, where men
move to and fro, | have seen a man—an educated gentleman—grow livid with anger
because a little, silent, black woman was sitting by herself in a Pullman car. He was a
white man. | have seen a great, grown man curse a little child, who had wandered into
the wrong waiting-room, searching for its mother: “Here, you damned black—" He was
white. In Central Park | have seen the upper lip of a quiet, peaceful man curl back in a
tigerish snarl of rage because black folk rode by in a motor car. He was a white man.
We have seen, you and I, city after city drunk and furious with ungovernable lust of
blood; mad with murder, destroying, killing, and cursing; torturing human victims
because somebody accused of crime happened to be of the same color as the mob’s
innocent victims and because that color was not white! We have seen,—Merciful God!
in these wild days and in the name of Civilization, Justice, and Motherhood,—what have
we not seen, right here in America, of orgy, cruelty, barbarism, and murder done to men
and women of Negro descent.

Up through the foam of green and weltering waters wells this great mass of hatred, in
wilder, fiercer violence, until | look down and know that today to the millions of my
people no misfortune could happen,—of death and pestilence, failure and defeat—that
would not make the hearts of millions of their fellows beat with fierce, vindictive joy! Do
you doubt it? Ask your own soul what it would say if the next census were to report that
half of black America was dead and the other half dying.

Unfortunate? Unfortunate. But where is the misfortune? Mine? Am I, in my blackness,
the sole sufferer? | suffer. And yet, somehow, above the suffering, above the shackled
anger that beats the bars, above the hurt that crazes there surges in me a vast pity,—-
pity for a people imprisoned and enthralled, hampered and made miserable for such a
cause, for such a phantasy!
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Conceive this nation, of all human peoples, engaged in a crusade to make the “World
Safe for Democracy”! Can you imagine the United States protesting against Turkish
atrocities in Armenia, while the Turks are silent about mobs in Chicago and St. Louis;
what is Louvain compared with Memphis, Waco, Washington, Dyersburg, and Estill
Springs? In short, what is the black man but America’s Belgium, and how could
America condemn in Germany that which she commits, just as brutally, within her own
borders?

A true and worthy ideal frees and uplifts a people; a false ideal imprisons and lowers.
Say to men, earnestly and repeatedly: “Honesty is best, knowledge is power; do unto
others as you would be done by.” Say this and act it and the nation must move toward
it, if not to it. But say to a people: “The one virtue is to be white,” and the people rush
to the inevitable conclusion, “Kill the 'nigger’!”

Is not this the record of present America? Is not this its headlong progress? Are we not
coming more and more, day by day, to making the statement “I am white,” the one
fundamental tenet of our practical morality? Only when this basic, iron rule is involved
is our defense of right nation-wide and prompt. Murder may swagger, theft may rule
and prostitution may flourish and the nation gives but spasmodic, intermittent and
lukewarm attention. But let the murderer be black or the thief brown or the violator of
womanhood have a drop of Negro blood, and the righteousness of the indignation
sweeps the world. Nor would this fact make the indignation less justifiable did not we all
know that it was blackness that was condemned and not crime.

In the awful cataclysm of World War, where from beating, slandering, and murdering us
the white world turned temporarily aside to kill each other, we of the Darker Peoples
looked on in mild amaze.

Among some of us, | doubt not, this sudden descent of Europe into hell brought
unbounded surprise; to others, over wide area, it brought the Schaden Freude of the
bitterly hurt; but most of us, | judge, looked on silently and sorrowfully, in sober thought,
seeing sadly the prophecy of our own souls.

Here is a civilization that has boasted much. Neither Roman nor Arab, Greek nor
Egyptian, Persian nor Mongol ever took himself and his own perfectness with such
disconcerting seriousness as the modern white man. We whose shame, humiliation,
and deep insult his aggrandizement so often involved were never deceived. We looked
at him clearly, with world-old eyes, and saw simply a human thing, weak and pitiable
and cruel, even as we are and were.

These super-men and world-mastering demi-gods listened, however, to no low tongues
of ours, even when we pointed silently to their feet of clay. Perhaps we, as folk of
simpler soul and more primitive type, have been most struck in the welter of recent
years by the utter failure of white religion. We have curled our lips in something like
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contempt as we have witnessed glib apology and weary explanation. Nothing of the
sort deceived us. A nation’s religion is its life, and as such white Christianity is a
miserable failure.
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Nor would we be unfair in this criticism: We know that we, too, have failed, as you
have, and have rejected many a Buddha, even as you have denied Christ; but we
acknowledge our human frailty, while you, claiming super-humanity, scoff endlessly at
our shortcomings.

The number of white individuals who are practising with even reasonable approximation
the democracy and unselfishness of Jesus Christ is so small and unimportant as to be
fit subject for jest in Sunday supplements and in Punch, Life, Le Rire, and Fliegende
Blaetter. In her foreign mission work the extraordinary self-deception of white religion is
epitomized: solemnly the white world sends five million dollars worth of missionary
propaganda to Africa each year and in the same twelve months adds twenty-five million
dollars worth of the vilest gin manufactured. Peace to the augurs of Rome!

We may, however, grant without argument that religious ideals have always far outrun
their very human devotees. Let us, then, turn to more mundane matters of honor and
fairness. The world today is trade. The world has turned shopkeeper; history is
economic history; living is earning a living. Is it necessary to ask how much of high
emprise and honorable conduct has been found here? Something, to be sure. The
establishment of world credit systems is built on splendid and realizable faith in fellow-
men. But it is, after all, so low and elementary a step that sometimes it looks merely like
honor among thieves, for the revelations of highway robbery and low cheating in the
business world and in all its great modern centers have raised in the hearts of all true
men in our day an exceeding great cry for revolution in our basic methods and
conceptions of industry and commerce.

We do not, for a moment, forget the robbery of other times and races when trade was a
most uncertain gamble; but was there not a certain honesty and frankness in the euvil
that argued a saner morality? There are more merchants today, surer deliveries, and
wider well-being, but are there not, also, bigger thieves, deeper injustice, and more
calloused selfishness in well-being? Be that as it may,—certainly the nicer sense of
honor that has risen ever and again in groups of forward-thinking men has been
curiously and broadly blunted. Consider our chiefest industry,—fighting. Laboriously
the Middle Ages built its rules of fairness—equal armament, equal notice, equal
conditions. What do we see today? Machine-guns against assegais; conquest sugared
with religion; mutilation and rape masquerading as culture,—all this, with vast applause
at the superiority of white over black soldiers!

War is horrible! This the dark world knows to its awful cost. But has it just become
horrible, in these last days, when under essentially equal conditions, equal armament,
and equal waste of wealth white men are fighting white men, with surgeons and nurses
hovering near?
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Think of the wars through which we have lived in the last decade: in German Africa, in
British Nigeria, in French and Spanish Morocco, in China, in Persia, in the Balkans, in
Tripoli, in Mexico, and in a dozen lesser places—were not these horrible, too? Mind
you, there were for most of these wars no Red Cross funds.

Behold little Belgium and her pitiable plight, but has the world forgotten Congo? What
Belgium now suffers is not half, not even a tenth, of what she has done to black Congo
since Stanley’s great dream of 1880. Down the dark forests of inmost Africa sailed this
modern Sir Galahad, in the name of “the noble-minded men of several nations,” to
introduce commerce and civilization. What came of it? “Rubber and murder, slavery in
its worst form,” wrote Glave in 1895.

Harris declares that King Leopold’s regime meant the death of twelve million natives,
“but what we who were behind the scenes felt most keenly was the fact that the real
catastrophe in the Congo was desolation and murder in the larger sense. The invasion
of family life, the ruthless destruction of every social barrier, the shattering of every tribal
law, the introduction of criminal practices which struck the chiefs of the people dumb
with horror—in a word, a veritable avalanche of filth and immorality overwhelmed the
Congo tribes.”

Yet the fields of Belgium laughed, the cities were gay, art and science flourished; the
groans that helped to nourish this civilization fell on deaf ears because the world round
about was doing the same sort of thing elsewhere on its own account.

As we saw the dead dimly through rifts of battlesmoke and heard faintly the cursings
and accusations of blood brothers, we darker men said: This is not Europe gone mad;
this is not aberration nor insanity; this is Europe; this seeming Terrible is the real soul of
white culture—back of all culture,—stripped and visible today. This is where the world
has arrived,—these dark and awful depths and not the shining and ineffable heights of
which it boasted. Here is whither the might and energy of modern humanity has really
gone.

But may not the world cry back at us and ask: “What better thing have you to show?
What have you done or would do better than this if you had today the world rule? Paint
with all riot of hateful colors the thin skin of European culture,—is it not better than any
culture that arose in Africa or Asia?”

Itis. Of this there is no doubt and never has been; but why is it better? Is it better
because Europeans are better, nobler, greater, and more gifted than other folk? It is
not. Europe has never produced and never will in our day bring forth a single human
soul who cannot be matched and over-matched in every line of human endeavor by
Asia and Africa. Run the gamut, if you will, and let us have the Europeans who in sober
truth over-match Nefertari, Mohammed, Rameses and Askia, Confucius, Buddha, and
Jesus Christ. If we could scan the calendar of thousands of lesser men, in like
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comparison, the result would be the same; but we cannot do this because of the
deliberately educated ignorance of white schools by which they remember Napoleon
and forget Sonni Ali.
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The greatness of Europe has lain in the width of the stage on which she has played her
part, the strength of the foundations on which she has builded, and a natural, human
ability no whit greater (if as great) than that of other days and races. In other words, the
deeper reasons for the triumph of European civilization lie quite outside and beyond
Europe,—back in the universal struggles of all mankind.

Why, then, is Europe great? Because of the foundations which the mighty past have
furnished her to build upon: the iron trade of ancient, black Africa, the religion and
empire-building of yellow Asia, the art and science of the “dago” Mediterranean shore,
east, south, and west, as well as north. And where she has builded securely upon this
great past and learned from it she has gone forward to greater and more splendid
human triumph; but where she has ignored this past and forgotten and sneered at it,
she has shown the cloven hoof of poor, crucified humanity,—she has played, like other
empires gone, the world fool!

If, then, European triumphs in culture have been greater, so, too, may her failures have
been greater. How great a failure and a failure in what does the World War betoken?
Was it national jealousy of the sort of the seventeenth century? But Europe has done
more to break down national barriers than any preceding culture. Was it fear of the
balance of power in Europe? Hardly, save in the half-Asiatic problems of the Balkans.
What, then, does Hauptmann mean when he says: “Our jealous enemies forged an iron
ring about our breasts and we knew our breasts had to expand,—that we had to split
asunder this ring or else we had to cease breathing. But Germany will not cease to
breathe and so it came to pass that the iron ring was forced apart.”

Whither is this expansion? What is that breath of life, thought to be so indispensable to
a great European nation? Manifestly it is expansion overseas; it is colonial
aggrandizement which explains, and alone adequately explains, the World War. How
many of us today fully realize the current theory of colonial expansion, of the relation of
Europe which is white, to the world which is black and brown and yellow? Bluntly put,
that theory is this: It is the duty of white Europe to divide up the darker world and
administer it for Europe’s good.

This Europe has largely done. The European world is using black and brown men for
all the uses which men know. Slowly but surely white culture is evolving the theory that
“darkies” are born beasts of burden for white folk. It were silly to think otherwise, cries
the cultured world, with stronger and shriller accord. The supporting arguments grow
and twist themselves in the mouths of merchant, scientist, soldier, traveler, writer, and
missionary: Darker peoples are dark in mind as well as in body; of dark, uncertain, and
imperfect descent; of frailer, cheaper stuff; they are cowards in the face of mausers and
maxims; they have no feelings, aspirations, and loves; they are fools, illogical idiots,—-
“half-devil and half-child.”
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Such as they are civilization must, naturally, raise them, but soberly and in limited
ways. They are not simply dark white men. They are not “men” in the sense that
Europeans are men. To the very limited extent of their shallow capacities lift them to be
useful to whites, to raise cotton, gather rubber, fetch ivory, dig diamonds,—and let them
be paid what men think they are worth—white men who know them to be well-nigh
worthless.

Such degrading of men by men is as old as mankind and the invention of no one race or
people. Ever have men striven to conceive of their victims as different from the victors,
endlessly different, in soul and blood, strength and cunning, race and lineage. It has
been left, however, to Europe and to modern days to discover the eternal world-wide
mark of meanness,—color!

Such is the silent revolution that has gripped modern European culture in the later
nineteenth and twentieth centuries. Its zenith came in Boxer times: White supremacy
was all but world-wide, Africa was dead, India conquered, Japan isolated, and China
prostrate, while white America whetted her sword for mongrel Mexico and mulatto South
America, lynching her own Negroes the while. Temporary halt in this program was
made by little Japan and the white world immediately sensed the peril of such “yellow”
presumption! What sort of a world would this be if yellow men must be treated “white”?
Immediately the eventual overthrow of Japan became a subject of deep thought and
intrigue, from St. Petersburg to San Francisco, from the Key of Heaven to the Little
Brother of the Poor.

The using of men for the benefit of masters is no new invention of modern Europe. Itis
quite as old as the world. But Europe proposed to apply it on a scale and with an
elaborateness of detail of which no former world ever dreamed. The imperial width of
the thing,—the heaven-defying audacity—makes its modern newness.

The scheme of Europe was no sudden invention, but a way out of long-pressing
difficulties. It is plain to modern white civilization that the subjection of the white working
classes cannot much longer be maintained. Education, political power, and increased
knowledge of the technique and meaning of the industrial process are destined to make
a more and more equitable distribution of wealth in the near future. The day of the very
rich is drawing to a close, so far as individual white nations are concerned. But there is
a loophole. There is a chance for exploitation on an immense scale for inordinate profit,
not simply to the very rich, but to the middle class and to the laborers. This chance lies
in the exploitation of darker peoples. It is here that the golden hand beckons. Here are
no labor unions or votes or questioning onlookers or inconvenient consciences. These
men may be used down to the very bone, and shot and maimed in “punitive”
expeditions when they revolt. In these dark lands “industrial development” may repeat
in exaggerated form every horror of the industrial history of Europe, from slavery and
rape to disease and maiming, with only one test of success,—dividends!
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This theory of human culture and its aims has worked itself through warp and woof of
our daily thought with a thoroughness that few realize. Everything great, good, efficient,
fair, and honorable is “white”; everything mean, bad, blundering, cheating, and
dishonorable is “yellow”; a bad taste is “brown”; and the devil is “black.” The changes of
this theme are continually rung in picture and story, in newspaper heading and moving-
picture, in sermon and school book, until, of course, the King can do no wrong,—a
White Man is always right and a Black Man has no rights which a white man is bound to
respect.

There must come the necessary despisings and hatreds of these savage half-men, this
unclean canaille of the world—these dogs of men. All through the world this gospel is
preaching. It has its literature, it has its secret propaganda and above all—it pays!

There’s the rub,—it pays. Rubber, ivory, and palm-oil; tea, coffee, and cocoa; bananas,
oranges, and other fruit; cotton, gold, and copper—they, and a hundred other things
which dark and sweating bodies hand up to the white world from pits of slime, pay and
pay well, but of all that the world gets the black world gets only the pittance that the
white world throws it disdainfully.

Small wonder, then, that in the practical world of things-that-be there is jealousy and
strife for the possession of the labor of dark millions, for the right to bleed and exploit
the colonies of the world where this golden stream may be had, not always for the
asking, but surely for the whipping and shooting. It was this competition for the labor of
yellow, brown, and black folks that was the cause of the World War. Other causes have
been glibly given and other contributing causes there doubtless were, but they were
subsidiary and subordinate to this vast quest of the dark world’s wealth and toil.

Colonies, we call them, these places where “niggers” are cheap and the earth is rich;
they are those outlands where like a swarm of hungry locusts white masters may settle
to be served as kings, wield the lash of slave-drivers, rape girls and wives, grow as rich
as Croesus and send homeward a golden stream. They belt the earth, these places,
but they cluster in the tropics, with its darkened peoples: in Hong Kong and Anam, in
Borneo and Rhodesia, in Sierra Leone and Nigeria, in Panama and Havana—these are
the El Dorados toward which the world powers stretch itching palms.

Germany, at last one and united and secure on land, looked across the seas and seeing
England with sources of wealth insuring a luxury and power which Germany could not
hope to rival by the slower processes of exploiting her own peasants and workingmen,
especially with these workers half in revolt, immediately built her navy and entered into
a desperate competition for possession of colonies of darker peoples. To South
America, to China, to Africa, to Asia Minor, she turned like a hound quivering on the
leash, impatient,
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suspicious, irritable, with blood-shot eyes and dripping fangs, ready for the awful word.
England and France crouched watchfully over their bones, growling and wary, but
gnawing industriously, while the blood of the dark world whetted their greedy appetites.
In the background, shut out from the highway to the seven seas, sat Russia and Austria,
snarling and snapping at each other and at the last Mediterranean gate to the El
Dorado, where the Sick Man enjoyed bad health, and where millions of serfs in the
Balkans, Russia, and Asia offered a feast to greed well-nigh as great as Africa.

The fateful day came. It had to come. The cause of war is preparation for war; and of
all that Europe has done in a century there is nothing that has equaled in energy,
thought, and time her preparation for wholesale murder. The only adequate cause of
this preparation was conquest and conquest, not in Europe, but primarily among the
darker peoples of Asia and Africa; conquest, not for assimilation and uplift, but for
commerce and degradation. For this, and this mainly, did Europe gird herself at frightful
cost for war.

The red day dawned when the tinder was lighted in the Balkans and Austro-Hungary
seized a bit which brought her a step nearer to the world’s highway; she seized one bit
and poised herself for another. Then came that curious chorus of challenges, those
leaping suspicions, raking all causes for distrust and rivalry and hatred, but saying little
of the real and greatest cause.

Each nation felt its deep interests involved. But how? Not, surely, in the death of
Ferdinand the Warlike; not, surely, in the old, half-forgotten revanche for Alsace-
Lorraine; not even in the neutrality of Belgium. No! But in the possession of land
overseas, in the right to colonies, the chance to levy endless tribute on the darker world,
—on coolies in China, on starving peasants in India, on black savages in Africa, on
dying South Sea Islanders, on Indians of the Amazon—all this and nothing more.

Even the broken reed on which we had rested high hopes of eternal peace,—the guild
of the laborers—the front of that very important movement for human justice on which
we had builded most, even this flew like a straw before the breath of king and kaiser.
Indeed, the flying had been foreshadowed when in Germany and America “international”
Socialists had all but read yellow and black men out of the kingdom of industrial justice.
Subtly had they been bribed, but effectively: Were they not lordly whites and should
they not share in the spoils of rape? High wages in the United States and England
might be the skilfully manipulated result of slavery in Africa and of peonage in Asia.
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With the dog-in-the-manger theory of trade, with the determination to reap inordinate
profits and to exploit the weakest to the utmost there came a new imperialism,—the
rage for one’s own nation to own the earth or, at least, a large enough portion of it to
insure as big profits as the next nation. Where sections could not be owned by one
dominant nation there came a policy of “open door,” but the “door” was open to “white
people only.” As to the darkest and weakest of peoples there was but one unanimity in
Europe,—that which Hen Demberg of the German Colonial Office called the agreement
with England to maintain white “prestige” in Africa,—the doctrine of the divine right of
white people to steal.

Thus the world market most wildly and desperately sought today is the market where
labor is cheapest and most helpless and profit is most abundant. This labor is kept
cheap and helpless because the white world despises “darkies.” If one has the temerity
to suggest that these workingmen may walk the way of white workingmen and climb by
votes and self-assertion and education to the rank of men, he is howled out of court.
They cannot do it and if they could, they shall not, for they are the enemies of the white
race and the whites shall rule forever and forever and everywhere. Thus the hatred and
despising of human beings from whom Europe wishes to extort her luxuries has led to
such jealousy and bickering between European nations that they have fallen afoul of
each other and have fought like crazed beasts. Such is the fruit of human hatred.

But what of the darker world that watches? Most men belong to this world. With Negro
and Negroid, East Indian, Chinese, and Japanese they form two-thirds of the population
of the world. A belief in humanity is a belief in colored men. If the uplift of mankind
must be done by men, then the destinies of this world will rest ultimately in the hands of
darker nations.

What, then, is this dark world thinking? It is thinking that as wild and awful as this
shameful war was, it is nothing to compare with that fight for freedom which black and
brown and yellow men must and will make unless their oppression and humiliation and
insult at the hands of the White World cease. The Dark World is going to submit to its
present treatment just as long as it must and not one moment longer.

Let me say this again and emphasize it and leave no room for mistaken meaning: The
World War was primarily the jealous and avaricious struggle for the largest share in
exploiting darker races. As such itis and must be but the prelude to the armed and
indignant protest of these despised and raped peoples. Today Japan is hammering on
the door of justice, China is raising her half-manacled hands to knock next, India is
writhing for the freedom to knock, Egypt is sullenly muttering, the Negroes of South and
West Africa, of the West Indies, and of the United States are just awakening to their
shameful slavery. Is, then, this war the end of wars? Can it be the end, so long as sits
enthroned, even in the souls of those who cry peace, the despising and robbing of
darker peoples? If Europe hugs this delusion, then this is not the end of world war,—it
is but the beginning!
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We see Europe’s greatest sin precisely where we found Africa’s and Asia’s,—in human
hatred, the despising of men; with this difference, however: Europe has the awful
lesson of the past before her, has the splendid results of widened areas of tolerance,
sympathy, and love among men, and she faces a greater, an infinitely greater, world of
men than any preceding civilization ever faced.

It is curious to see America, the United States, looking on herself, first, as a sort of
natural peacemaker, then as a moral protagonist in this terrible time. No nation is less
fitted for this role. For two or more centuries America has marched proudly in the van of
human hatred,—making bonfires of human flesh and laughing at them hideously, and
making the insulting of millions more than a matter of dislike,—rather a great religion, a
world war-cry: Up white, down black; to your tents, O white folk, and world war with
black and parti-colored mongrel beasts!

Instead of standing as a great example of the success of democracy and the possibility
of human brotherhood America has taken her place as an awful example of its pitfalls
and failures, so far as black and brown and yellow peoples are concerned. And this,
too, in spite of the fact that there has been no actual failure; the Indian is not dying out,
the Japanese and Chinese have not menaced the land, and the experiment of Negro
suffrage has resulted in the uplift of twelve million people at a rate probably unparalleled
in history. But what of this? America, Land of Democracy, wanted to believe in the
failure of democracy so far as darker peoples were concerned. Absolutely without
excuse she established a caste system, rushed into preparation for war, and conquered
tropical colonies. She stands today shoulder to shoulder with Europe in Europe’s worst
sin against civilization. She aspires to sit among the great nations who arbitrate the fate
of “lesser breeds without the law” and she is at times heartily ashamed even of the large
number of “new” white people whom her democracy has admitted to place and power.
Against this surging forward of Irish and German, of Russian Jew, Slav and “dago” her
social bars have not availed, but against Negroes she can and does take her unflinching
and immovable stand, backed by this new public policy of Europe. She trains her
immigrants to this despising of “niggers” from the day of their landing, and they carry
and send the news back to the submerged classes in the fatherlands.

* k k% %

All this | see and hear up in my tower, above the thunder of the seven seas. From my
narrowed windows | stare into the night that looms beneath the cloud-swept stars.
Eastward and westward storms are breaking,—great, ugly whirlwinds of hatred and
blood and cruelty. | will not believe them inevitable. | will not believe that all that was
must be, that all the shameful drama of the past must be done again today before the
sunlight sweeps the silver seas.
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If I cry amid this roar of elemental forces, must my cry be in vain, because it is but a cry,
—a small and human cry amid Promethean gloom?

Back beyond the world and swept by these wild, white faces of the awful dead, why will
this Soul of White Folk,—this modern Prometheus,—hang bound by his own binding,
tethered by a fable of the past? | hear his mighty cry reverberating through the world, I
am white!” Well and good, O Prometheus, divine thief! Is not the world wide enough for
two colors, for many little shinings of the sun? Why, then, devour your own vitals if |
answer even as proudly, “I am black!”

The Riddle of the Sphinx

Dark daughter of the lotus leaves that watch the Southern Sea!
Wan spirit of a prisoned soul a-panting to be free!

The muttered music of thy streams, the whisper of the deep,

Have kissed each other in God’s name and kissed a world to sleep.

The will of the world is a whistling wind, sweeping a cloud-swept sky,
And not from the East and not from the West knelled that
soul-waking cry,

But out of the South,—the sad, black South—it screamed from

the top of the sky,

Crying: “Awake, O ancient race!” Wailing, “O woman, arise!”

And crying and sighing and crying again as a voice in the

midnight cries,—

But the burden of white men bore her back and the white world
stifled her sighs.

The white world’s vermin and filth:
All the dirt of London,

All the scum of New York;

Valiant spoilers of women

And conquerers of unarmed men;
Shameless breeders of bastards,
Drunk with the greed of gold,
Baiting their blood-stained hooks
With cant for the souls of the simple;
Bearing the white man’s burden
Of liquor and lust and lies!

Unthankful we wince in the East,
Unthankful we wail from the westward,
Unthankfully thankful, we curse,

In the unworn wastes of the wild:
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| hate them, Oh!

| hate them well,

| hate them, Christ!

As | hate hell!

If | were God,

I'd sound their knell

This day!

Who raised the fools to their glory,
But black men of Egypt and Ind,
Ethiopia’s sons of the evening,
Indians and yellow Chinese,

Arabian children of morning,

And mongrels of Rome and Greece?
Ah, well!

And they that raised the boasters
Shall drag them down again,—
Down with the theft of their thieving
And murder and mocking of men;
Down with their barter of women
And laying and lying of creeds;
Down with their cheating of childhood
And drunken orgies of war,—

down

down

deep down,

Till the devil's strength be shorn,

Till some dim, darker David, a-hoeing of his corn,
And married maiden, mother of God,
Bid the black Christ be born!

Then shall our burden be manhood,
Be it yellow or black or white;

And poverty and justice and sorrow,
The humble, and simple and strong
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Shall sing with the sons of morning

And daughters of even-song:

Black mother of the iron hills that ward the blazing sea,

Wild spirit of a storm-swept soul, a-struggling to be free,
Where 'neath the bloody finger-marks thy riven bosom quakes,
Thicken the thunders of God’s Voice and lo! a world awakes!

THE HANDS OF ETHIOPIA

“Semper novi quid ex Africa,” cried the Roman proconsul, and he voiced the verdict of
forty centuries. Yet there are those who would write world history and leave out of
account this most marvelous of continents. Particularly today most men assume that
Africa is far afield from the center of our burning social problems and especially from our
problem of world war.

Always Africa is giving us something new or some metempsychosis of a world-old
thing. On its black bosom arose one of the earliest, if not the earliest, of self-protecting
civilizations, which grew so mightily that it still furnishes superlatives to thinking and
speaking men. Out of its darker and more remote forest fastnesses came, if we may
credit many recent scientists, the first welding of iron, and we know that agriculture and
trade flourished there when Europe was a wilderness.

Nearly every human empire that has arisen in the world, material and spiritual, has
found some of its greatest crises on this continent of Africa, from Greece to Great
Britain. As Mommsen says: “It was through Africa that Christianity became the religion
of the world.” In Africa the last flood of Germanic invasions spent itself within hearing of
the last gasp of Byzantium, and it was through Africa that Islam came to play its great
role of conqueror and civilizer.

With the Renaissance and the widened world of modern thought Africa came no less
suddenly with her new-old gift. Shakespeare’s “Ancient Pistol” cries:

A foutre for the world and worldlings base!
| speak of Africa and golden joys!

He echoes a legend of gold from the days of Punt and Ophir to those of Ghana, the
Gold Coast, and the Rand. This thought had sent the world’s greed scurrying down the
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hot, mysterious coasts of Africa to the Good Hope of gain, until for the first time a real
world-commerce was born, albeit it started as a commerce mainly in the bodies and
souls of men.

The present problem of problems is nothing more than democracy beating itself
helplessly against the color bar,—purling, seeping, seething, foaming to burst through,
ever and again overwhelming the emerging masses of white men in its rolling
backwaters and held back by those who dream of future kingdoms of greed built on
black and brown and yellow slavery.

The indictment of Africa against Europe is grave. For four hundred years white Europe
was the chief support of that trade in human beings which first and last robbed black
Africa of a hundred million human beings, transformed the face of her social life,
overthrew organized government, distorted ancient industry, and snuffed out the lights
of cultural development. Today instead of removing laborers from Africa to distant
slavery, industry built on a new slavery approaches Africa to deprive the natives of their
land, to force them to toil, and to reap all the profit for the white world.
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It is scarcely necessary to remind the reader of the essential facts underlying these
broad assertions. A recent law of the Union of South Africa assigns nearly two hundred
and fifty million acres of the best of natives’ land to a million and a half whites and
leaves thirty-six million acres of swamp and marsh for four and a half-million blacks. In
Rhodesia over ninety million acres have been practically confiscated. In the Belgian
Congo all the land was declared the property of the state.

Slavery in all but name has been the foundation of the cocoa industry in St. Thome and
St. Principe and in the mines of the Rand. Gin has been one of the greatest of
European imports, having increased fifty per cent. in ten years and reaching a total of at
least twenty-five million dollars a year today. Negroes of ability have been carefully
gotten rid of, deposed from authority, kept out of positions of influence, and discredited
in their people’s eyes, while a caste of white overseers and governing officials has
appeared everywhere.

Naturally, the picture is not all lurid. David Livingstone has had his successors and
Europe has given Africa something of value in the beginning of education and industry.
Yet the balance of iniquity is desperately large; but worse than that, it has aroused no
world protest. A great Englishman, familiar with African problems for a generation, says
frankly today: “There does not exist any real international conscience to which you can
appeal.”

Moreover, that treatment shows no certain signs of abatement. Today in England the
Empire Resources Development Committee proposes to treat African colonies as
“crown estates” and by intensive scientific exploitation of both land and labor to make
these colonies pay the English national debt after the war! German thinkers, knowing
the tremendous demand for raw material which would follow the war, had similar plans
of exploitation. “Itis the clear, common sense of the African situation,” says H.G. Wells,
“that while these precious regions of raw material remain divided up between a number
of competitive European imperialisms, each resolutely set upon the exploitation of its
‘possessions’ to its own advantage and the disadvantage of the others, there can be no
permanent peace in the world. It is impossible.”

We, then, who fought the war against war; who in a hell of blood and suffering held
hardly our souls in leash by the vision of a world organized for peace; who are looking
for industrial democracy and for the organization of Europe so as to avoid incentives to
war,—we, least of all, should be willing to leave the backward world as the greatest
temptation, not only to wars based on international jealousies, but to the most horrible of
wars,—which arise from the revolt of the maddened against those who hold them in
common contempt.
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Consider, my reader,—if you were today a man of some education and knowledge, but
born a Japanese or a Chinaman, an East Indian or a Negro, what would you do and
think? What would be in the present chaos your outlook and plan for the future?
Manifestly, you would want freedom for your people,—freedom from insult, from
segregation, from poverty, from physical slavery. If the attitude of the European and
American worlds is in the future going to be based essentially upon the same policies as
in the past, then there is but one thing for the trained man of darker blood to do and that
is definitely and as openly as possible to organize his world for war against Europe. He
may have to do it by secret, underground propaganda, as in Egypt and India and
eventually in the United States; or by open increase of armament, as in Japan; or by
desperate efforts at modernization, as in China; but he must do it. He represents the
vast majority of mankind. To surrender would be far worse than physical death. There
Is no way out unless the white world gives up such insult as its modern use of the
adjective “yellow” indicates, or its connotation of “chink” and “nigger” implies; either it
gives up the plan of color serfdom which its use of the other adjective “white” implies, as
indicating everything decent and every part of the world worth living in,—or trouble is
written in the stars!

It is, therefore, of singular importance after disquieting delay to see the real Pacifist
appear. Both England and Germany have recently been basing their claims to parts of
black Africa on the wishes and interests of the black inhabitants. Lloyd George has
declared “the general principle of national self-determination applicable at least to
German Africa,” while Chancellor Hertling once welcomed a discussion “on the
reconstruction of the world’s colonial possessions.”

The demand that an Africa for Africans shall replace the present barbarous scramble for
exploitation by individual states comes from singularly different sources. Colored
America demands that “the conquered German colonies should not be returned to
Germany, neither should they be held by the Allies. Here is the opportunity for the
establishment of a nation that may never recur. Thousands of colored men, sick of
white arrogance and hypocrisy, see in this their race’s only salvation.”

Sir Harry H. Johnston recently said: “If we are to talk, as we do, sentimentally but justly
about restoring the nationhood of Poland, about giving satisfaction to the separatist
feeling in Ireland, and about what is to be done for European nations who are
oppressed, then we can hardly exclude from this feeling the countries of Africa.”

Laborers, black laborers, on the Canal Zone write: “Out of this chaos may be the great
awakening of our race. There is cause for rejoicing. If we fail to embrace this
opportunity now, we fail to see how we will be ever able to solve the race question. Itis
for the British Negro, the French Negro, and the American Negro to rise to the occasion
and start a national campaign, jointly and collectively, with this aim in view.”
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From British West Africa comes the bitter complaint “that the West Africans should have
the right or opportunity to settle their future for themselves is a thing which hardly enters
the mind of the European politician. That the Balkan States should be admitted to the
Council of Peace and decide the government under which they are to live is taken as a
matter of course because they are Europeans, but no extra-European is credited, even
by the extremist advocates of human equality, with any right except to humbly accept
the fate which Europe shall decide for him.”

Here, then, is the danger and the demand; and the real Pacifist will seek to organize,
not simply the masses in white nations, guarding against exploitation and profiteering,
but will remember that no permanent relief can come but by including in this
organization the lowest and the most exploited races in the world. World philanthropy,
like national philanthropy, must come as uplift and prevention and not merely as
alleviation and religious conversion. Reverence for humanity, as such, must be installed
in the world, and Africa should be the talisman.

Black Africa, including British, French, Belgian, Portuguese, Italian, and Spanish
possessions and the independent states of Abyssinia and Liberia and leaving out of
account Egypt and North Africa, on the one hand, and South Africa, on the other, has an
area of 8,200,000 square miles and a population well over one hundred millions of black
men, with less than one hundred thousand whites.

Commercial exploitation in Africa has already larger results to show than most people
realize. Annually $200,000,000 worth of goods was coming out of black Africa before
the World War, including a third of the world’s supply of rubber, a quarter of all of the
world’s cocoa, and practically all of the world’s cloves, gum-arabic, and palm-oil. In
exchange there was being returned to Africa one hundred millions in cotton cloth,
twenty-five millions in iron and steel, and as much in foods, and probably twenty-five
millions in liquors.

Here are the beginnings of a modern industrial system: iron and steel for permanent
investment, bound to yield large dividends; cloth as the cheapest exchange for
invaluable raw material; liquor to tickle the appetites of the natives and render the
alienation of land and the breakdown of customary law easier; eventually forced and
contract labor under white drivers to increase and systematize the production of raw
materials. These materials are capable of indefinite expansion: cotton may yet
challenge the southern United States, fruits and vegetables, hides and skins, lumber
and dye-stuffs, coffee and tea, grain and tobacco, and fibers of all sorts can easily follow
organized and systematic toil.

Is it a paradise of industry we thus contemplate? It is much more likely to be a hell.
Under present plans there will be no voice or law or custom to protect labor, no trades
unions, no eight-hour laws, no factory legislation,—nothing of that great body of
legislation built up in modern days to protect mankind from sinking to the level of beasts
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of burden. All the industrial deviltry, which civilization has been driving to the slums and
the backwaters, will have a voiceless continent to conceal it. If the slave cannot be
taken from Africa, slavery can be taken to Africa.
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Who are the folk who live here? They are brown and black, curly and crisp-haired, short
and tall, and longheaded. Out of them in days without date flowed the beginnings of
Egypt; among them rose, later, centers of culture at Ghana, Melle, and Timbuktu.
Kingdoms and empires flourished in Songhay and Zymbabwe, and art and industry in
Yoruba and Benin. They have fought every human calamity in its most hideous form
and yet today they hold some similar vestiges of a mighty past,—their work in iron, their
weaving and carving, their music and singing, their tribal government, their town-
meeting and marketplace, their desperate valor in war.

Missionaries and commerce have left some good with all their evil. In black Africa today
there are more than a thousand government schools and some thirty thousand mission
schools, with a more or less regular attendance of three-quarters of a million school
children. In a few cases training of a higher order is given chiefs’ sons and selected
pupils. These beginnings of education are not much for so vast a land and there is no
general standard or set plan of development, but, after all, the children of Africa are
beginning to learn.

In black Africa today only one-seventeenth of the land and a ninth of the people in
Liberia and Abyssinia are approximately independent, although menaced and policed by
European capitalism. Half the land and the people are in domains under Portugal,
France, and Belgium, held with the avowed idea of exploitation for the benefit of Europe
under a system of caste and color serfdom. Out of this dangerous nadir of development
stretch two paths: one is indicated by the condition of about three per cent of the
people who in Sierra Leone, the Gold Coast, and French Senegal, are tending toward
the path of modern development; the other path, followed by a fourth of the land and
people, has local self-government and native customs and might evolve, if undisturbed,
a native culture along their own peculiar lines. A tenth of the land, sparsely settled, is
being monopolized and held for whites to make an African Australia. To these later folk
must be added the four and one-half millions of the South African Union, who by every
modern device are being forced into landless serfdom.

Before the World War tendencies were strongly toward the destruction of independent
Africa, the industrial slavery of the mass of the blacks and the encouragement of white
immigration, where possible, to hold the blacks in subjection.

Against this idea let us set the conception of a new African World State, a Black Africa,
applying to these peoples the splendid pronouncements which have of late been so
broadly and perhaps carelessly given the world: recognizing in Africa the declaration of
the American Federation of Labor, that “no people must be forced under sovereignty
under which it does not wish to live”; recognizing in President Wilson’s message to the
Russians, the “principle
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of the undictated development of all peoples”; recognizing the resolution of the recent
conference of the Aborigines Protection Society of England, “that in any reconstruction
of Africa, which may result from this war, the interests of the native inhabitants and also
their wishes, in so far as those wishes can be clearly ascertained, should be recognized
as among the principal factors upon which the decision of their destiny should be
based.” In other words, recognizing for the first time in the history of the modern world
that black men are human.

It may not be possible to build this state at once. With the victory of the Entente Allies,
the German colonies, with their million of square miles and one-half million black
inhabitants, should form such a nucleus. It would give Black Africa its physical
beginnings. Beginning with the German colonies two other sets of colonies could be
added, for obvious reasons. Neither Portugal nor Belgium has shown any particular
capacity for governing colonial peoples. Valid excuses may in both cases be advanced,
but it would certainly be fair to Belgium to have her start her great task of reorganization
after the World War with neither the burden nor the temptation of colonies; and in the
same way Portugal has, in reality, the alternative of either giving up her colonies to an
African State or to some other European State in the near future. These two sets of
colonies would add 1,700,000 square miles and eighteen million inhabitants. It would
not, however, be fair to despoil Germany, Belgium, and Portugal of their colonies
unless, as Count Hertling once demanded, the whole question of colonies be opened.

How far shall the modern world recognize nations which are not nations, but
combinations of a dominant caste and a suppressed horde of serfs? Will it not be
possible to rebuild a world with compact nations, empires of self-governing elements,
and colonies of backward peoples under benevolent international control?

The great test would be easy. Does England propose to erect in India and Nigeria
nations brown and black which shall be eventually independent, self-governing entities,
with a full voice in the British Imperial Government? If not, let these states either have
independence at once or, if unfitted for that, be put under international tutelage and
guardianship. Itis possible that France, with her great heart, may welcome a Black
France,—an enlarged Senegal in Africa; but it would seem that eventually all Africa
south of twenty degrees north latitude and north of the Union of South Africa should be
included in a new African State. Somaliland and Eritrea should be given to Abyssinia,
and then with Liberia we would start with two small, independent African states and one
large state under international control.
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Does this sound like an impossible dream? No one could be blamed for so regarding it
before 1914. |, myself, would have agreed with them. But since the nightmare of 1914-
1918, since we have seen the impossible happen and the unspeakable become so
common as to cease to stir us; in a day when Russia has dethroned her Czar, England
has granted the suffrage to women and is in the act of giving Home Rule to Ireland;
when Germany has adopted parliamentary government; when Jerusalem has been
delivered from the Turks; and the United States has taken control of its railroads,—is it
really so far-fetched to think of an Africa for the Africans, guided by organized
civilization?

No one would expect this new state to be independent and self-governing from the
start. Contrary, however, to present schemes for Africa the world would expect
independence and self-government as the only possible end of the experiment At first
we can conceive of no better way of governing this state than through that same
international control by which we hope to govern the world for peace. A curious and
instructive parallel has been drawn by Simeon Strunsky: “Just as the common
ownership of the northwest territory helped to weld the colonies into the United States,
so could not joint and benevolent domination of Africa and of other backward parts of
the world be a cornerstone upon which the future federation of the world could be built?”

From the British Labor Party comes this declaration: “With regard to the colonies of the
several belligerents in tropical Africa, from sea to sea, the British Labor Movement
disclaims all sympathy with the imperialist idea that these should form the booty of any
nation, should be exploited for the profit of the capitalists, or should be used for the
promotion of the militarists’ aims of government. In view of the fact that it is
impracticable here to leave the various peoples concerned to settle their own destinies it
Is suggested that the interests of humanity would be best served by the full and frank
abandonment by all the belligerents of any dreams of an African Empire; the transfer of
the present colonies of the European Powers in tropical Africa, however, and the limits
of this area may be defined to the proposed Supernational Authority, or League of
Nations.”

Lloyd George himself has said in regard to the German colonies a word difficult to
restrict merely to them: “l have repeatedly declared that they are held at the disposal of
a conference, whose decision must have primary regard to the wishes and interests of
the native inhabitants of such colonies. None of those territories is inhabited by
Europeans. The governing considerations, therefore, must be that the inhabitants
should be placed under the control of an administration acceptable to themselves, one
of whose main purposes will be to prevent their exploitation for the benefit of European
capitalists or governments.”

51



A

DX:I BOOKRAGS

Page 33

The special commission for the government of this African State must, naturally, be
chosen with great care and thought. It must represent, not simply governments, but
civilization, science, commerce, social reform, religious philanthropy without sectarian
propaganda. It must include, not simply white men, but educated and trained men of
Negro blood. The guiding principles before such a commission should be clearly
understood. In the first place, it ought by this time to be realized by the labor movement
throughout the world that no industrial democracy can be built on industrial despotism,
whether the two systems are in the same country or in different countries, since the
world today so nearly approaches a common industrial unity. If, therefore, itis
impossible in any single land to uplift permanently skilled labor without also raising
common labor, so, too, there can be no permanent uplift of American or European labor
as long as African laborers are slaves.

Secondly, this building of a new African State does not mean the segregation in it of all
the world’s black folk. It is too late in the history of the world to go back to the idea of
absolute racial segregation. The new African State would not involve any idea of a vast
transplantation of the twenty-seven million Negroids of the western world, of Africa, or of
the gathering there of Negroid Asia. The Negroes in the United States and the other
Americas have earned the right to fight out their problems where they are, but they
could easily furnish from time to time technical experts, leaders of thought, and
missionaries of culture for their backward brethren in the new Africa.

With these two principles, the practical policies to be followed out in the government of
the new states should involve a thorough and complete system of modern education,
built upon the present government, religion, and customary laws of the natives. There
should be no violent tampering with the curiously efficient African institutions of local
self-government through the family and the tribe; there should be no attempt at sudden
“conversion” by religious propaganda. Obviously deleterious customs and unsanitary
usages must gradually be abolished, but the general government, set up from without,
must follow the example of the best colonial administrators and build on recognized,
established foundations rather than from entirely new and theoretical plans.

The real effort to modernize Africa should be through schools rather than churches.
Within ten years, twenty million black children ought to be in school. Within a
generation young Africa should know the essential outlines of modern culture and
groups of bright African students could be going to the world’s great universities. From
the beginning the actual general government should use both colored and white officials
and later natives should be worked in. Taxation and industry could follow the newer
ideals of industrial democracy, avoiding private land monopoly and poverty, and
promoting co-operation in production and the socialization of income. Difficulties as to
capital and revenue would be far less than many imagine. If a capable English
administrator of British Nigeria could with $1,500 build up a cocoa industry of twenty
million dollars annually, what might not be done in all Africa, without gin, thieves, and
hypocrisy?
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Capital could not only be accumulated in Africa, but attracted from the white world, with
one great difference from present usage: no return so fabulous would be offered that
civilized lands would be tempted to divert to colonial trade and invest materials and
labor needed by the masses at home, but rather would receive the same modest profits
as legitimate home industry offers.

There is no sense in asserting that the ideal of an African State, thus governed and
directed toward independence and self-government, is impossible of realization. The
first great essential is that the civilized world believe in its possibility. By reason of a
crime (perhaps the greatest crime in human history) the modern world has been
systematically taught to despise colored peoples. Men of education and decency ask,
and ask seriously, if it is really possible to uplift Africa. Are Negroes human, or, if
human, developed far enough to absorb, even under benevolent tutelage, any
appreciable part of modern culture? Has not the experiment been tried in Haiti and
Liberia, and failed?

One cannot ignore the extraordinary fact that a world campaign beginning with the
slave-trade and ending with the refusal to capitalize the word “Negro,” leading through a
passionate defense of slavery by attributing every bestiality to blacks and finally
culminating in the evident modern profit which lies in degrading blacks,—all this has
unconsciously trained millions of honest, modern men into the belief that black folk are
sub-human. This belief is not based on science, else it would be held as a postulate of
the most tentative kind, ready at any time to be withdrawn in the face of facts; the belief
is not based on history, for it is absolutely contradicted by Egyptian, Greek, Ro