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THE NEGRO

IN THE NORTH

School segregation is dying, but in housing the Negroes’ dilemma

is grim. In most places, a noted novelist reports, they can either

live quietly in the slums—or dangerously elsewhere

By ALAN PATON

This is the second of two articles about America’s
Negroes by Alan Paton, author of the distinguished
novel Cry, the Beloved Country, dealing with the
racial tensions of his own South Africa. Before
starting his series for Collier’s, Mr. Paton went to
the Deep South, the West Coast and major U.S.
cities, observing and interviewing. His opening
article was about the Negro in school and church

the problem of integration of the Negro

into the life of America. The cry of the
Negro is no longer, “Let my people go”; it is, “Let
my people in.” There is hardly a community in
America where the purchase of a house by a Negro
in a hitherto “white” section does not cause resent-
ment, leading at times to violence. In Louisville,
shots are fired and bricks hurled through the win-
dows of Andrew E. Wade, a veteran, and the cross
is burned outside his house. In Philadelphia, mobs
batter the house bought by Wiley Clark and force
him and his wife and four children to sell out and
look elsewhere for a home. In Levittown, Long
Island, and in Levittown, Pennsylvania, Mr. Levitt
builds 33,700 houses, but no Negro need apply.

While I was in the Deep South, gathering ma-
terial for the first of these articles (Collier’s, Octo-
ber 15th), I visited Fort Bragg, North Carolina,
and spoke to Lieutenant Melvin Scott. Lieutenant
Scott, a Negro, comes from Los Angeles, where, he
told me, he felt he was free. Yet I went to Los
Angeles, and looked for the sore spot, and it is
there, too. I found it also in San Francisco, which,
both Negroes and whites told me, is the nation’s
“freest” city.

The great weapon of the segregator has always
been the restrictive covenant, intended to guaran-
tee forever that a white-owned house would pass
only into white hands. The covenant has been used
against Orientals, Mexicans, Armenians, Hindus,

I I OUSING and employment hold the key to

No school segregation exists in San Francisco
—which both Negroes and whites call nation’s
“freest” city—yet author (1. rear., with play
supervisor Bill Sterelt) found housing bias
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Paton called Detroit slum “the most filthy and terrible place I have seen in America”—but new Detroit housing projects bar Negroes

whatever the local prejudice is; Orientals have even
used it against Negroes. In 1926 such covenants
were upheld by the courts. In 1948 the white neigh-
bors could sue the traitor who sold to a Negro, but
could not revoke the sale. In 1953 they could not
even sue. The covenant itself has not yet been out-
lawed; perhaps someday it will be.

But I heard that there is yet another covenant, an
unwritten one, that a white realtor must not sell
white-owned property to any colored man. That
is how I met Mr. George Valentine in California.

Mr. Valentine sold a piece of land in a “white”
section to a Negro. Though the neighbors tried to
stop it, the colored man built his house and moved
in, and lives there today without incident.

But Mr. Valentine had broken the unwritten law,
and he has had to pay for it. He was not anxious
to talk about it, as he distrusts the intervention of
newspapers, commentators and writers in such
matters. He reckons that they pretend to be doing
a public service, but do not really care so long as
they get a good story. He was very warm to me be-
cause I had written Cry, the Beloved Country, and
very cold because I was now writing for a maga-
zine, and had stumbled upon a painful episode of
his life. That is why I do not use his real name here.

While this alternate warmth and cold exasperated
me, I was clear on one fact: Mr. Valentine had
broken the unwritten law out of his loyalty to
America. He wanted to see his country worthy of
the moral leadership of the nations.

Mr. Valentine was a realtor in a big way, be-
cause he wanted to sell America to the world.

There was another reason why Mr. Valentine did
not want to talk much. His son is in the business
too, and has just married and started a family. He
too has had to pay for his father’s breaking of the
unwritten law. Big deals that normally would have

come his way have been taken elsewhere. Both men
look as though they have suffered. The older finds
it painful that his son should suffer for his father’s
principles. The younger finds it painful to discover
that one’s own friends can make one suffer for do-
ing what is right, but he does not want his father to
know how painful it is. I guessed that the father
was an upright man, who had never thought to lead
anything but an honorable and uneventful life, and
that he had brought up his son in the same way. But
they had touched American morality on its sorest
spot, and life was not uneventful any more.

Into this intimate and painful situation the writer
of the novel was welcome to enter, but not the
writer for the magazine. Yet the story must surely
be told, for it shows clearly the struggle between
ideal and practice in this area of American life, and
gives its hint that the ideal is very powerful. And
the reason why it is powerful is because it is held
powerfully by some Americans.

If 1 had California property to sell, I know
where | would go.

| Meet a Realtist

MR. GEORGE HENRY GORDON, of 505 North
FFair QOaks. Pasadena, is a realtist, not a realtor.
That is because he is a colored man. He was cutting
his hedge, and the sweat was pouring down his face,
but he asked me in. Mr. Gordon took the simple
view that an American should be able to live where
he is able to buy. He expressed this view with a
kind of sturdy serenity which I have seen so often
in Negroes, and which I was learning anew was the
outward sign of moral strength.

“This unwritten covenant will break down,”
said Mr. Gordon. “You can’t go on doing what is
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wrong. Not long ago a white owner told me he was
willing to sell his house to a colored buyer, but he
asked that such prospective buyers should come
and see the house after dark.

“I wouldn’t do it,” said Mr. Gordon. “I told him_
[ did my business in the light.”

He did not stand on the table to make this tre-
mendous statement, nor smile apologetically for
so extreme a view. He just went right on mopping
the sweat from his brow.

“We’re too afraid to do right,” he said, “and
often nothing happens at all. I told one timid
colored woman that I was sure she thought much
more about the neighbors than they did about her.

“Don’t believe what they say about Negroes
bringing down property values. They often [ive in
shabby houses because that’s all they can get. Look
at the nice houses on my own street. Do you think
they’re worth any less than before? White people
take fright, signs go up all round For Sale. If they’d
wait, they’d get their price. If they sell in panic,
they lose; but it’s their own prejudice they’re paying
for. A month later their house is worth what it
used to be, sometimes even more, because of all the
Negroes who want to get a house.”

“Are you an NAACP member, Mr. Gordon?”

“Yes, I am,” he said, “but I think the time has
come for us to change our name. We should now
be The National Association for the Advancement
of All People. Until man rids himself of racial
pride and fear, he can’t make a better world.”

The Negro Buys a House

WHAT HAPPENS to a “white” section when a
Negro buys a house there? Mr. Valentine and Mr.
Gordon gave me much the same answer:
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The FHA once wrote covenants, but now forbids them

1. Sometimes the section was already on the de-
cline. The decline continues.

2. Sometimes the section goes into a decline be-
cause of the tremendous influx of Negroes once
the section is opened up. But paradoxically, the
gross rentals go up, because of overcrowding.

3. Some “white” streets have turned into “col-
ored” streets that are as clean and attractive as be-
fore. There is no property loss here, except for
those who sold too soon.

4. In some expensive neighborhoods, wealthy
colored people move in without arousing resent-
ment or disturbing values.

Most property loss, both said, is due to prejudice,
not depreciation.

The realtor and the realtist not only told me the
same thing; they are doing the same things. They
are asserting the right of the American to choose
where to live. They are both fighting the forces of
prejudice, but the realtor is fighting a world to
which he himself belongs. The Negro is fighting a
world to which he has never been allowed fully to
belong. The one is torn by struggle, the other made
whole.

These two men symbolize the people of Amer-
ica. The Swedish sociologist Gunnar Myrdal saw
the split clearly (as he saw most things else) in his
study of the Negro, An American Dilemma. But
since his book was published in 1944, America has
taken giant steps toward “one nation indivisible.”
Maybe, one day, there will no longer be two men of
different worlds.

See what has happened. In 1934 the Federal
Housing Administration regarded itself as a busi-

Some Negroes moved to Chicago’s Trumbull Park project—and had to live behind drawn blin

ness organization, and regarded Negro occupancy
as harmful from a business point of view. In 1937
it actually published a model race-restrictive cove-
nant. In the words of Mr. Loren Miller, of Los
Angeles, one of the most powerful Negro fighters
against the covenant, “the FHA sowed race-restric-
tive covenants through the country far and wide.”
The FHA dropped the model covenant in 1949, and
declared it would no longer insure loans in new de-
velopments where there were covenants.

Nevertheless, the builders and real-estate brokers
went on enforcing unwritten covenants; even Negro
veterans could not get in. The new city of Lake-
wood, 71,000 people, fifteenth city of California, is
“lily-white.”

In San Francisco, the “freest city in America,”
the city’s own housing authority operated on a
so-called neighborhood pattern. When a new proj-
ect was built, it was to be filled in such a way that
its racial composition conformed to the pattern of
the neighborhood. Such a policy paid no attention
to who needed houses. It would, if carried out ex-
tensively, condemn San Francisco to be forever
what it is. That is not the way San Francisco, or
any other American city, has become what it is.
That is not the way to develop new industry and
enterprise. It seems, to a visitor from abroad, an
extraordinarily un-American thing to do.

California courts condemned the neighborhood-
pattern policy, whereupon the housing authority
appealed to the Supreme Court of the United States.
The Supreme Court recently refused to hear the
appeal.

So it seems as though freedom of choice in
America will mean freedom to buy where you
like. Everyone else will be free to buy where he

ds and shop with police escort, like R. Dowdell, above

likes, too. You can choose where to buy, but you
cannot choose who your neighbor will be. No other
course could have been taken, for proud as America
is of her diversity, it is her unity that is so vital to
herself and the world.

An American Drama

IT IS FASCINATING to consider why the struggle
between ideal and practice should be considered to
be so especially American. It is the American
drama. One of the great scenes of it is being played
today, in the theater of Trumbull Park.

Trumbull Park is a low-cost housing project of
462 apartments opened by the Chicago Housing
Authority in the white section called South Deer-
ing. In 1950 the CHA declared that there would
be no racial discrimination in its projects; “the
laws of the state of Illinois make it a criminal
offense.” Thereafter, Negroes moved into a num-
ber of new developments, but no Negroes moved
into older CHA projects in “white” neighborhoods.

As in so many cittes in America, the congestion
in housing occupied by Negroes and its generally
squalid condition set up a pressure that endlessly
seeks relief. That was how, on July 30, 1953, the
Donald Howards came to Trumbull Park, hitherto
an all-“white” project. It was Mrs. Howard, who
does not look like many Negroes look, who got the
apartment. Suddenly the CHA realized that its
ideal had been fully translated into practice. There
were Negroes at Trumbull Park.

Before that, the Howards had moved from room
to room to room, always looking for something big-
ger and better and cleaner, a place where their chil-
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your child’s

Few things are as valuable to your child
as his natural curiosity, Curiosity is the
greatest of all teachers, Asking questions
is nature’s natural method of self-educa-
tion. When you have the right answers
handy, the children are encouraged to
keep on learning. Children are first fas-
cinated by the unexpected light Collier’s
Encyclopedia sheds upon familiar things
but are soon drawn into reading on all
subjects. When your child asks “why”
don’t guess. Don’t stifle his curiosity.
See that he has the right answers at hand
in Collier’s Encyclopedia. Open the
doors to vast fields of knowledge, not
only for the children but for the whole
family.

... CURIOSITY !

Here, up-to-date, well illustrated ar-
ticles, interestingly written by 2,000 au-
thorities encourage the ‘look it up”
habit . . . leading your child to explore,
and to acquire the knowledge, power,
and self-assurance that are true ingredi-
ents of success,

Today—right before you—your child
is yearning to learn the meaning of many
things—dreaming, questioning, wonder-
ing. Don’t turn your back on that appeal
when it is so easy to supply him with
Collier’s Encyclopedia. To get full in-
formation about this wonderful new edu-
cational tool without cost or obligation,
write Collier’'s Encyclopedia Dept. C-91,
640 Fifth Avenue, New York 19, N.Y.

ALL-NEW

20 Volumes that
cover human
knowledge from
AtoZ

The Howards sought a home. The)

dren could play. And at last they got
this place. Mrs. Howard could hardly
believe it; Donald Howard said, “This
is it.”

That was it, sure enough; in the
weeks that followed, the Howards lived
as very few human families have had
to live. There were people in South
Deering who were determined to get
them out. They milled about in front
of the Howards’ apartment; many times
a day, and every day, they fired off
giant fireworks, which are known as
aerial bombs and are forbidden by Illi-
nois law. They shouted insults and
smashed windows; they were kept back
by hundreds of policemen on duty day
after day. The Howards lived behind
boarded windows, their children in ter-
ror, all youngness gone, in a cacophony
of bombs and curses and smashing
glass. Christians did this, not knowing
or not caring for the flerce words of
their Lord. The Howards wanted their
rights as Americans, and they wanted
some place to live. In the end, tried
beyond their strength, they moved
away.

But before the Howards left, the
CHA had moved ten other Negro
families into the project. It was a grave
decision to make. It was thought to be
right, but as to expediency, the CHA
took a grim leap in the dark.

When 1 first visited the project in
Trumbull Park, with Dan Weiner, the
photographer, it was a lovely day of
spring, with trees in tender leaf, and
tenants sitting in the sun. You wouldn’t
have known it was Trumbull Park, if it
hadn’t been for the bombs going off in
South Deering. and for the police ev-
erywhere at every turn, and for the
fact that it was only the white tenants
sitting in the sun. The white tenants of
the project take no active part in South
Deering’s fight against the Negroes;
you learn that some do little kind-
nesses, and some are hostile, and most
are cold. It’s an unreal world, white
children playing, white women staring,
white and colored policemen smoking,
colored men and women and children
sitting behind blinds, the sun shining
and the trees coming out in leaf, and

‘the bombs. The bombs don’t go off all

the time; sometimes they stop, and it’s

_just when you think: “Maybe, maybe

there’ll be no more,” that they go off
again. -

I met Mr. Herman King, one of the
colored tenants, a veteran. He is a big
man, and he talked to me quietly, but
he taltked to me like a man who has
some deep internal pain, and wishes
wistfully that it were not there, but that
is how it is, Sometimes he stopped talk-
ing and looked out into space, which
was not very far, because the blinds
were down.

He told me a story. :

“It was the night Howard lost con-
trol and fired off a gun. There was a
great crowd there, yelling and shout-
ing. And I had to take my wife to the
hospital, because it was time for our
fourth child. I knew I'd lose control if
they hurt my wife. I was praying they
wouldn’t throw a stone. The police ap-
pealed to the crowd please not to hurt
the woman, please not to throw a stone.
I was glad the crowd listened. It was
only the cursing we got.

“We nearly moved out once,” he
said. “Then we thought of all the work
done to get Negroes in. I wasn’t pre-
pared to see it wasted. So I felt obli-
gated to go on. I didn’t come in as a
crusader. 1 came to get a place to live.
I'm a man of principle, but no man
wants to die for it if he can live. But
I’'m going to stay. I had to become a
crusader after all.”

He thought a while.

“It takes a toll of my nerves,” he said
quietly, then. “But I sit down and think
it over, and then I'm all right. I have
to be, because of my kids. I don't want
them to know how bad it is. But you
can’t tell till later.

“When we first came, and I first put
them out to play, the white kids came
round with toys and candies. But now
they don’t come any more.”

He said with pain, “Some of them
do, but not with toys and candies any
more. Then [ have to bring them in.”

But he added cheerfully, “Our neigh-
bor is fine. She comes to see us. She’s
rescued our kids more than once.”
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got bombs, curses, smashing glass

1 hardly spoke. I only listened. What
can one say to such a man?

“Are you tired of talking?” 1 asked.

“Not to you,” he said.

And what could I say? Why does he
equate himself with me, who have
never faced such things in my easy life?

“I was coming home from work one
day last February,” he said. “There was
a tremendous crowd, shouting and yell-
ing. I thought I would get out of the bus
farther on, and get back through the
south end. But in trying to avoid one
crowd, I walked into another. They had
sticks and stones and asked me where 1
lived. 1 told them I was lost, and lived
in some other place.

“‘Get out,” they said, ‘and get out
fast.’

“A woman shouted, ‘Beat that nig-
ger’s brains out,” but there was an old
man there who kept on saying, ‘Don’t
hurt that nigger, he don’t live around
here.’ I often think of that. I reckon
that old man saved my life.

“I started walking. My heart was in
my mouth, but I was acting calm.
Someone yelled, ‘Pick up some speed,
nigger.’

“So I picked up some speed. A stone
hit me. I am proud to this day that I
had no weapon on me. Something told
me to stop, and something told me to
go on. They called out, ‘Faster, nigger,
faster, and something told me, ‘No,’
and something, ‘Yes.” So I went faster.

“When I reached the big street, there
was a bus right there, and I got in. But
before I even sat down, every window
on that side was broken. I moved over,
out of the glass, and every window on
the other side was broken too. The
driver stopped the bus, which was
the last thing I wanted. He sent for the
police, and they took our names, but 1
didn’t dare to give my right name, be-
cause of my wife and children. I got
off the bus some long way off and sat
down on the edge of the sidewalk for
twenty-five minutes, trying to pull my-
self together. Then I got up, but there
was hardly any strength in my legs.”

He sat for a long time remembering
it. His face was covered with sweat,
and he wiped it off.

“That night took seven years off my
life,” he said. “I’ll never get used to it.”
We sat in silence for a long time.

“When we go to work, the police
escort us to a bus four miles away,”
he said. “One day as I left the house,
one of the teen-age boys fell in beside
me, step for step. If that happened to
some other kind of man, he could slap
the boy down. You might break, you
might do something. But you can't
break. If you break, lots of other things
must break too.”

He saw me looking at a card that
hangs on the wall. Smile, it said.

“Sometimes I can’t,” he said. . ..

Dan Weiner, with his two cameras
hanging from his neck, went walking
with me outside the project, into South
Deering. On 106th Street, Mr. Blue
Denim eyed us from the other side. As
we passed, he turned so that his eyes
could follow us.

“Let’s go speak to him, Dan.”

We crossed over, and asked him how
things were going.

“We mean to get the jigs out, that’s
all.”

“Who’s we?”

“All of us,” he said. “We’ve got no
leader or president. We all feel the

Collier’s for October 29, 1954

same. There’ll be a race riot, sure
enough. You wait a few weeks.”

“What do the churches say?”

“I'm a Catholic,” he said, “and a
good one, I'd say. But the church hasn’t
got a right to tell me who I should live
next to. And the church knows it, too,
because it hasn’t said anything about
Trumbull Park.”

“I read somewhere that it did,” I
said.

“That’s Bishop Sheil,” he said. “He’s
a liberal, and he talks too much.”

To my astonishment I saw a very
dark man walking toward us.

“Who is this?” I asked in a puzzled
way.

He smiled tolerantly at my igno-
rance.

“He’s a Mexican,” he said. “We
don’t mind Mexicans around here.”

The Improvers

MR. LOUIS P. DINNOCENZO is the
president of the South Deering Im-
provement Association. He is an
American and a Christian (applause).
He will not use violence, only the law
(great applause). He works with Ne-
groes, and they’ll all tell you how we
get along (deafening applause). But
the only solution for peace is to get
them out of here (pandemonium).

Interviewed, Mr. Dinnocenzo is
asked why he advocates picketing,
when picketing so often leads to vio-
lence.

“I advocate peaceful picketing,” he
says. “I have never advocated vio-
lence.”

“But doesn’t picketing lead to vio-
lence?”

“I don’t advocate violence,” he says,
“I advocate peaceful picketing.”

He says, “Let them take the Negroes
out of here. Then let us re-educate the
people. Then maybe the Negroes can
come back.”

He is supported by The Daily Calu-
met (circulation: 11,000) and its re-
doubtable editor, Colonel Horace F.
Wulf. The colonel is American and
Christian too, and is for brotherhood.
His argument about brotherhood is
very clear.

1. Brotherhood is a fine thing.

2. It fights against odds of greed and
human nature.

3. You cannot enforce it by law.

4. It begins with the “rank and file,
not in the mighty houses of state.”

5. Therefore support the Scouts,
Y.M.C.A,, clubs and churches.

6. But do not try to enforce it by
law. . ..

I met a Sunday-school teacher who
doesn’t teach any more. She had always
taught children that they must love
their neighbors, but how could one love
men who, by choosing to live in a white
project, had destroyed its peace? Why
couldn’t the Negroes go away when
they saw what they had done? Did
they think one liked to live with fear
and police and bombs? She still be-
lieved in the commandment, but she
couldn’t teach it here. ...

I met another, a little old woman
who believes that anyone can live next
to her. She is perplexed by the age-old
problems of expediency. But at least
she knows the difference between the
Bible and The Daily Calumet. There-
fore when people ask her how she de-
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The Negro now is being courted as a

fends those “who have destroyed
Trumbull Park,” she answers with
those words that can be understood
only by the reason of the heart. She is
a humble woman, not learned. She
does not talk about America and de-
mocracy and the problems of inter-
national influence, but she knows the
things on which they are based.

“I know it,” she says; “I know segre-
gation is wrong. I know it is wrong to
judge by color.”

Her husband is blind. “If all people
could be blind,” she says, “the world
would be a better place.”

I met Frank Brown, veteran, aged
twenty-six, another of the Negro ten-
ants who came to Trumbull Park. He
and Dan Weiner and Ed Holmgren of
the CHA had lunch with me. Brown
showed me a post card:

All Persons who believe in
WHITE SUPREMACY
It has been done in the South and can
be done in TRUMBULL PARK.
Join a white supremacy organization!
Inquire, you will find it.
Watch for:
ZERO HOUR
At the Signal we will strike
BE READY!
A dead nigger is a good nigger!
Pass along the good word!!

Frank Brown talked to us as we sat
at lunch. We listened. It didn’t seem
important for us to do the talking.
Maybe he needed to talk, living that
kind of life in Trumbull Park.

“My wife said to me, ‘Frank, let’s
go, I can’t stand it any more.’

“I said to her, ‘Listen, I'll never . ..
never . . . never leave this place. You
can go and the kids can go, but I can’t
go. You'd better look at me: it’s still
Frank Brown; it may be the first time
you ever saw me this way, but it’s the
way I am now, and if you want to be
my wife, it’s the way you have to be
too.’

“She thought it over and then she
kissed me and said, ‘All right, Frank, if
that’s the way you want me to be, it’s
the way I am.””

And never again have they talked of
leaving Trumbull Park.

Lunch was over, and we had to go,
so I dared to ask him a question.

“How do you do it, Frank?”

He smiled at me.

“It's a neurosis,” he said. “I hate

cowardly Negroes.”

The Negro Slums

I WENT from Chicago to Detroit, both
of them cities that have seen great Ne-
gro migrations and bitter race riots. In
Detroit I went walking with a Negro
friend, Mr. Arthur Johnson, in one of
the alleys of the slums. It was the most
filthy and terrible place I have seen in
America, the only one which compared
with the slums of Johannesburg.

A woman was arguing with two men,
and their language was violent and

obscene. 1 did not look at them, but I

listened. She knew I was listening and
shouted at me, “Go back to Cadillac
Square.”

We visited the home of a Negro fam-
ily on the lower east side. The hus-
band was laid off in July, 1953, and was
now on relief, getting $83 a month.

They had six children, the eldest seven
years old. They had a small bedroom,
a smaller kitchen, a third dark room
containing cistern, basin, tin bath and
wet, hanging clothes. For this apart-
ment they paid $50 a month.

“How do you manage?” 1 asked the
wife.

She had no reply, not even a com-
plaint. She was docile and humble,
only two years out of Montgomery,
Alabama. Out of her will come, no
doubt, child after child, but no revo-
lution. Yet not being sure of her pride,
I asked Arthur Johnson if I might ask
her if she would accept a present of
food. She accepted with thanks—and
I, having trodden so delicately, made
a white man’s slip, the only one, so far
as I know, that I made in America. ]
went to the little shop at the corner,
and asked the white woman there for
meat, hominy grits, eggs, bread, can-
dies. She showed me the meat in a big
glass case, and I looked at it, manlike
and lost.

“Is it for colored people?” she asked.

And I said, “Yes.”

I knew that at my side Arthur John-
son froze. I did not see him, but I felt
the cold. He started to say something,
but stopped, because he is too warm to
be cold for long.

I was unhappy for the rest of the day.
Look how delicately I trod, and how
I came crashing down.

Dan Weiner tried to console me.

“You fell into a trap,” he said.

But I am not consoled, because it
was the trap of my own mind. . ..

These terrible slums are being pulled
down, and new projects are going to
take their place. But the segregation
battle will have to be fought anew.
There are two integrated projects in
Detroit now, dating from earlier times;
but in more recent projects, although
there are vacancies, no Negroes can
get in. They must wait for the new proj-
ects that will be built. It is the “neigh-
borhood pattern” over again.

But if the value of the Supreme
Court schools decision is not to be lost,
this other battle, of housing, must be
won. In this field, and in employment,
the chief instrument of the Negro has
been the National Urban League. It is
a nonpolitical organization, and it uses
persuasion rather than any stronger
weapon; for that reason it is criticized
by some, but its record of achievement
is impressive.

Yet the neighborhood patterns, the
Harlems, do exist; how are these vast
congregations of Negroes to be broken
up? Here we cross the intangible line
into an area where we know that legis-
lation is not the American answer.

I can think of a fantastic solution;
yet while it is fantastic, it is the solu-
tion to which America unconsciously
moves: when the day comes that the
American no longer sees color, or when
he sees color as he now sees height,
stoutness and baldness, it will not mat-
ter who lives where. 1 met a white
couple in Tarrytown, New York, whose
small child goes to a small school with
two teachers, one Negro and one white.
But this small child has never men-
tioned that her two teachers are not of
the same color; she calls the Negro
teacher the “teacher with the dark
suit,” Isn’t that fantastic, too? Of
course, some Americans fear intermar-
riage. I think this fear is needless, not
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~ustomer—but not as a skilled worker

only because intermarriage happens so
seldom now, but because it will only
happen more as Americans fear it less.

Sometimes, when I am in New York,
I go to the zoo in Central Park. There
are always children there, twenty, forty,
fifty, with a teacher in charge. They
walk in pairs, of every race that there is
in New York; when they are very small,
they usually walk hand in hand. And
yet some people say New York is a
wicked city.

My own South African eyes are far
from color-blind. Perhaps it would
hardly be possible at this stage of our
history. Therefore I see things that
others do not see. I go into a little coffee
place near the Gotham Hotel, New
York, and sit there and drink a coffee.
It is candle-lit, one of these places that
is said to have ‘“atmosphere.” 1 note,
subconsciously, that all the people there
are white, but when I leave I see that
there, sitting alone at a table, is a young
colored girl, drinking her coffee, think-
ing some thoughts of her own. In a
way | am astonished at myself, but 1
am more astonished by the sudden
fierce pride that I feel in this great city
where 1 am an alien, that this girl can
sit there, the mistress of herself. They
are always telling me that New York is
not America. But in this she is Amer-
ica, much more than America herself.

I go to a meeting in Long Island City, -

ot the residents of the Queensview Co-
operative Housing Development. There
are 700 or so families there, possibly 20
of them colored; no one keeps count.
The candidates for five resident direc-
torships sit on the platform. They elect
my friend Henry Lee Moon, who is an
official of the NAACP and a Negro,
and who by being thus elected inflates
the “quota” of 10 per cent to monstrous
proportions. | am aware that the peo-
ple there see Henry Moon is a Negro.
and [ am also aware that they don’t. I
can’t put it clearer than that, can [?

Employment

IN 1945 the average income of Ne-
gro city dwellers reached a high of 66
per cent of average white city dwellers’
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income; the proportion has now de-
clined, but Negro average income—
both urban and rural—has gained.

America has now 15,000,000 Ne-
groes with an annual purchasing power
estimated at more than $15,000,000,-
000, a figure said to equal that of Can-
ada, certainly not one of the poor
countries of the world.

Radio and TV are giving more at-
tention to this growing market. But
there are still few Negro announcers,
salesmen or executives. The press is
competing for Negro advertising, but it
does not employ Negroes to any notice-
able extent, except for janitors and
occasionally a special reporter. There
are no Negro pilots in the airlines, no
Negro engineers nor conductors on pas-
senger trains. The number of Negroes
employed as clerical workers and
craftsmen rises, but the proportion is
still less than half that of the whites—
and in professional occupations less
than a quarter.

The unemployment rates for Ne-
groes are 50 per cent higher than for
whites. More Negro wives have to
work, and both men and women carry
on longer. Big new factories open, but
they are looking for Negroes only for
lesser jobs. Negroes still are, in general,
“last hired, first fired.”

Why did they not turn to Commu-
nism? 1 asked that of Mr. Walter P.
Reuther, president of both the CIO and
the United Automobile Workers. the
largest single union in the world.

“The Communist argument is too
doctrinaire and dogmatic to appeal to
the American,” he said. “The Ameri-
can is a pragmatist. Furthermore, the
Negro has always hoped for a better
day. As a workingman, he could turn
to the CIO, which refused to have any-
thing to do with race or color discrimi-
nation, which worked in his interest as
a worker and a man.

“Last year International Harvester
made a Negro a welder in Memphis,
and members of our own UAW local
downed tools. But the UAW executive
board supported International Har-
vester to the limit, and the men re-
turned.

“We even expelled a Texas union for
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The Supreme Court decision has far-reaching implications, says the author:

excluding Mexicans. That was the only
time in our history that we had to do
that.

“Last hired, first fired? That’s often
true, but it isn’t always discriminatory.
The Negro may be the last hired be-
cause he was the last to come on the
scene. He came to the cities late. But
we are trying to help him to change
that. We are getting him the same
seniority, the same promotion privi-
leges. That will keep him from being
first fired, at least. But where hiring is
discriminatory, we have no power. We
protect workers, we don’t hire them.”

In New York, later, I met Walter
Reuther again. He was presenting a
gift of $75,000 to the NAACP from
the Philip Murray Memorial Founda-
tion, established in honor of the late
president of the CIO. Reuther made
the kind of speech I knew he would.
Some kind of youthful enthusiasm and
sincerity shines out of Walter Reuther.
[ record his work and him as two of the
best and most hopeful things 1 found
in America.

I asked Henry Lee Moon, director
of public relations of the NAACP.
about the Negro and Communism.

“No one tried harder than the Com-
munists to get Negro support,” he said.
“They spent more of their resources
than any church or union or party did.
But they failed. They failed because
ultimately they wanted us on their own
terms. They wanted us to be a sepa-
rate nation. They wanted us to sub-
ordinate our interests to those of the
Soviet Union. They wanted us to ac-

cept their discipline, and to sacrifice
our intellectual ‘integrity. They didn’t
understand that we were Americans in
spite of all.

“Mind you, they exerted an influ-
ence on us not wholly baneful. They
sharpened our awareness that there
were economic as well as political,
social and psychological roots of dis-
crimination. They stimulated our inter-
est in trade-unionism. They made us
realize the need for allies in the fight
for justice.

“A. Philip Randolph, when he re-
signed as president of the Communist-
inspired National Negro Congress,
said:

*“ ‘Negroes do not reject the Commu-
nist party because it is revolutionary
or radical . . . but because it is con-
trolled by a foreign state.’

“We are not so afraid as the white
American of being thought radical.
You have heard the saying: ‘They have
called me black so long, why should 1
mind if they call me Red?” But Com-
munist influence on the Negroes began
to wane when Russia traded with Mus-
solini, and made a pact with the Nazis.
We are true Americans, and don’t stand
for that kind of thing. .. .”

I met Jackie Robinson, who in 1947
became the first Negro baseball player
to be admitted to the major leagues.
He had no easy time. Not docile by
nature, he had to submit himself to se-
vere self-discipline. He knew that he
was fighting a more important battle
than the entry of the Negro into base-
ball; it was in fact the entry of the Ne-
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“It’ll circle the earth and deliver a full load
of bombs right back where it took off from”

JOHN
MILLIGAN

gro into the life of America. In 1949,
the Baseball Writers Association de-
clared him to be the Most Valuable
Player in the National League.

While I was in the South, a Negro
played for the first time with whites in
Memphis, Tennessee. For the first time
a Negro photographer was permitted
on the field. Before that, the Pacific
Coast League had appointed the first
Negro to be employed as an umpire.

Jackie Robinson won the big battle
in baseball; the question today is not
whether Negroes may come in, but how

many may come in. This is a question
that will fall away only when Negroes
are seen primarily as humans, as they
are seen by the small child at the Tarry-
town school. Meanwhile Jackie had
difficulty in getting a house in a “white”
suburb, but when the story of his diffi-
culty was published he had a flood of
offers. “It is proof,” said Jackie, “that
people are inherently decent.” It might
also be proof that people are decent to
Jackie Robinson.

What is happening in baseball is
happening elsewhere. I was in Harlem
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what separation is not?”

when playwright Elmer Rice got one ot
the Canada Lee awards. He did not get
this award for putting a Negro judge
into a play. He got it for putting a
judge into a play. and giving the part to
a Negro. Negro actors are not fighting
for the chance to play Negro judges;
they just want to play judges. Integra-
tion in stage and film must naturally
be affected by such a thing as school
segregation, just as it must by residen-
tial segregation. But there is no reason
why stage and film and writer should
not also play their part in showing the
way; otherwise it will remain tough to
be a Negro actor.

My Conclusions

I HEARD many a time the general-
ization that the white Northerner loves
the Negro race but not the persons, and
the white Southerner the persons but
not the race.

In the end 1 discarded this general-
ization. But one part of it has an ap-
proximation to the truth. The white
Northerner is in general a supporter of
the proposition that all men are created
equal: he would not hesitate to have a
Negro in his house, but you seldom
meet one there. It is this white North-
erner who asks me eagerly when 1 get
back: What did you see, what did you
think? It is he who is touched by the
story of Ada Sipuel, the Negro girl
who defeated Jim Crow at the Univer-
sity of Oklahoma, and it is he who
shrinks from the stories of Trumbull

Park. It is he who wants to talk about
the Negro he does not know.

What did I see? What did 1 think?
What did I think was really happening
in America? [ approach these ques-
tions with a due sense of my qualifica-
tions and my lack of them.

By now I assume that it is an incon-
trovertible fact that segregation is dy-
ing. The evidence is massive. | take it
to be a fact of immense significance
that the leaders of Negro action, who
can without great error be identified
with the NAACP, have set 1963, the
centennial of the Emancipation Proc-
lamation, as the year by which all
forms of segregation and discrimina-
tion should have been rooted out for-
ever from the life of America.

The President of the United States
has stated unequivocally that in the
District of Columbia, in all the armed
services, and in all areas where federal
authority clearly extends, he is fully
committed to this same goal.

It must be recorded again that the
protagonist in this struggle has been
the Negro himself. This is not to be-
little the part that has been played by
non-Negroes, in the NAACP itself, in
churches and Jewish organizations,
and in labor unions. by civil liberty
leagues, by fighters of every kind.

Yet it seems proven that the burden
of this struggle has been borne not by
those who fought for others, but by
those who fought for themselves. This
may seem a melancholy conclusion to
some, derogatory to altruism; but it
secmns to me a sturdy fact of life. I do

not think it establishes the inherent
moral superiority of the Negro; but it
re-establishes that out of adversity
great strength is born.

This adversity is now on the decline.
Will the great strength stay on, now
part of the Negro soul? Or will it waste
away? As America accepts the Negro
more and more fully, will this strength
be poured into herself, so that she can
play more surely her role in the world?
Will she understand more deeply the
problems of Asia and Africa? Of the
far future no one can speak, but of
the nearer future one can have every
hope, as the Negro is more and more
admitted to the high offices and the
high responsibilities of the republic,
and more and more uses the power of
his vote.

In 1776 the commoners of America,
much angered by a king, committed to
paper fantastic thoughts of equal crea-
tion and unalienable rights, which
rights, with means for their protection,
they later enshrined in a Constitution.
By this Constitution the ultimate judi-
cial power of the United States was
vested in one Supreme Court,

By this Constitution, also, the indi-
vidual was guaranteed the right to lib-
erty, but the fugitive slave had to be
returned.

Such a conflict between ideal and
practice could not persist. Because of
it and other reasons, the nation in 1861
was plunged into civil war, and in 1863,
Lincoln, in the Emancipation Procla-
mation, declared slavery in the South
to be at an end. The Constitution, far

from being the dead hand of the past,
put out like a living tree the branches
of its amendments. Slavery was pro-
hibited; the equal protection of the
laws and the right to vote were guar-
anteed to all.

But the conflict between ideal and
practice did not cease. Negroes were
denied the equal protection of the laws
and the right to vote. In 1896 the Su-
preme Court of the United States de-
clared that facilities could be separate
provided they were equal, Mr. Justice
Harlan dissenting.

In 1909 was founded the National
Association for the Advancement of
Colored People, the NAACP. Its early
years were devoted to the defense of
Negro rights, but as time passed, it
grew more aggressive in its fight against
racial discrimination. Its leaders some-
times went in danger of their lives. On
Christmas night, in 1951, one of its
leaders in Florida, Harry Moore, and
his wife, were killed by a bomb. Finally
the NAACP began to attack segrega-
tion itself, and in 1954 won the greatest
victory of all, when the Supreme Court
of the United States declared that sepa-
rate educational facilities were inher-
ently unequal. The New York Times
published an editorial on the decision
entitled, by genius, “Mr. Justice Harlan
Concurring.”

So in this century it was the Negro,
of all Americans, who clarified the prin-
ciples on which the democracy of
America was based. It was he who
kept on reminding America what kind
of nation she was. It was he who used
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persistently, as free men should, the
power of law and court. But as Amer-
ica could thus thank God for him, so
could he thank God for America, that
he lived in a country where such things
could be, where man was both bound
and made free by the law.

-l-note that in-my two well-known_
modern histories of America, no men™"

tion is made of the NAACP. I predict
that the importance of this body, not
for the Negro only but for America,
will not go unrecognized in future his-
tories.

Nor will the work of Walter White,
who for 35 years has served the
NAACP, and who is now its executive
secretary. 1 heard him speak on the
evening of the great decision. He is a
short, slight man, a Negro who is white
in color as well as name. He was
deeply moved, as he had cause to be,
by this crowning of his life’s endeavor,
by this act of justice to an excluded
people. But most moving of all to me
was to hear him speak as something
more than a Negro, to see his pride
that it was America which has done
this justice.

The NAACP has been called a sub-
versive organization. This stigmatiza-
tion is so absurd as not to call for
comment. It would never have been
made if America had not been passing
through a period of uncertainty about
herself, when she saw something sin-
ister in those who most faithfully pro-
claimed the revolutionary truths on
which the republic is based. There are
many signs that she is recovering, and
that she will reject those who would
bind liberty in order to possess it.

The emancipation of a people does
not endanger liberty. It is liberty, and
its price is eternal vigilance.

The implications of the decision of
1954 are far-reaching. If separate edu-
cational facilities are unequal, what en-
forced separation is not? Segregation is
thus seen not through a haze of soph-
istry and altruistic cant, but through
the clear air of common sense, as some-
thing indefensible and unjust, even evil.

What does it mean to say that the
remnants of segregation are doomed?
It means far more than that Negroes
will go to American schools and play
on American golf courses and eat in
American hotels. It means that just as
America has accepted and made part
of herself all the peoples of Europe, and
has resolved within herself those ten-
sions which twice have torn the world
apart, she now accepts, or is on the
threshold of accepting, all those other
races which live upon her soil. If she
can now resolve within herself those
tensions which could tear the world
apart again, how.much greater her con-
tribution to the world. For race and
ideology have become fatefully inter-
twined.

To me there is one inescapable im-
plication of the end of segregation. For
if by maintaining segregation America
was declaring that she was a white na-
tion with some colored citizens, then
by removing segregation she is declar-
ing something else. If a man with one
drop of colored blood is a colored man,
then what is a nation with one colored
citizen?

To me America is declaring that she
upholds no kind of racial civilization,
but upholds civilization itself. This may
have considerable consequences for the
peace of the world. To some people
this is a shocking implication; they
conjure up a picture of a dissolute and
degenerate nation. But the truly shock-
ing thing was the assumption of the
“civilization” that she forsakes—that

men could do what they liked with
men. . . .

We all know the dangers of our pres-
ent world, that numberless millions of
people seeking for life and liberty may
set the world aflame. By many this
struggle is feared, and therefore re-
sisted; yet the advance and emancipa-
tion of any human being should give
joy and hope to all.

Who should understand this better
than America, especially America now?
And who should understand it better
than the Negro himself? He goes out
into the new world without fear. He
understands its birth pangs better than
any man alive. He is not afraid of the
way it is going because that is the way
he came himself. He is not afraid of
its revolutionary ideas, because he
learned the same ideas from America.
To get where he did, he used no weapon
but those provided by the Constitution
of America herself.

But it is. he more than any other
American in this century who has
helped America to know what her
Constitution is, and that it is fit for all
mankind. Perhaps now he can help
America to tell the world.

Your Land, and Mine

I WRITE these closing words from
South Africa. 1 told people here that
America was determined to put an end
to segregation and discrimination, and
for four reasons:

1. The constitutional reason—a le-
gal, moral, emotional, romantic reason.

2. The low percentage of the Negro
population—a cynical but very impor-
tant reason.

3. The moral reason.

4. The world reason—a political,
practical, but also moral reason.

I was told, in turn, that the low per-
centage of the Negro was the real rea-
son, and that white South Africa, not
possessing this reason, could never fol-
low America’s example.

I do not believe this. I believe that
the moral reason, by itself, and as a
component in the constitutional and
world reasons, is the most important;
but it was easier for America to obey it
because of the low percentage of the
Negro population, and also because of
the high degree in which Negroes have
become Americans.

In one sense the population percent-
ages are irrelevant. When one begins
to see people of color as fellow hu-
mans, as many' Americans do, their
numbers become irrelevant. In fact,
thinking by numbers is destructive not
only of justice, but also of progress,
national security, world’s peace and
man’s peace. It has to be given up. If
the white people of South Africa do
not give it up, they will find themselves,
having rejected the evolutionary solu-
tion, heading for a revolutionary one.
But most white South Africans do not
see that; or if they do, they think they
have more time for the evolutionary
solution than they will get.

Many Americans are too pessimistic
about their own country; they meas-
ure their moral strength in terms of
sleeping-tablet consumption, Kinsey
reports, juvenile delinquency and Mc-
Carthyism. Let them try measuring it
as well in terms of the advance of the
Negro. Let them try measuring it in
terms of justice, which, so often de-
feated, has a way of conquering in
the end.

Perhaps it might be true, after all,
that a nation gets the Supreme Court
that it deserves. Y ¥ N
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PLUNGED into dangerous waters while fishing at night
and entangled in an old barbed-wire fence deep
underwater. Clarence Hensley’s life
was saved because, when he failed to
rise to the surface, his flashlight con-
tinued to shine underwater to guide his
friend in the rescue!
“] wouldn’t have had a chance if those

batteries had failed! You ean really
depend on ‘Eveready’ batteries!”

Clarence Hensley, Manchester, Ky.

In a smaLL traveling carnival, just as the girl trapeze
artist swung out into space . . . the lights failed!
Thrown off by the break in timing,

the girl was held dangling—by only

one hand! Then an onlooker, Burl

Campbell, spot-lighted the girl in

his flashlight beam. The catch was

completed . . . the girl's life saved!

“Youn can depend on ‘Eveready’ bat.

teries in an emergency! I've used them

for years and I csn tell you — you
never get a dud with ‘Eveready’!”

Burl Campbell, Pleasanton, lowa.
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batteries. And unlike most other .
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flashlight batteries I only need T FI aSh I l g ht
one brand — ‘EVEREADY’ — to j ‘ .
satisfy all my customers.” " Py
WiLL1aM Davis ) )
Doolittle Hardware, Inc. % , a e r I es

Bradenton, Florida.
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NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY . A Division of Union Carbide and Carbon Corporation « 30 East 42nd Street, New York 17, N.Y.
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man who keeps his eyes open. He looks at

things hard, deep and with a twinkle. Dur-
ing a recent trip through New England, he
looked at fire hydrants. He discovered, first,
that they come in all shapes, sizes and colors.
Then he found that they turn up in all kinds of
places—on busy streets, along country roads, in
empty lots. Interested, he looked a bit harder,
and “Before I knew it,” he says, “I found the
hydrants looking back at me.” Finally, Rosen-
berg was convinced that fire plugs are people.

“They look like folks we all know,” he claims,
“I"ve recognized many friends among the plugs.
But sometimes I think they’ve got the devil
in them.”

Rosenberg may be right. Certainly, fire hy-
drants do seem to have an impish sense of hu-
mor. Many a motorist has parked his car along
a barren curb only to discover, an hour or so
later, that a plug he has never met before has
sneaked up and sat down beside it. PV V'S

PHOTOGRAPHER Sam Rosenberg is a

PRIVATE EYE

VICTORIAN DANDY

| cAnybody Here

Look twice next time you pass a fire hydrant. Behind

MIDDLE-AGED GENT




