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Dedication

To the next generation of journalists who I hope will join me in fighting the good fight. And to the late Valerie Boyd, the Charlayne Hunter-Gault Distinguished Writer in Residence at the Grady College of Journalism and Mass Communication at the University of Georgia and a multitalented author, journalist, and friend who helped me choose students committed to giving voice to the voiceless. Long Live!
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Foreword

I first met Charlayne Hunter-Gault in 2016 when I shared the stage with her in New York City during a panel on covering race held for the George Polk Awards. I am not a journalist who has ever cared about how my profession can give access to celebrity, but meeting Charlayne Hunter-Gault for the first time rendered me—for lack of a better word—starstruck. It is seldom that one gets an opportunity to sit in conversation with someone whose life, activism, and career quite literally made it possible for you to live yours as you have, but for me, Ms. Hunter-Gault embodies that rarest of people. I did not feel worthy of sharing the stage with an icon of the civil rights movement, someone who integrated the all-white University of Georgia—and therefore its all-white journalism program that would one day award us both the Peabody—someone who had helped integrate newsrooms, someone who had been cataloguing the beauty and triumphs, struggles and resistance, of Black people across the diaspora for longer than I had been alive. It’s a scary and vulnerable thing to meet your heroes, and yet, Ms. Hunter-Gault treated me with the grace and generosity that she is known for even as I told her repeatedly how honored I was to meet her and talk with her. So when an email from her popped up in my inbox asking me to write the foreword for her new book, I took it as such a tremendous honor.

In the aptly named My People, the veteran journalist compiles decades of reporting from the various news organizations lucky enough to have employed her, reports that begin with her own experiences integrating the University of Georgia, stretching throughout the South—the ancestral land of Black Americans—to the urban North, where she established the Harlem Bureau for the New York Times, and crossing the Atlantic to chronicle the freedom struggles of Black people on the African continent. In each story, Ms. Hunter-Gault brings the determination to analyze the fruits of the racial caste system that she was born into while also documenting the humanity, the striving, the joy, and the creativity of her people—our people. As she writes in part 5, she wanted to focus on reporting she “didn’t see much of in the magazine (or anywhere else) at the time—the experience of ordinary Black people in the segregated South, like my dear grandmother. And while it was a South that had been challenged and changed by mostly young civil rights activists, I thought it was important to tell a story that focused on the ongoing, day-to-day experiences of ordinary Black people. It was equally important to me to show readers where we got our own sense of commitment to family and community. So I embarked on a journey that shed some light on those realities.”

Ms. Hunter-Gault provided a template for me and countless other Black journalists across the world. Like mine, her interest in journalism was piqued as a precocious preteen, and like me, she came to understand that for Black journalists in the United States, there could be no pretense of neutrality in a nation that actively legislated against and suppressed the rights of our people.

What does journalistic neutrality and objectivity look like when your career began with a fight for racial justice? When you spent your life being the first of your race to accomplish the things that you did because Black people had been either officially or unofficially barred from doing those things before? Where your very education and career were born out of activism and the generational Black rights struggles? Where you’ve always known that democracy in the United States was more an idea than a reality, one that has to constantly be fought for, and that America is not the free and just country it purported to be?

Through Ms. Hunter-Gault’s reporting and personal biography we see that what has been treated as journalistic objectivity in nearly all-white newsrooms that produce a nearly all-white report has and remains to be the antithesis of objectivity; that newsrooms became richer, more accurate, and more democratic as reporters such as Ms. Hunter-Gault took their places in them.

In these chapters we see Ms. Hunter-Gault as a young woman becoming part of the movement, then cataloguing it, then we see her through the years watching new movements arise, watching them falter, and then ultimately eulogizing her contemporaries.

We get to witness the journalist as her writing and thinking evolves, as her reporting spans continents and yet tells for Black people across the diaspora an often-familiar story of resistance and resilience, and for white Americans reveals our often-overlooked humanity. We witness writing that is powerful and urgent and unflinching and, perhaps most of all, determined—determined, as my spiritual godmother Ida B. Wells said, to shine the light of truth upon our society. And we see through her reporting that the battles she waged for equality—starting as a college student determined to gain access to the state university that her own parents subsidized with their tax dollars—are never won for good, that the struggle is ongoing, that the legal barriers have fallen but the architecture of racial inequality remains. And as Ms. Hunter-Gault shows us, as long as the architecture of racial inequality remains, so does the journalists’ mandate to investigate and report on it.

This volume is a clinic for other journalists, but especially for Black journalists, as it is clear from every story, every interview, every voice centered in the work, that Ms. Hunter-Gault centered her work among Black people and saw herself as a Black journalist.

Here lies the work of a woman whose destiny would be both to chronicle history and to make it.

—Nikole Hannah-Jones





Part I

Toward Justice and Equality, Then and Now

The civil rights movement in Atlanta, Georgia, put me on the path of reporting stories that focused on the promise of liberty and justice for all, a promise that had been so long denied to my people. The lie of separate but equal was still the law of the South, and while not on the books, it was alive and well even up north, commonly referred to as Up South at the time. My effort to make the promise of our democracy and my dream of becoming a journalist a reality at the University of Georgia, an all-white establishment for its 176 years of existence, was working its way through the resistant system, and I had temporarily enrolled at Wayne State University in Detroit, which offered some courses in journalism. But the civil rights movement that had begun on February 1, 1960, with young Black college students sitting in at a lunch counter in Nashville, Tennessee, had now reached Atlanta, and some of my closest friends from our high school days were among those who were taking to the streets demanding that “Dogwood City” fulfill the promise of equal rights to them and all who looked like them.

At the same time, the Atlanta student movement was just one of many protest movements taking place all over the South. And I kept my eye on those, albeit from a distance.

And so it was in Atlanta that I took my earliest steps on my journalistic journey, steps that led me into the basement of an upstart newspaper called the Atlanta Inquirer. The paper was started by one of the men whose approach to myself and Hamilton Holmes ended with us desegregating the University of Georgia, where I was by this time matriculating. M. Carl Holman was a professor of English at the all-Black Clark College in Atlanta. He was close to many of its students and those from the three other Black colleges—Morehouse, Spelman, and Morris Brown, many of whom were taking part in the civil rights protests. They had organized themselves into what they called the Committee on Appeal for Human Rights, and had created a document that laid out their demands for racial justice, insisting they “did not intend to wait placidly for those rights which are already legally and morally ours to be meted out one at a time. . . . [W]e want to state clearly and unequivocally that we cannot tolerate, in a nation professing democracy and among people professing Christianity, the discriminatory conditions under which the Negro is living today in Atlanta, Georgia, supposedly one of the most progressive cities in the South.”

In the early days, I waited for the students to pile in with their stories. In the early days, they would demonstrate for part of the day, then get arrested so as to establish a case that could be argued at a later date in court and hopefully lead to a decision that would overthrow separate and not equal.

Within hours, they would then get bailed out and many would come straight to the Holman basement to tell their stories to Julian Bond, who was one of the writers of the Committee on Appeal document, as well as managing editor of the paper. He had been a student at Morehouse College but had put that on hold for the time being. I bided my time rambling around the basement, looking over textbooks belonging to Holman, who wrote under the pen name Vox.

In time, I felt the need to get out of the basement and into the streets myself—not as a participant but as an observing servant of the people. And in a few years I traveled from the streets of Atlanta to streets up and down the East Coast, where there may not have been Jim Crow laws, but the pattern and practice of racial discrimination had the same effect on my people. So, along with my clothes, I packed my racial consciousness. And while some of my clothes wore out from time, my people and their stories kept my consciousness fresh and responsive to their ongoing challenges. For while their consciousness kept them focused on how far they had come in many instances, it also helped them (and me) keep their eyes on what continued and continues to be an elusive prize: equality and justice for all. At one point in 1967, following four summers of riots protesting inequality around the country, a National Advisory Commission on Civil Disorders was created by President Lyndon B. Johnson to address the cause of the disturbances. The commission ultimately concluded that the country was “moving toward two societies, one white and privileged, one Black and unequal.” It included in the blame the mostly white media. And while corrective steps were taken in all areas, including the media, all these years later, inequality persists, even in many well-funded and well-staffed and even prize-winning news organizations.

The protests sparked by police killings of Black people over the last few years have caused another period of soul-searching, a moment to dig deeper, as clearly the racist demons of our past still haunt us. Even as Georgia voters sent Raphael Warnock, its first-ever Black senator, to Congress in 2020, shortly thereafter the Georgia legislature passed numerous bills that will undoubtedly lead to voter suppression that will disproportionately affect Black turnout if not overturned. But if the past has any lesson for the present and the future, look no further than John Lewis, who was among the civil rights activists who led the fight that culminated in the Voting Rights Act of 1965, which removed legal barriers at the state and local levels that had prevented Blacks from exercising their right to vote—a right that had been guaranteed under the Fifteenth Amendment to the U.S. Constitution. Today his name is attached to a voting rights bill that would stifle yet another effort aimed at reducing the voice of Blacks at the ballot box, this one by a Supreme Court ruling in 2013. While the challenges keep on coming, Black history teaches us that the civil rights movement’s anthem of keep on keepin’ on yields positive results. Thus we learn from our history the value of insisting on our full rights as citizens, for as I have written before, we are “heirs to a legacy of struggle, but struggle that was, as Martin Luther King taught, ennobling, struggle that was enabling us to take control of our destiny.” (In My Place, 1992.)





Dispute Center Opens in Harlem

The New York Times

MAY 28, 1975

A community-based mediation center for minor disputes that is designed to free policemen “for more serious crimes” and help unclog the courts was opened yesterday in Harlem.

The center, which is under the auspices of the Institute for Mediation and Conflict Resolution, is the first of its kind in the country, according to Basil A. Paterson, the institute’s president.

Situated at 402 West 145th Street, the center will employ community residents who have undergone four months of training in arbitration and mediation to handle cases such as harassment, domestic disputes, and other “lesser crimes between friends, relatives and neighbors,” Mr. Paterson said.

The cases—which involve about 1,000 people a year, according to police estimates—will be referred to the center by police officers either directly from the scene or from the station house if the disputants agree on such a course of action.

A three-person panel will then hear the case, and if the parties themselves cannot agree on a resolution, the panel will impose one.

“A lot of these cases just get bogged down in the courts now,” said Eda Harris, a social worker and one of twenty-four persons so far trained by the institute. “They really don’t belong in the court system. These people are going back to the community, they’ll see each other. They need a resolution they can live with.”

A major incentive for going to arbitration or mediation is that the disputants are judged by people from their own community, Mr. Paterson said, and that they also avoid establishing a criminal record.

In praising the new center, Police Commissioner Michael C. Codd said that it made “very little sense” to handle disputes in courts and “keep our valuable police power tied up rather than being in the streets attending to more serious crimes.”

District Attorney Robert M. Morgenthau, who promised “100 percent cooperation” in the new venture, criticized criminal law as “an imperfect way of solving criminal problems, but particularly imperfect when it is called in to family and community disputes.”

The center, which received a $306,000 federal grant from the Law Enforcement Assistance Administration, through the Criminal Justice Coordinating Council, will initially serve the areas covered by the 30th and 34th Precincts—all of Manhattan north of 141st Street.

State Supreme Court Justice Edward R. Dudley, who described the center as “a deterrent at its source,” encouraged the community to work with the police.





After-School School for Black Youngsters in Search of Heritage

The New York Times

APRIL 17, 1976

“In many ways, it’s hard raising a black kid in New York City,” said Millie Thunder in explaining why she had enrolled her six-year-old daughter in the Patterson School for Heritage and Learning, which opened March 11. “They’re usually always tokens and that can be devastating.”

“In private schools,” said Fred Benjamin, “there are usually only about two or three blacks. And once a kid becomes aware that he’s black, he gets confused because his background is pretty much left out in those situations.”

Nestled in a quiet corner of Harlem’s Sugar Hill, the Patterson School at 144th Street and Convent Avenue is an after-school school that is teaching their heritage to black youngsters, from kindergarten through twelfth grade.

In the process, it also seeks to strengthen their skills in such areas as mathematics, language arts, and reading.

For several years, John and Jamelle Patterson, parents of two black school-age children and founders of the school, had not only heard of difficulties in schooling from their predominantly middle-class black friends, but had lived them, as well.

The Pattersons, who had tried both private and public schools for their children, had both had been extremely active in educational circles in the city.

It was while struggling with the problem of what to do in their own home that they decided that something should be done for black youngsters in general.

As a result of informal discussions with teachers and others in both public and private schools, Mrs. Patterson came across what she considered a startling discovery.

“By fourth grade,” she recalled the other day, “black youngsters start falling behind and staying behind. And even in private schools, the scores of black youngsters were collectively lower than those of whites.”

This ultimately led her to the conclusion last May that there was a correlation between a student’s ability to achieve and a positive self-concept.

“That’s when we decided to start our own school.”

In the next ten months, there was a flurry of late-night meetings and early-morning reading sessions, curriculum planning, hiring teachers, and an extensive search for the right facility.

Through it all, the Pattersons’ experience in and contacts with the educational community facilitated their effort.

Mr. Patterson, a lawyer, had already established three other institutions—the first black brokerage firm on Wall Street, Patterson & Co.; the Interracial Council for Business Opportunity; and the South Bronx Over-all Economic Development Corporation, of which he is currently president.

To help make their dream a reality, the Pattersons assembled a board of advisers that included Mr. Patterson’s brother, Raymond, an author and lecturer at City College; Dr. Beryl Banfield, president of the Council on Interracial Books for Children; Dr. Gloria Blackwell, Mrs. Patterson’s mother, who is chairman of the English department at Clark College in Atlanta; Lerone Bennette, senior editor of Ebony magazine; John Henrik Clarke, historian and professor at Hunter College; and Dr. Francis Roberts, president of the Bank Street College of Education.

“To my knowledge,” said Mrs. Patterson, the twenty-nine-year-old president and director of the sixty-pupil institution, “it’s the only school of its kind. There are lots of alternative schools, as well as Hebrew, Chinese, and Japanese schools that have been in existence for fifty years or more. But in the black community, there’s nothing like it.”

Dr. James P. Comer, professor of psychiatry and associate dean of the Yale Medical School, and also a member of the advisory board, agreed that the school was unusual.

“One of our problems has been that we have had no mechanism, except the black church—when we were immersed in the church—for transmitting our struggle or our tradition of excellence and hard work from generation to generation,” he said.

“And each generation wakes up saying, ‘Why are we in this condition?’ And the mainstream culture isn’t going to tell you because they’re struggling with it. They don’t know how to integrate it into theirs. So they’ve treated it marginally or negatively or not at all.”

The school’s emphasis is on African heritage and tradition and a major aspect is the role of the extended family. The school has taken the role of a surrogate family in many instances, providing the youngsters with background on their heritage that they are not receiving elsewhere, either in their homes or in their regular schools.

Integrating heritage into the curriculum is easy, once there is the commitment to do it, said Mrs. Patterson, whose educational experiences range from high school in Orangeburg, South Carolina, to Wesleyan, where she received her Master of Arts in teaching. (She did further postgraduate work at Harvard and the University of Strasbourg, in France.)

“In learning how to compute averages, for example,” she explained, “I learned by computing Babe Ruth’s batting average. Here, at the Patterson School, we’ll use Hank Aaron’s.”

A major point of departure in the school’s historical emphasis, Mrs. Patterson said, is that black history is taught from the perspective that the African continent was one of the first to emerge as land, and that human life, and the first civilization, began there.

“It’s not about being militant or separatist,” Mrs. Patterson said in explaining the school’s motivation. “It’s about why we have not been able to get along in this pluralistic society. Only the dominant group’s culture has been emphasized. The more you know about your culture and heritage, the more productive you are and the more confidence you have in dealing with others.

“Normally, our kids are taught that their heritage is in slavery, in chains,” she went on, “instead of in the context of the continuum of history in which they are direct descendants of thousands of years of kings and queens.

“Every group has been enslaved, but they never allude to that part of their history. The Europeans, instead, dressed it up and called it serfdom and kept on going.”

Mrs. Patterson said that the new school, which was established with the help of grants from the New York Urban Coalition, Bankers Trust, and Chemical Bank, expected to be self-supporting. The minimum tuition is $30 a month for one two-hour session a week, and the maximum is $80 a month for fifteen hours. There are adjustments in tuition for income levels, and limited scholarships available for low-income students.

Situated on the fifth floor of an educational building recently purchased by the Convent Avenue Baptist Church, the school can accommodate about two hundred students.

Bryan Derek Haley, a twelve-year-old junior high school student, said he was attending the Patterson School because he likes math a lot and because “the teachers are not always screaming and cussing at you.”

Sitting in a room surrounded by portraits of such prominent black figures as Langston Hughes and John Henry, Bryan said that he had also learned a lot about such people.

“I knew it,” he explained. “But I didn’t know there was such a lot of them, just knew Frederick Douglass and Shirley Bassey.”





Black Activist Sees New South

Lewis Seeks Funds to Help Enroll More Voters

The New York Times

NOVEMBER 18, 1973

The year that the Black Panther and black power emerged as the symbols of a new direction for black politics in the South—1966—was the year that whites were urged to leave the movement and work in their own communities.

It was also the year that Stokely Carmichael, the architect of that change, urged blacks to turn inward and concentrate on strategies for seizing political power as a means toward reversing the trend that always saw blacks bargaining with whites for small favors.

And it was the year that John Lewis, a disciple of nonviolent demonstrations and coalition politics, was replaced as the head of the Student Nonviolent Coordinating Committee by Mr. Carmichael.

Now, seven years and more than a million registered black voters later, John Lewis is beginning to see a meshing of the two philosophies of black power and coalition politics. Blacks in the South are gaining political strength—there are now more than 1,000 black elected officials in the eleven states of the Old Confederacy—but they are doing it in conjunction with whites.

Mr. Lewis, who now heads the nonprofit Voter Education Project in Atlanta, the major organization registering and educating black voters in the South, was interviewed here last week on his way to a conference of black mayors in Tuskegee, Alabama, this weekend.

Explaining his rather circuitous route, Mr. Lewis said: “I’m here trying to convince the people with the financial resources that we need that what’s happening in the South is good for the rest of the country.”

What is happening, he said, is “a revolution—not as dramatic as the sixties, but a registration of more than three and a half million black voters, larger numbers of black elected officials, and a new breed of white politician.

“Within the next eight to ten years,” he continued, “blacks are going to be elected to some of the highest offices. Georgia, Mississippi, the Carolinas are going to be sending several blacks to Congress to join the few who are there now.

“Now, many of those congressional committees are dominated by Southerners. As blacks continue to register, they’re going to have to go. And even if whites still head a few of those committees, they’ll be responding in a different way. And the politics of the South will change the politics of the country.”

Mr. Lewis, who picked cotton as a boy in Alabama and was jailed and constantly harassed on freedom rides and sit-ins as a young man, believes that it was that era, those experiences that make him hopeful.

Mr. Lewis said that in his travels for the Voter Education Project he was running into the people he knew as sharecroppers and tenant farmers in the early sixties.

“These people are forty and fifty years old now, and they’re the ones who are getting ready to run for office. As they listen to the whites talk about the disgrace of national politics, these black people are saying they’re sick of it. And it’s almost like ‘I told you so.’

“And the whites are losing interest because they’ve lost faith in the national scene, and they’re turning to the blacks as a kind of last hope. They’re saying, ‘They’re the ones who’ve been excluded from this system; maybe if they get in they’ll be better.’”

Mr. Lewis went on to say that they were right.

Mr. Lewis also said that the South had “killed the politics of race.”

Despite racial overtones in the Atlanta mayoral race, in which a black was elected, he said, blacks helped elect a white woman over a black man to the City Council.

The black candidate had sided with the white mayor to use revenue-sharing funds as tax rebates for landlords, and also supported the mayor in his attempts to stop a sanitation workers’ strike.

And while blacks voted heavily for the black candidate, they provided the white candidate the margin of victory. Mr. Lewis attributed their support of her to her stand in favor of the sanitation workers and her position that the revenue-sharing funds should be used for things like day care centers.

But Mr. Lewis would not have been in New York if he thought the battle was over, he said. Many of the newly elected officials need help and guidance—the kind the Voter Education Project experience would help provide them, according to Mr. Lewis.

In addition, half of the total black population, he said, is in the South. Of that number, there are six million of voting age and three and a half million registered.

“There’s been very little enforcement of the Voting Rights Act under this administration,” Mr. Lewis charged. “So that we still have places where there is not a single polling place in the black community.”





Blacks Are Developing Programs to Fight Crime in Communities

The New York Times

FEBRUARY 23, 1976

Black groups in many cities have embarked on a new effort to cope with crime in their communities through such widely varied programs as videotape education projects and “big brother” counseling.

While some of the programs can demonstrate concrete results, few have been able to get substantial funding from federal, state, or local sources.

One constant in all of them is an insistence that the black community define the problems and put forward its own solutions.

“Blacks resent the suggestion that either they have been covering up for criminals or that they have been afraid to look at the problem,” said M. Carl Holman, president of the National Urban Coalition. “It has not been the minorities who have had control of the machinery to deal with crime.”

The heightened concern about what one black official called “black-on-black genocide” has led to community efforts in such cities as New York, Philadelphia, New Orleans, Memphis, Buffalo, Washington, and Chicago.

A key element in these efforts is a new attitude toward and increased cooperation with black policemen—either individually or through local affiliates of national organizations like the Guardians, an association of black policemen.

In a recent interview, Deputy Commander George Sims, of the Fillmore police district on Chicago’s tough West Side, waved a report that showed crime in the district had decreased. Both Mr. Sims and the district commander, Robert Williams, believe that part of the reason is that black police officers are working more closely with the community, respecting it and receiving greater cooperation.

The view that crime-fighting priorities should be established by the community rather than by the police is shared by many black policemen as well as residents of the black community. Yet, for the time being, their input into policy, the policemen contend, is minimal. “We cannot initiate policy or change anything,” said one black officer in New York.

As a result, much of their fight is still internal, with blacks in some cities planning to follow the lead of Chicago’s black police association, the Afro-American Patrolmen’s League, whose suit held up millions of dollars in federal funds on the basis that the Police Department practiced job discrimination against blacks.

Community approaches to crime vary widely, with some programs being no more than a compact among tenants in public housing not to buy stolen goods, as in the Taylor Homes on the South Side of Chicago.

In Chicago’s Woodlawn area the Woodlawn Organization has a “block watcher program” in which suspected or actual crimes are reported to the organization, which notifies the police. The group is also about to begin a program to aid victims of crime.

Another Chicago group, the Metropolitan Anti-Crime Coalition, uses videotape presentations on how to deal with crime, which are shown to community groups. It also is pressing for more assistant state’s attorneys to speed processing of cases.

In Memphis, the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People is using its own funds, a few grants, and extensive help from the black policemen’s association in working with two hundred young men from low-income areas where many families have no fathers living with them.

In New Orleans, the Dixon Research Center, a federally funded community agency, is trying to reduce “black-on-black” crime through education and research, including “consciousness-raising” workshops and audiovisual presentations.

“You’re dealing with behavior and attitudes which are developed over the years,” said Clarence Guillimet, the director of the center. “In order to eliminate those patterns we’re approaching it from three ways—research, reality, and revelation.”

Near the center, a group of about twelve teen-age boys—volunteers—working in shifts and wearing red hard hats, patrol the construction site of a new Treme Community Center, from 3:45 p.m. to 6:30 p.m. to prevent young vandals from breaking the windows. In little more than two months since new windows were installed, only one window has been reported broken. The Treme Community Center has $125,000 worth of glass in it, according to Mr. Guillimet.

The results of many of the newer community programs that have sprung up recently are less easy to document. A group called the We Care Committee has just been formed in Buffalo. It consists of fifty well-known blacks, representing twenty-two public and private social and government agencies. Their funding comes from individuals and from the agencies they represent. Each spends a few hours a week counseling black youths in a “big brother” program.

They also try to make sure that there are no incidents of police brutality or police misbehavior against blacks.

In Washington and Chicago the Reverend Jesse Jackson, president of the Chicago-based Operation PUSH, has begun a campaign that includes slogans such as “Get off dope, get on hope.” The campaign expects to involve parents and children in the problem of discipline in the schools.

The New York Amsterdam News, a black weekly newspaper, has launched a “War on Crime” that so far lacks a battle plan but has emphasized maximum involvement by black citizens. A retired black deputy police inspector, Eldridge Waith, who had years of experience in New York’s black communities, has been named to lead the “war.”

Citizen patrols have sprung up in several cities within recent months, but have drawn mixed reactions from the community and law enforcement officials.

Lieutenant Paul Blaney, of the Chicago Police Department, said that the number of citizen patrols had increased there, “but not in the areas where it is basically needed.

“They have made the greatest strides in areas where there are single-family homes,” he said. “Once you have a mortgage you have a vested interest in protecting that. But these are middle-class working areas.”

Black policemen like Renault Robinson, head of the black policemen’s group that led the fight against alleged discrimination in the Chicago Police Department, argue that citizens’ patrols “are not a deterrent and provide the community with a false sense of security.”

“The citizen patrols are a reaction to failure, to poor police services,” said Mr. Robinson. “These citizens are crying out for better police protection.”

Whatever the effectiveness of local groups, many blacks involved in the problem see a need for a national organized black effort to achieve policy changes toward more comprehensive solutions.

“[Mayor Frank] Rizzo won with black votes in Philadelphia because he was talking about short-term solutions—more cops, locking up the youths, restoring the death penalty,” said Robert L. Woodson, director of the National Urban League’s administration of justice division. “And the people are more afraid of crime in the streets than the racism of a Rizzo.”

The black community would get behind more creative solutions, given the choice and exposure, Mr. Woodson believes. Toward that end, the league has raised $100,000 of a $200,000 proposal to pull together black local and national leaders and groups to use their experience, research, and sensitivity to find those solutions.

Mr. Woodson said that the league hoped to get the other $100,000 from community resources like the black church, because “the federal government in the past has turned a deaf ear to blacks attempting to deal with the problem.

“None of the current research on black crime is being done by blacks,” Mr. Woodson asserted. “And part of that has to do with the fact that the Law Enforcement Assistance Administration has only one black in a policy-making position.”

Mr. Woodson said the Urban League hoped to develop a plan that would “launch an organized attack on crime—not just to make the street safe, but that would speak to such areas as victim relief, penal reform, and various sociological and institutional dimensions of the problem.

“Since the federal government won’t do it,” Mr. Woodson said, “we hope to give our people direction from a national black fountainhead.”





Economist Finds Widening in Black-White Income Gap

The New York Times

NOVEMBER 29, 1975

NEWARK, Nov. 28—Despite “temporary” gains made by blacks toward economic parity with whites in the 1960s, recent trends indicate that the gap is once again widening, and that it may be at least seventy-five years before blacks catch up, according to one economist.

“The movement of the 1960s toward greater equality seems to be broken,” according to Lester S. Thurow, professor of economics at the Alfred P. Sloan School of Management in the Massachusetts Institute of Technology.

Speaking at a symposium marking the tenth anniversary of the United States Equal Employment Opportunity Commission held at the Newark campus of the Rutgers University Law School, Dr. Thurow said, “At all points in time—good or bad—black unemployment rates are twice as high as white.”

At the moment, he said, that condition is exacerbated by the recession and a decline in the proportion of black families with two or more workers—a phenomenon that is the reverse in white families.

While current recession data are not yet available, Dr. Thurow, also the author of Poverty and Discrimination, predicted that the trend would continue and the gap would increasingly widen. The essential problem is “a long-run deeply embedded relationship in the economy,” he said.

“The rapidly escalating black unemployment rates of this recession or depression are not a temporary phenomenon,” he said. “They are exactly what would have been expected given the structure of the economy. Nothing has changed in the past thirty years. No progress has been made.”

Dr. Thurow attributed the gain in relative earnings among blacks to the absorption of younger blacks into the post–World War II labor force—“the type of change that causes the least disruptions” in the labor force.

But, he said, in periods of recession, the process is reversed because of seniority provisions (formal and informal) in hiring and layoffs.

“The youngest workers are most apt to lose their jobs, and they are the workers where the ratio of black to white earnings is most likely to be near parity,” he said. “Therefore a recession shifts the weight of those remaining fully employed toward older groups with larger relative earning differences.”

Thus, while black earnings from 1955 to 1973 rose from 36 percent to 66 percent of those of white males, and black females from 56 percent to 86 percent, the rate of gains for blacks was just as fast in the 1950s as the 1960s.

In addition, according to Dr. Thurow, since 1970 there is “little evidence” of any advance in the relative earnings of black males and the same is true of black females since 1971.

Although black women are not far from parity with white women, according to Dr. Thurow, not only have white women lost ground but black women have also made virtually no progress in the higher-income, or top 5 percent jobs. “Whatever the feminist movement has done,” he said, “it hasn’t got anybody high-income jobs.”

As for black families, he continued, from 1947 to 1952, black family incomes rose from 51 percent to 57 percent of white family earnings at the peak of the Korean War, declined to 51 percent with the recession of 1957–58, rose to 64 percent under the pressures of the Vietnam War and the civil rights movement, and then once again started to fall, reaching 60 percent in 1973.

At the same time, however, among one of the two other ethnic groups—there are only three ethnic groups with incomes below the average—blacks, American Indians, and persons of Spanish heritage, according to Dr. Thurow—between 1969 and 1973, Spanish heritage families—particularly Cubans, Central and South Americans—have gone from a position of inferiority relative to both black and white families to a position of economic superiority relative to black families.

A “substantial fraction” of that improvement, according to Dr. Thurow, comes from falling relative unemployment rates for male Spanish-heritage workers, along with an increase in the participation rate of Spanish-heritage females—a rate faster than that of black females.

Rejecting the Equal Employment Opportunity Commission as the mechanism for major changes in the distribution of earnings, Dr. Thurow urged “an all-out effort” by minority groups and others interested in such problems to push for a comprehensive job or real “right to work” program, one that is permanent and open ended.

Irma Vidal Santaella, chairman of the Appeals Board of the New York State Division of Human Rights, argued against Dr. Thurow’s conclusions about the gains of Puerto Ricans, whose unemployment rates, particularly in New York City, she said, had soared to 22 to 23 percent as a result of the curtailment of poverty programs.

In addition, the group of about two hundred people were advised by lawyers among the panelists not to discount law and litigation as forces for social change. That issue, along with a forecast for the future of the Equal Employment Opportunity Commission, will be among the concluding topics of the two-day session.





Fighting Racism in Schools

The New York Times

NOVEMBER 27, 2019

To the Editor:

Re “Finding the Tools to Spot, and Fight, Intolerance in Schools” (news article, Nov. 24): Having examined this disturbing phenomenon in my PBS NewsHour series looking at solutions to racism, let me hasten to say that intolerance is a worrisome development that is germinating in the underbelly of our democracy. And like so many other troubling challenges, it needs to be called out every bit as much as interference in our electoral processes, if not more.

Our children are our future, and while in my reporting I have found that our history—that is, the history of all our people—is not being taught in most schools these days, the need to combat malicious memes that are trying to fill that gap needs all the attention it can get.

Our union may never be perfect, but we owe it to our children to educate them perfectly.

Charlayne Hunter-Gault, Sarasota, Fla.





More Negroes Vacation as Barriers Fall

The New York Times

SEPTEMBER 7, 1970

OAK BLUFFS, Mass.—Zaida Coles Edley, a black television actress, was lounging on the beach here on Martha’s Vineyard with her husband and a couple of guests. “Watch what happens to this scene,” she said. “In just about an hour you’ll be in for a surprise.”

It was high noon and time passed quickly as a blazing sun beat down on the long, sandy beach and a handful of other bathers and sun worshipers, mostly white.

Then one of Mrs. Edley’s guests sensed something had changed, sat up, and looked around. The sun had moved, a few degrees to the west, but that wasn’t it. What had changed were the faces around them: There were more of them and almost all were black.

The figures in this scene—prosperous black families languidly whiling away the hours of a summer vacation—would not have surprised anyone here but a stranger, for tiny Oak Bluffs has for generations been a favorite vacation place of middle-class blacks.

But the same scene, or something like it, is becoming increasingly common throughout the country at beaches and resorts that have never before had to accommodate large numbers of black guests. The reason is that more and more blacks are taking vacations.

Discrimination persists at some places, but formal racial barriers are down, the black middle class is growing, and, at least for white-collar blacks, income is up and there is more money to spend.

According to D. Parke Gibson, a black public relations adviser for black travel agents in several cities, black vacation expenditures have risen by 25 percent in four years. As a “conservative estimate” of this year’s total at the close of the current season, Mr. Gibson gave $675 million.

Many of the new black vacationers apparently prefer such traditional black vacation areas as Oak Bluffs or Sag Harbor, Long Island, or Fernandina Beach, Florida. But some were breaking new ground, venturing into previously all-white resorts or taking off for black-dominated areas like the West Indies or certain countries in Africa.

Even the more adventurous ones, however, seemed to want to travel with other blacks. (As Mrs. Edley put it: “We do like to be together.”) And some of them have had problems.

Karen Batchelor and Joyce Jeffersons, both college students from Detroit, were among black vacationers who along with their families and about fifty of their friends vacationed this summer at a predominantly white resort in the Catskills.

A Detroit travel agent had suggested the place, partly for its golf courses, which sold the men on the trip.

They say they won’t go back.

“People came up to us and asked us, ‘Are you Mexican? Entertainers? A convention?’” said Migs Jefferson, a sophomore at Tufts University in Medford, Massachusetts.

“My little brother, sixteen, was sitting in the snack lounge and heard this man say, ‘Did you see that bunch of Mexicans they got here? They look just like niggers.’

“It was like they couldn’t believe that we were just black people that could afford their resort,” said Miss Batchelor, a sophomore at Fisk University in Nashville.

In the South, the experiences of at least some of the black vacationers have been a little different.

Jacob Henderson, who with his wife, Freddie, owns a travel agency in Atlanta that has grown since 1955 from a $25,000-a-year business to one with nearly $1 million a year, said there has been “a definite increase” in the number of blacks going to formerly all-white resort areas since the passage of public accommodations legislation in 1965.

Most such places, he said, have “honored the law,” and blacks going there have been getting a “good reception.”

“Usually two or three black couples will go together,” he said.

West Coast travelers seem to be going to Mexico, Hawaii, and Las Vegas, he said.

The Hendersons offer an “Ebony tour” through several European countries, and their emphasis is on blacks traveling with other blacks.

“There used to be a time,” Mrs. Henderson said, “when blacks were self-conscious about traveling with other blacks. Now, if they’re traveling with a group that includes whites, after the day’s activities are over, at night people get together based on congeniality and similar interests. That’s when it’s important for other blacks to be along.”

Mrs. Henderson said that blacks traveling to Africa were not much interested in those East African countries where the traditional white tourist has gone to hunt wild animals. Their main interest, she said, was in West Africa.

There is a pride in the achievement of such countries as Tanzania, Ghana, and Nigeria, which were among the first of the African countries to gain independence, she said.

“This started the trek toward Africa and the independent spirit,” she said. “As they came out of colonial domination, they began to take on a new focus—blacks from America began to want to watch the total development—politically, economically, as well as culturally.”

Most of the travelers “fit into the white-collar class,” Mr. Henderson went on, adding: “But now there is a much broader range of white-collar blacks—the young professionals, primarily, who follow the normal pattern of white-collar workers.”

Today’s black vacationers at Oak Bluffs—the closest stop by ferry from the mainland at Woods Hole—are sometimes the great-grandchildren of the first blacks to buy property there.

Mrs. Sadie Ashburn, who at eighty-five still does most of the cooking at her cottage resort—one of the few black businesses in the area—can remember coming to Martha’s Vineyard when she was five years old.

And while many city residents prefer the quiet solitude of the small “up island” settlements—the most remote of which is Gay Head, about forty-five minutes away—the blacks for the most part seem to stay in this bustling little town with its quaint and sometimes elegant gingerbread houses.

When asked to describe Oak Bluffs, the usual reply from those who live farther out is: “It’s urban.”

And yet, paradoxically, it is a desire to get away from urban living that seems to have attracted most of the blacks here. Mostly they are the families of businessmen, lawyers, judges, politicians, doctors, and artists from Boston to Atlanta.

“We live in the heart of Trenton,” said Mrs. Audrian Hayling, wife of Dr. Leslie Hayling, a dentist, and mother of fourteen-year-old Leslie Jr.

“Les can’t ride a bike or do any of the things that he has the freedom to do here,” she said. “It’s such a change here. I call it coming to renew my soul.”

The Haylings own one of the most beautiful homes on one of the most spacious lots in the section of the Bluffs called East Chop. It overlooks the boat basin and borders on the West Chop area, a section a few blocks away in which only a handful of blacks live.

While the Haylings at one time considered buying a home at Sag Harbor, they decided that the disadvantage of distance—five hours by car, compared with two to Sag Harbor—was outweighed by the variety: more beaches, more golf courses, more of their friends.

Of course, Dr. Hayling, a World War II pilot, said he would probably not have bought a house on the Vineyard “if I didn’t have an airplane”—a Beechcraft Bonanza that seats five.

Mrs. Hayling and their son drive up and stay for the entire summer, while Dr. Hayling flies up on Thursdays—about a forty-five-minute trip—and returns to Trenton on Monday afternoons. The house has been “winterized,” and the family spends long winter holidays there as well.

“From Tuesday to Friday, it’s a real matriarchy,” said Teixeira Nash, a personable artist—known as “Tex” to her friends—who is chairman of the Council of the Arts in Washington.

Mrs. Nash’s father was a Portuguese who came to Boston from the Cape Verde Islands, off the coast of West Africa, in the early 1900s, and she and her friends spent their summers here as children. Her best friend then is still coming and has a daughter, fourteen, who is Mrs. Nash’s oldest daughter’s best friend. They both spend a lot of time horseback riding.

At a get-together at her rented house one night—she and her husband, Robert, an architect, are building here—Mrs. Nash’s cousin and his wife, Mr. and Mrs. Harold Johnson, told how they had fallen in love with the Vineyard. Now that they are retiring, they plan to maintain here all year round.

Mr. Johnson drives a taxi, dabbles in other businesses, and serves as president of the local Alcoholics Anonymous and also of the Martha’s Vineyard NAACP, which has about seventy-five members, mostly white.

“We don’t have any real issues here,” he said. “Mostly we raise scholarship money for the local children.” During the winter, he said, there are about thirty-five to forty black families here. Most of them, he said, are elderly and include the Portuguese as well.

Still, in addition to the Chop area, there are other places on the island where blacks do not own property.

The town circle, for instance, at one time had a restrictive covenant prohibiting anyone from owning property there other than members of the Town Meeting, a fundamentalist religious group.

No one seems to know what has happened to the covenant, but it is apparent that the tradition has not been broken.

Bruce Lewellyn, a New York businessman, who along with a Puerto Rican and Jewish partner, owns a multimillion-dollar chain of eleven supermarkets in Manhattan and the Bronx, owns a house that overlooks the Oak Bluffs beach.

While his family—which includes his wife, Jackie, whom he met here, their two children, his cousin, United States Customs Court Judge James L. Watson, and his family—have come here out of tradition, he said, the houses for blacks have become available mostly as the result of the exodus of whites to the more remote parts of the island.

But property values, at one time low, seem to be rising.

Ten years ago, the Edleys (she acts in a soap opera now and he is an official of the Ford Foundation) joined with five other couples from Philadelphia, where they were living then, and purchased their twelve-bedroom house for $8,000.

This year, after a decade in which each couple contributed $25 a month, the six couples finally paid for it. They could sell it now, they say, for twice that. But they don’t want to. One reason is that altogether they have fourteen children.

One of their neighbors is Senator Edward W. Brooke, Republican of Massachusetts, whose spacious lot includes a tennis court.

But despite their professional and economic attainments, the gap between them and their white counterparts vividly exists.

“For thirty years we’ve [blacks and whites] been living side by side up here,” said one of the black professionals, “and there is hope—but only for a continuing peaceful coexistence. If you’re talking about integration, if it hasn’t happened in thirty years, it won’t.”

Still, the ability to get away from it all may also continue to touch a sore spot with those blacks who are left back in the hot cities to cope with the urban, asphalt summers.

When Mrs. Edley’s sister and her husband, Alpha and Walter Blackburn, flew up from Indianapolis for a long weekend, Mrs. Blackburn came a day ahead with their three young children.

Mr. Blackburn received a call from a friend just before he left, and he told her that Mrs. Blackburn was in the Vineyard and that he was about to join her. There was a long pause, he said, and then the caller said:

“Martha’s Vineyard in the summer. The Bahamas in the winter and Europe in the fall. Humpf.”





Panthers Indoctrinate the Young

The New York Times

AUGUST 18, 1969

Early one morning last week, as women in housecoats sat perched in windows trying to escape the heat, and men casually gathered on stoops along a decaying street in the Brownsville section of Brooklyn, the sound of voices came floating out of a church, shattering the quiet, idle scene.

“Power to the people,” a young man shouted.

A chorus of young voices replied, “Power to the people.”

“What is the main thing we want to get rid of?” shouted the young man. “Pigs,” answered a chorus of voices.

“And how we gonna do it?” the young man asked. “Kill him,” said one small voice.

The young man remained silent.

“Leave him like he is,” said another.

The young man continued to remain silent.

“Put the right thinking in him,” said another small voice. “Right on,” replied the young man.

“Right on,” replied the chorus of young voices.

On the second floor of the Good Shepherd Mission at the corner of Hopkinson and Sutter Avenues, two young men stood at the front of a small room, while seventeen boys and girls, ranging in age from four to fourteen years old, sat at wooden armchair desks.

The two young men, Henry McIntyre and Roscoe Lee, both teenagers, are Black Panthers and the children made up the first class here of students in a new Panther program—the Liberation School.

Within the last six months, the Panthers have been concentrating on programs for slum children. The first of these was a breakfast program that Panthers say feeds 10,000 youngsters in cities throughout the country.

At the beginning of the summer, however, a directive went out to all chapters from Panther headquarters in Oakland, California, stating that during the summer the breakfast program would be replaced by the Liberation Schools except where both programs could be run without difficulty.

The Brownsville chapter kept both programs and feeds more youngsters—fifty to sixty—than it teaches. All of the students receive breakfast and lunch.

Panthers are basically Marxist-Leninist and see as their enemy the capitalistic system and its exponents—known in the Panther circles as “Pigs.”

“We take them on field trips to point out the contradictions,” a Panther guide, Henry Mitchell, explained to a visitor.

“They see streets that are not clean and they see fire trucks speeding up the streets where they play but no fires. When there is a fire, the Pig Department is seldom around in time to save the property or the lives of the people.

“We take them out on Prospect Avenue—to a block of dilapidated houses—to check out the genocide. We show them exposed lead pipes where they can get lead poisoning and TB.”

The children are shown the “contradictions” and are taught about the “pigs.” One portion of the three-hour class was devoted to a discussion of the “pigs.” Teacher: “What is a pig?”

Student: “A pig is a low-down person who can be any color who beats us up and tells lies.”

Teacher: “How many types of pigs are there?” Student: “Four kinds.”

Teacher: “Name them.”

Student: “The avaricious businessman pig [“who may be a landlord or a store owner,” the teacher interjected], the police pig, the president pig, and the National Guard pig.”

The teacher then says that there is a fifth type of pig—the faceless pig. “You see him but you don’t know him,” he said. “He’s the one who comes into the street and tells people to be cool. He gets paid for snooping around.” There was mention of a “demagogic politician pig,” but no discussion.

The curriculum could be described as freewheeling, provided the teachers remain within the scope of the ten-point Panther program. The daughter of a female Panther captain Brenda Hyson, a pretty six-year-old named Semele, was asked by her teacher to name one point of the program. Her eyes brightened and faultlessly she replied:

“We want freedom and the power to determine our destinies.”

Of the seventeen youngsters in the class, fifteen are girls. When asked about the significance of that, the Panther guide replied:

“That’s a good thing. We’ve got to eliminate male chauvinism. We’ve oppressed our women more than any of the pigs and we’ve got to make the point now that they are our other half rather than our inferior half.”

Other points that Panthers connected with the Liberation School make include teaching family unity and obedience to party leaders. The children are
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