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JUKE BOX LOVE SONG
Langston Hughes
I could take the Harlem night
and wrap around you,
 Take the neon lights and make a crown,
Take the Lenox Avenue busses, 
Taxis and subways,
And for your love song tone their rumble down.
Take Harlem’s heartbeat,
Make a drumbeat, 
Put it on a record, let it whirl,
And while we listen to it play,
Dance with you till day—
Dance with you, my sweet brown Harlem girl.


FOREWORD
Everyone, it seems, has an impression of Harlem, an image of Harlem, a story about Harlem, a romance with Harlem. Ask and they are quick to give you their thoughts, perspectives, views. Some are so in love with Harlem that they cannot discuss it rationally. Others are so disenchanted that they cannot see, feel, know its spirit, passions, hidden beauties, and allures. However vivid those impressions, perspectives, and enchantments are, most people do not take the time to write them down. As a consequence, their unique ideas and views are not available to the general public.
The good news is that while most people didn’t take the time to record their perspectives, many did. Herb Boyd’s The Harlem Reader is a judicious selection of published texts by writers who knew/know Harlem. They reflect the ever-changing, ever-evolving public consciousness of Harlem as a community, a center of cultural creativity, and an icon of the best and worst that urban black America has produced.
As would be expected, there is ample representation of work written during and about Harlem’s first heyday— the 1920s. It was during that decade that Harlem earned its reputation as the cultural capital of black America. At once a magnet that drew people of African descent from the four corners of the black world, and a cauldron in which the diverse cultural, political, and social traditions were molded into a new Negro renaissance, the Harlem of the 1920s captured the public’s imagination and inspired thousands to put pen to paper and comment on its lives, activities, and mysteries. The literary legacy of the Harlem Renaissance of the 1920s has continued to attract the attention of contemporary writers and scholars.
Venetria K. Patton and Maureen Honey recently compiled and edited  Double-Take: A Revisionist Harlem Renaissance Anthology (2001). This six-hundred-page collection seeks to bring to light the voices of black women writers of the Harlem Renaissance era, drawing heavily on the era’s contemporary periodicals and anthologies where they were more frequently published. Containing an almost equal number of male and female contributors, the anthology includes essays, poetry, short stories, and dramatic works.
A Renaissance in Harlem (1999), compiled and edited by Lionel C. Bascom, features a collection of “lost essays of the WPA” by Ralph Ellison, Dorothy West, and others, documenting Harlem life during the Renaissance and the Great Depression. Selected from manuscripts in The Library of Congress’s WPA Writers Project Collection, they were based on interviews with Harlemites conducted between 1936 and 1940. Recent collections of work by prominent Harlem Renaissance figures and institutions have also expanded the body of published sources on the Renaissance. Two readers on W. E. B. DuBois by David Levering Lewis (1995) and Eric J. Sundquist (1996) include significant Harlem references. Jeffrey B. Perry’s A Hubert Harrison Reader (2001) tracks this significant, but under-appreciated, Renaissance figure’s life and thought, much of which was Harlem centered or Harlem inspired. Carla Kaplan’s Zora Neale Hurston: A Life in Letters is a collection of some five hundred letters by Hurston, a leading Renaissance figure. When added to such compilations as Nathan Huggins’s  Voices from the Harlem Renaissance (1976), David Levering Lewis’s  The Portable Harlem Renaissance Reader (1994), and Sondra Kathryn Wilson’s  The Crisis Reader (1999) and The Opportunity Reader (1999), individuals looking for authentic first-person commentaries on the Harlem Renaissance will find an abundance of materials in print and available for research and study.
Harlem as a subject of public attention and commentary did not start with the Renaissance. And it did not end in the era of the Great Depression. As The Harlem Reader shows, people were writing about Harlem as early as the nineteenth century. They have continued to do so down to the present day. The writers Boyd has selected to include in his Harlem Reader span two centuries and represent some of the most significant social, political, and cultural African-American voices of the twentieth century.
Scholarly voices like those of W. E. B. DuBois, David Levering Lewis, Harold Cruse, and John Henrik Clarke are here, as are Harlem political activists Marcus Garvey, Hubert Harrison, James Weldon Johnson, Adam Clayton Powell Jr., J. Raymond Jones, and, of course, Malcolm X. Visual and performing artists Gordon Parks Sr., Ossie Davis, Ruby Dee, Sidney Poitier, and Duke Ellington are voices in The Harlem Reader, as are poets and writers such as Langston Hughes, Piri Thomas, Sonia Sanchez, James Baldwin, Maya Angelou, Michele Wallace, and Willie Perdomo. Harlem subjects of the writings range from 409 Edgecombe and Voudou MacBeth to the Cotton Club, the 369th, Strivers Row, the Garvey Movement, the Abyssinian Baptist Church, and the Harlem Renaissance itself. Characterized by spirited, insightful, critical yet celebratory writing, the essays, articles, short stories, and poetry included in The Harlem Reader are a perfect introduction to the issues, events, and personalities that have made Harlem one of America’s (and the world’s) most unique communities. Read the Reader! Immerse yourself in Harlem! Celebrate Harlem!
Howard Dodson, Chief Curator, 
Schomburg Center for Research in Black Culture


INTRODUCTION
Ever since the Dutch farmer Andries Hudde received a patent giving him the right to possess, bargain, or depose a tract of land just north of New Amsterdam, the place now known as Harlem has always been a magnet. Whether it was potentially arable soil for European immigrants in the early seventeenth century, or a haven for black Southerners fleeing the ravages of the boll weevil or Klansmen two hundred years later, Harlem has been a lure of hope and possibility. It has been a crucible of aspirations, a Valhalla of promise, and has produced enough myth and lore to command shelves of books about its legend.
Over the last half-century, Harlem has been perpetually under the microscope and called everything from an angel to a harlot, a community of endless bounty to a ghetto on the verge of exploding, like Langston Hughes’s “dream deferred.” It has been picked apart by historians and sociologists, analyzed by psychiatrists, glorified by ministers and poets, and its stories anthologized, particularly those from the “Renaissance,” in which the intent was to at least present an aspect of Harlem’s multifaceted realities. Most of the books on Harlem have focused mainly on the 1920s, when there was a great harvest of literary expression and artistic endeavors. At last count there were more than three dozen delightful books on the Harlem Renaissance, but only a few that touched on political, economic, and cultural development during the succeeding two generations.
There has been a spate of fiction anthologies, poetry collections, and the kaleidoscope of expressions compiled in recent times by the late John Henrik Clarke, the Schomburg Center, and the Studio Museum. But nowhere is there a book that stretches beyond the halcyon twenties into the world of the learned scholars, novelists, and ordinary “griots” so that you can feel Harlem’s unique pulse, see those hues of humanity, smell the seductive aroma wafting from a thousand restaurants and street vendors, and hear the countless tongues trying to talk above the music blasting from boom boxes and store speakers. To capture Harlem’s diversity, its many moods and attitudes, the way it continues to be a mecca for the tourist and resident, requires a whole choir of voices—voices that know how to harmonize, and a voice that knows how to solo and sing its own sweet song.
The Harlem Reader is an attempt to orchestrate such a multitude of voices, to gather some of those vital impressions, those precious gems languishing in articles, essays, narratives, poems, memoirs, and diaries, and blend them with fresh accounts offered by living storytellers, some famous and some not so famous. The book is not categorically, chronologically, or thematically constricted, but tries to create a mosaic of impressions about personal experiences, organizations, institutions, and the dramatic moments that are at the core of Harlem’s ever-evolving history.

HOME ON THE GRANGE
ALEXANDER HAMILTON
Alexander Hamilton was born in 1757 on the island of Nevis, in the Leeward group, British West Indies. He was the illegitimate  son of a common-law marriage between a poor itinerant Scottish merchant of aristocratic descent and an English–French Huguenot mother who was a planter’s daughter. Through the efforts of his aunts, he arrived in the American colonies in 1772, later enrolling in what was to become Columbia University. During the Revolutionary War, he was only in his early twenties but quickly distinguished himself as a chief aide to General Washington. He would earn similar distinction five years later as a lawyer. After the war, Hamilton served Washington as the first secretary of the treasury and staked his place as one of the principal architects of Federalism, which advocated a strong  central role for the national government. He wrote more than half of the legendary Federalist Papers (1787) and also penned Washington’s famous farewell speech at the end of his second term. Hamilton was a major player in American politics for many years. No presidential election could escape his influence.  Years of bitter political rivalry with Aaron Burr led to a duel. On July 11, 1804, Burr shot and mortally wounded Hamilton, who died a day later, at forty-seven. Two years before his death,  Hamilton and his family moved into the Grange, a country home he had built in a rural part of Manhattan not far north of New York City. But the expenses involved, and investments in northern land speculations, seriously strained his finances. The Grange occupied some thirty-two acres of farmland in what is now Harlem in New York City. He had hoped to raise some produce to help defray costs, but it did not work out that way. Over three years of farming on the Grange, selling strawberries, cabbages, and asparagus, he earned only eighteen dollars in profits. 
“The greatest part of my little farm will be dedicated to grass,” he said upon acquiring the property. “. . . Because there must be some public fools who sacrifice private to public interest at the certainty of ingratitude and obloquy—because my vanity whispers I ought to be one of those fools and ought to keep myself in a situation the best calculated to render service—because I don’t want to be rich and if I cannot live in splendor in Town . . . I can at least live in comfort in the country and I am content to do so.”

THE AFRO-AMERICAN REALTY COMPANY
GILBERT OSOFSKY
From Harlem: The Making of a Ghetto (1963)
Not until Philip Payton organized his realty company was Harlem officially launched as a cohesive community. Payton was a clever businessman and a visionary who knew a hot piece of property when it fell into his hands. Gilbert Osofsky probes the beginning of Harlem meticulously, culling precious gems of history from miles of research.
Payton’s activities in Harlem real estate reached a high point in 1904 with his founding of the Afro-American Realty Company. The company had its genesis in a partnership of ten Negroes organized by Payton. This partnership specialized in acquiring five-year leases on Harlem property owned by whites and subsequently renting them to Negroes. In 1904, Payton conceived of reorganizing this small concern into a regular real estate corporation, capable of buying and constructing homes as well as leasing them. The company, incorporated on June 15, 1904, was permitted to “buy, sell, rent, lease, and sub-lease, all kinds of buildings, houses . . . lots, and other . . . real estate in the City of New York. . . .” It was capitalized at $500,000 and authorized to issue 50,000 shares at ten dollars each. Ten of the eleven original members of the all-Negro Board of Directors subscribed to five hundred shares each. The company began with an estimated capital of $100,000. . . .1 
The Afro-American Realty Company was founded with high hopes of success—hopes which proved unfounded. At first, the corporation seemed to have sound financial backing and the support of eminent members of the Negro community. “The personnel of the Board of Directors of the company is bound to commend it to the respect, trust and confidence of even the most skeptical of our race,” its prospectus stated. “Most of them are men who have made a success in their individual lives and are well-known in New York City for their ability, worth and integrity.2 Early company transactions were profitable and tended to verify Payton’s optimistic judgments. In 1904, for instance, the Afro-American Realty Company sold three of its newly acquired houses on West 135th Street to a white real estate concern, the Hudson Realty Company. Hudson Realty proceeded to evict its Negro tenants in order to replace them with whites. Payton, in turn, “blocked the game” by buying two other houses on the same street and evicting the white tenants in them. Within a short time, he was able to repurchase the original three (at 40, 42 and 44 West 135th Street), “filling the houses with Afro-Americans.” These first highly publicized transactions boosted the reputation of the Realty Company. They “gave great publicity to the existence of the Afro-American Realty Company,” the New York Age concluded in 1905.3 
Payton did not let the company rest on its laurels. To attract financial support from the Negro working class he advertised regularly in the Negro press and promised the average investor much more than he was able to fulfill later. (The prospectus offered profits of seven to ten percent, but the weekly advertisements omitted the seven).4  Investment would not only yield “Tempting Profit,” Negroes were told, but it was also their obligation to support an enterprise which would help end “relentless race prejudice”: “To-day is the time to buy, if you want to be numbered among those of the race who are doing something toward trying to solve the so-called ‘Race Problem,’” it was argued. The anticipated success of the company would become a symbol of Negro business acumen and would end racial segregation in urban housing: “A respecting, law-abiding Negro will find conditions can be so changed that he will be able to rent, wherever his means will permit him to live,” the Prospectus maintained. Race prejudice would be turned into “dollars and cents” for Negroes, not whites.5 Although public reports showed stocks being sold rapidly, privately the company found it necessary to hire a salesman to drum up business at a commission of twenty percent. And stocks were sold, usually to individuals who could afford only a few shares at a time.6 
The Realty Company promised the world and delivered little. It had hopefully been incorporated for fifty years, but folded after four. During its short and hectic existence it was racked with internal dissension. In four years there were three major reorganizations of its Board of Directors and officers. James C. Thomas and James E. Garner severed connections with the company in its first year. Wilford H. Smith was later influential in bringing suit against Payton for fraud. The final reorganization, in 1906, left Payton as president and general manager. It was formal recognition of the power he had wielded since the founding of the corporation.

HARLEM TOWN
SARAH L. DELANY AND A. ELIZABETH DELANY,
WITH AMY HILL HEARTH
From Having Our Say: 
The Delany Sisters’ First 100 Years (1994)

Not only did the Delany sisters share an apartment when they  first settled in Harlem; they were practically inseparable over the rest of their long lives. Both were graduates of Columbia  University who became prominent professionals, and neither had “husbands to worry us to death.” Bessie practiced dentistry and Sadie taught home economics at several schools. With wit, humor, and intelligence, the sisters often astounded listeners with their vivid recollections of their years in Harlem, particularly the glorious twenties and harrowing thirties. They combined their resourceful memories in the book  Having Our Say, which was later adapted to the stage with a successful run. They lived long enough to enjoy several years of celebrity. Bessie, at 104, died in her sleep on September 25, 1995, and Sarah died in January 1999 at 109.
We made our first trip to New York City with our Mama in 1915. We took the train from Raleigh to Norfolk, then took a boat to New York, which cost us eight dollars each. The boat left Norfolk in the afternoon. We slept on cots on the open deck, and woke up just as the boat pulled into New York harbor.
Somebody asked us if we remembered seeing the Statue of Liberty as we pulled into the harbor. Tell you the truth, we didn’t care too much about it. The Statue of Liberty was important to white European immigrants. It was a symbol to them. We knew it wasn’t meant for us.
On that first visit, we could not get over the size of New York. Papa had been there once, and had tried to describe it, but it was beyond our imagination. The bridges and buildings were on a massive scale compared to anything we had ever seen.
And there were so many different kinds of people, from all over the world. In North Carolina, there were white people, Negroes, and Indians. That was it. In New York, there were Irish people, German people, Jewish people, Italian people, and so on. So many different white people! And they ate different foods, and you could smell strange things cooking when you walked by people’s apartments in the nice weather when their windows were open. And you’d hear these voices, speaking languages—well, you could only guess what exotic place they were from, and what they were saying.
You could buy anything in New York. We had thought we were so sophisticated, being from Raleigh, where you could get things like fruit from Florida shipped in by train. That was a big deal! But in New York, Raleigh seemed pretty small.
On that first trip we stayed with friends of the family for a few days, then we went home. But we wanted more! So when we returned to Raleigh, we talked to Papa about us moving to New York to attend college. Our brother Harry was already there, working as a Pullman porter, saving money to attend New York University. By then we were grown women, twenty-four and twenty-six years old, and toughened up by our rural teaching years. So when a Presbyterian minister asked Mama, “Aren’t y’all afraid to let those girls go up to Harlem-town?” Mama said, “No, I’m not afraid to let my girls go anywhere. We’ve taught them right from wrong and if they don’t do what’s right, there’s nothing we can do about it.”
So we had Mama and Papa’s blessing, sort of. Of the two of us, it was Sadie who made the move first, in 1916, followed by Bessie a year and a half later. Eventually, all of us Delany children, except Lemuel, moved to New York City.
Now, it was awfully hard to find an apartment in Harlem then. There were a lot of colored folks coming to Harlem at the same time, looking for a new life. So looking for an apartment was like a full-time job in itself. You’d have to go from one place to the next, and the super would say, “There’s no room now, but come back next month and see.” And you’d come back, but somebody had always beat you to the punch.
So, it was common for people to take in boarders. Our brothers were boarding over at the Williamses’ house, and we Delany girls boarded with the Scotts. The Scotts were a West Indian family, rather well-to-do. Mr. Scott worked in a white bank, which was absolutely unheard of for a colored man in those days, but he was very light. Like many West Indians, Mrs. Scott was a follower of Marcus Garvey. She would drop whatever she was doing and run off to his parades and meetings.
A lot of the West Indian Negroes thought they were better than American Negroes, and the American Negroes thought they were better than the West Indian Negroes. One thing about the West Indian Negroes at that time was that the ones who came to Harlem to go to school were a better class than the ones who came to get jobs. There was some silly tension.
Mrs. Scott had taken us in as a favor to Mrs. Russell, who lived across the street and ran a boardinghouse, only it was full. Mrs. Russell had been a pupil of Mama’s. But Mr. Scott really didn’t want us “boarders” living in his home, and so the whole time we lived at the Scotts we never once ate in the dining room. They made us eat in the kitchen. It wasn’t ideal, but it was the best we could do.
Our brother Lucius was the first one of us to get an apartment and he let us all move in with him. So there we were— Sadie, Bessie, Julia, Hubert, and Lucius—living together in a three-room apartment at 2505 Seventh Avenue at the corner of 145th Street. This was in about 1919.
Our share of the rent was nine dollars each.
We were packed like sardines in that apartment, and the neighbors across the airshaft complained about us. They were colored people like ourselves. Well, they apparently had the idea these nice-looking colored girls were entertaining these nice-looking colored boys. They thought we were running a fast house! We don’t know why it didn’t occur to them that we were brothers and sisters, except they must have had unclean minds. So we had a little talk with the super and straightened out the whole mess.
On the ground floor of our building there was a butcher shop owned by Mr. Steinberg, who was a Jewish man. He was very encouraging to all of us Delanys. He would see us come and go to classes, or to our jobs, and he would say good-naturedly, “Now, hurry up! Don’t be late!” He was very pleased that we were getting an education.
Poor Lucius! It was his apartment, but his sisters were the boss. Sadie was the oldest, and therefore the head of the household. It worked like this: When a decision had to be made, Sadie had the last word, but Bessie kept everybody in line. Now, Lucius was the best-looking one in the family. He was so good-looking the women would go crazy. And for a while, there was this girl who was flirting with Lucius who just about annoyed us all to death. She would ring the buzzer, and when we’d run down five flights of stairs from our apartment to open the door, there would be no one there. We finally figured it out, and Bessie straightened Lucius right out. She said, “Lucius, our Mama and our Papa trusted us to come live here. We must behave in an adult fashion. We must not let them down!” And Lucius listened. He was a good brother. That girl didn’t come around anymore.
Still, it wasn’t always easy living with our brothers. They would take our brand-new stockings and wear them on their heads at night, to straighten their hair. Ooohweee, did that ever make us mad!
The only brother who wouldn’t mind us one bit was Manross, when he’d come to visit. He was stubborn as a mule. He took after Mr. Miliam, our white grandpa. He even looked like him, only he was colored and Mr. Miliam was white as a lily. If you tried to tell Manross what to do, he’d just stare at you.
Manross was in the ROTC at Shaw University in Raleigh, and the next thing we knew, he had gotten swept up into World War I. Funny thing about that war, it happened overseas but it created bloodshed among us here at home. A lot of white people did not think colored men would serve our country with dignity. They thought they’d be cowards. Well, they didn’t know Manross!
Like Manross, all the colored veterans came back just as proud as they could be, strutting around Harlem and everywhere else in the country in their uniforms. Manross and his buddies thought they had proved themselves. They thought they would surely come home and be treated like citizens. Manross was very disappointed, because white folks sometimes gave him dirty looks or made nasty remarks when he’d wear his uniform. Manross said, “What more do I have to do to prove I’m an American, too?”
But a lot of white people were mad. They were saying, “Who do these colored boys think they are?” There were riots in Harlem, and lynchings in the South, because white people wanted to put us back in our place.
While this mess was going on, we just worked like dogs, trying to improve ourselves, and counting our blessings that we had the chance. As far as we were concerned, Harlem was as close to Heaven as we were going to find on this Earth.

BOYHOOD IN HARLEM
THOMAS C. FLEMING
From Reflections on Black History,
an unpublished memoir
When my father sent for me to join him in Harlem in 1916, he was working as a cook on a coastal freighter between New Haven and New York. He was glad to have me living with him. But most of the time he was traveling, and I couldn’t stay in his apartment alone; I was too young to handle it. So he took me to a woman who kept children of working parents, and he boarded me out. About six black kids were living there, sleeping two in a bed. The woman put me in bed with a kid who had chicken pox, and I got it. There were a lot of poor people living in Harlem then, most of them working people. Most black men worked in service jobs—cooks, waiters, janitors, bootblacks. Harlem already had the largest black population of any city in the country, but I don’t remember a single black bus driver, subway worker, street sweeper, or garbage collector. There might have been one or two.
In the three years that I attended public school in Harlem, I never saw a black teacher; they were all white. You did see a few black policemen and firemen, but they were so uncommon that everybody knew who they were.
Most black women worked as domestics—not only in New York, but all over the United States. Most of the time the women were more educated than the men. I think it’s because the girls stayed at home longer, and listened to their mothers better. Boys often dropped out of school as low as the fourth or fifth grade, and some didn’t go at all.
Harlem then had a lot of poor Italian immigrants, who were still arriving in large numbers, along with Jews and others from Eastern Europe, and a smattering of people from the Caribbean islands. As these groups came in, the middle-class whites started getting out.
Blacks lived primarily on the west side of Harlem, between Lenox Avenue and Seventh Avenue, and the Italians dominated the east side of Fifth Avenue, in East Harlem. Up above us, on Morningside Heights, was a large concentration of Irish.
I think most blacks realized they were segregated, because they were confined to living in that area. Not by any law, but because most property owners outside of that area would not rent or sell to them.
For self-protection, you had to be a member of a boys’ gang in the block where you lived. It might be just for the kids on your side of the street, and right across the street might be a different gang. When you came out of the house, you generally stayed with your fellow gang members.
There were two rivers where you could swim in the summertime, the Harlem River on the east and the Hudson River on the west. The Harlem River was the better place, but between us and the swimming hole were the Italians. They didn’t want us or the Irish coming through their territory. So we formed an alliance with the Irish gang. All the kids carried a stick or some other weapon, but not guns. When we crossed Fifth Avenue, here came all the Italian kids, armed the same way we were. We had to fight our way to the river. Some kids stayed on shore to keep the Italians back. We’d throw rocks at each other. They called us nigger, and we would shout, “Oh you guinea, oh you wop, oh you two-cent lollipop!”

WE RETURN FIGHTING
DAVID LEVERING LEWIS
From When Harlem Was in Vogue (1979)
With two Pulitzer Prizes on his mantel for his phenomenal research on the life of W. E. B. Du Bois, David Levering Lewis   (1936– ) has few peers in the realm of African-American history. Long before he sat down to be totally consumed by Du Bois’s gargantuan achievements, Lewis devoted considerable time and thought to the Harlem Renaissance. His When Harlem Was in Vogue is deemed among the best books on the period, and this vignette, in which he recalls the return of the Hell Fighters to Harlem at the end of World War I, is excerpted from that work. 
On a clear, sharp February morning in 1919, on New York’s Fifth Avenue, the men of the Fifteenth Regiment of New York’s National Guard marched home to Harlem. Their valor under fire (191 unbroken days in the trenches) was legendary. Almost as acclaimed were the triumphs of their regimental band, under the command of Lieutenant James Reese Europe. Big Jim Europe’s band, its instruments bought through a tin-can millionaire’s generosity, had conquered French, Belgian, and British audiences as utterly as his regiment had overwhelmed Germans in battle, leaving crowds delighted and critics mystified by the wail and wah-wah of the “talking trumpet.” ( So much so that when the proud, skilled musicians of France’s Garde Républicaine failed to reproduce these unique sounds, suspicious experts examined one of Europe’s horns for some hidden valve or chamber. The logic-bound French concluded that the talking trumpet was a Negro anomaly, musical magic beyond their ken.) European fascination with jazz had started with Jim Europe’s band. White America already remembered the band from times before the war, when it had teamed up with Vernon and Irene, the dancing Castles, to make dancing a national pastime and help, as preachers vainly fumed and Puritan parishioners unlimbered, to revolutionize the nation’s mores.
But today, February 17, was no occasion for the syncopated beat of ragtime. Lieutenant Europe’s men, with Bill “Bojangles” Robinson as regimental drum major, were playing martial music for a victory march, for a heroes’ ascent through Manhattan to Harlem. Thirteen hundred black men and eighteen white officers moved in metronome step behind Colonel William Hayward, still limping from a wound suffered at Belleau Wood, out of Thirty-fourth Street into Fifth Avenue. They marched in the tight formation preferred by the French Army, a solid thirty-five-foot square of massed men, sergeants two paces in front of their platoons, lieutenants three paces ahead of sergeants, captains five paces ahead. They had been called “Hell Fighters” by the admiring French in whose 16th and 161st divisions they had served for almost ten months. Officially, they were still the United States’s 369th Infantry Regiment, the only unit of the war allowed to fly a state flag, the only American unit awarded the Croix de Guerre, and, as the French High Command’s supreme mark of honor, the regiment chosen among all Allied forces to lead the march to the Rhine.
New York Mayor John F. Hylan was enjoying the sun in Palm Beach that day, and the city fathers had declined to proclaim an official holiday; but high-ranking dignitaries were present and most New Yorkers gave themselves the day off. “I just had to see these boys,” one middle-aged white spectator told a reporter. “I never will get another opportunity to see such a sight, and I can get another job.”
“Swinging up the Avenue,” the New York Times front page reported, the men of the 369th “made a spectacle that . . . might explain why the Boches gave them the title of Blutlustige Schwarze Männer— bloodthirsty black men.” Colonel Hayward and Lieutenant Europe (the sole Afro-American officer) were objects of special attention by the crowds, but the hero of the moment was a coal dealer from Albany, Sergeant Henry Johnson, the first American to win the Croix de Guerre. Running out of ammunition, Johnson had killed four of the enemy with a bolo knife and captured twenty-two. The Croix de Guerre (with star and palm) gleamed from the sergeant’s tunic as he stood, waving graciously, in the open limousine provided by the city. “New Yorkers,” the Times continued, “were mightily impressed by the magnificent appearance of these fighting men.”
The staccato of leather on Fifth Avenue macadam rose and fell to the deafening counterpoint of applause. At 60th Street, the command of “eyes right” was given as the regiment passed the official reviewing stand. Governor and Mrs. Alfred E. Smith received the salute with appropriate expressions of gravity and pleasure, as did the secretary of state for New York, Francis Hugo, and Acting Mayor Moran. Representing Newton D. Baker, President Wilson’s secretary of war, was Emmett Scott, special adviser on Afro-American affairs and the deceased Booker T. Washington’s protégé. Rear Admiral Albert Gleaves and General Thomas Barry saluted briskly. Mr. and Mrs. William Randolph Hearst and department-store tycoon John Wanamaker applauded. That doyen of plutocrats, Henry Clay Frick, could be seen waving a flag from the window of his 73rd Street palace. From another window close by, Mrs. Vincent Astor and several society ladies waved these brave men along to their Harlem neighborhoods.
It was James Weldon Johnson, an official of the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People (NAACP), whose eye and pen gave the parade its best measure in the New York Age, one of Afro-America’s leading newspapers:
The Fifteenth furnished the first sight that New York has had of seasoned soldiers in marching order. There was no militia smartness about their appearance; their “tin hats” were battered and rusty and the shiny newness worn off their bayonets, but they were men who had gone through the terrible hell of war and come back.
The tide of khaki and black turned west on 110th Street to Lenox Avenue, then north again into the heart of Harlem. At 125th Street, the coiled white rattlesnake insignia of the regiment hissed from thousands of lapels, bonnets, and windows. A field of pennants, flags, banners, and scarves thrashed about the soldiers like elephant grass in a gale, threatening to engulf them. In front of the unofficial reviewing stand at 130th Street, Europe’s sixty-piece band broke into “Here Comes My Daddy” to the extravagant delight of the crowd. At this second platform, Harlem notables and returning heroes beheld each other with almost palpable elation and pride. No longer now in the dense, rapid-stepping formation learned from the French, ranks opened, gait loosened. “For the final mile or more of our parade,” Major Arthur Little recalled, “about every fourth soldier of the ranks had a girl upon his arm—and we marched through Harlem singing and laughing.”
Colonel Hayward shouted a command: the march halted. The Hell Fighters were home. They had come, as thousands of other returning Afro-American soldiers came, with a music, a lifestyle, and a dignity new to the nation—and soon to pervade it.

THE CLASS STRUGGLE
W. E. B. DU BOIS 
From W. E. B. Du Bois Reader (1995)
No long introduction is necessary when discussing the scholar ship and research of W. E. B. Du Bois (1868–1963); by any esti mate it was prodigious and exhaustive. He lived a long and  productive life, and nothing of significance occurred during his  lifetime at which he didn’t level a comment. Years before he adopted a communist outlook, he used the tools of Marxism to analyze social and political phenomena, as he does here in an article in  Crisis magazine, the house organ of the NAACP, which he founded and edited.
Ten years ago [in 1911] the Negroes of New York City lived in hired tenement houses in Harlem, having gotten possession of them by paying higher rents than white tenants. If they had tried to escape these high rents and move into quarters where white laborers lived, the white laborers would have mobbed and murdered them. On the other hand, the white capitalists raised heaven and earth either to drive them out of Harlem or keep their rents high. Now between this devil and deep sea, what ought the Negro socialist or the Negro radical or, for that matter, the Negro conservative do? Manifestly there was only one thing for him to do, and that was to buy Harlem; but the buying of real estate calls for capital and credit, and the institutions that deal in capital and credit are capitalistic institutions. If the Negro had begun to fight capital in Harlem, what capital was he fighting? If he fought capital as represented by white big real estate interests, he was wise; but he was also just as wise when he fought labor which insisted on segregating him in work and in residence.
If, on the other hand, he fought the accumulating capital in his own group, which was destined in the years 1915 to 1920 to pay down $5 million for real estate in Harlem, then he was slapping himself in his own face. Because either he must furnish capital for the buying of his own home, or rest naked in the slums and swamps. It is for this reason that there is today a strong movement in Harlem for a Negro bank, and a movement which is going soon to be successful. This Negro bank eventually is going to bring into cooperation and concentration the resources of fifty or sixty other Negro banks in the United States, and this aggregation of capital is going to be used to break the power of white capital in enslaving and exploiting the darker world.
Whether this is a program of socialism or capitalism does not concern us. It is the only program that means salvation to the Negro race. The main danger and the central question of the capitalistic development through which the Negro American group is forced to go is the question of the ultimate control of the capital which they must raise and use. If this capital is going to be controlled by a few men for their own benefit, then we are destined to suffer from our own capitalists exactly what we are suffering from white capitalists today. And while this is not a pleasant prospect, it is certainly no worse than the present actuality. If, on the other hand, because of our more democratic organization and our widespread inter-class sympathy we can introduce a more democratic control, taking advantage of what the white world is itself doing to introduce industrial democracy, then we may not only escape our present economic slavery but even guide and lead a distrait economic world.

WITNESS TO THE HARLEM RENAISSANCE
JAMES WELDON JOHNSON
From Along This Way (1933)
There are many books, reports, and eyewitness accounts of the  Harlem Renaissance, but other than Langston Hughes, James  Weldon Johnson (1871–1938) was clearly the most versatile of  the period’s numerous writers and artists. No matter the genre—essay, novel, short story, song lyrics, autobiography, or poetry—Johnson had few equals, black or white. His diverse interests and skills gave him the edge he needed to comment on the times and two of the era’s most talked-about books.
The two books about Harlem that were most widely read and discussed were Carl Van Vechten’s Nigger Heaven and Claude McKay’s Home to Harlem . Mr. Van Vechten’s novel ran through a score of editions, was published in most of the foreign languages, and aroused something of a national controversy. For directly opposite reasons, there were objections to the book by white and colored people. White objectors declared that the story was a Van Vechten fantasy; that they could not be expected to believe that there were intelligent, well-to-do Negroes in Harlem who lived their lives on the cultural level he described, or a fast set that gave at least a very good imitation of life in sophisticated white circles. Negro objectors declared that the book was a libel on the race, that the dissolute life and characters depicted by the author were non-existent. Both class of objectors were wrong, but their points of view can be understood.
Negro readers of the book who knew anything knew that dissolute modes of life and dissolute characters existed in Harlem; their objections were really based upon chagrin and resentment at the disclosures to a white public. Yet, Mr. McKay’s book dealt with low levels of life, a lustier life, it is true, than the dissolute modes depicted by Mr. Van Vechten, but entirely unrelieved by any brighter lights; furthermore, Mr. McKay made no attempt to hold in check or disguise his abiding contempt for the Negro bourgeoisie and “upper class.” Still, Home to Harlem met with no such criticism from Negroes as did Nigger Heaven. The lusty primitive life in Home to Harlem was based on truth, as were the dissolute modes of life in Nigger Heaven; but Mr. Van Vechten was the first well-known American novelist to include in a story a cultured Negro class without making it burlesque or without implying reservations and apologies.
Most of the Negroes who condemned Nigger Heaven did not read it; they were topped by the title. I don’t think they would now be so sensitive about it; as the race progresses it will become less and less susceptible to hurts from such causes. Whatever the colored people thought about  Nigger Heaven, speaking of the author as a man antagonistic to the race was entirely unwarranted. Carl Van Vechten had a warm interest in colored people before he ever saw Harlem. In the early days of the Negro literary and artistic movement, no one in the country did more to forward it than he accomplished in frequent magazine articles and by his many personal efforts in behalf of individual Negro writers and artists. Indeed, his regard for Negroes as a race is so close to being an affectionate one, that he is constantly joked about it by his most intimate friends. His most highly prized caricature of himself is one done by Covarrubias in black-face, and presented to him on his birthday. Mr. Van Vechten’s birthday, that of young Alfred Knopf, and mine, fall on the same day of the same month. For four or five years we have been celebrating them jointly, together with a small group of friends. Last summer we celebrated at the country place of the Knopfs. In a conversation that Blanche Knopf, Lawrence Langner, and I were carrying on, something about the responsibility for children came up. Mr. Van Vechten interrupted Mrs. Knopf with an opinion of his own on the subject, to which she retorted, “Carl, you don’t know anything about it, because you are not a parent.” Mr. Van Vechten responded with, “You’re mistaken; I am the father of four sons.” And Alfred Knopf flashed out, “If you are, they must be the four Mills Brothers.” Mr. Van Vechten joined in the outburst of laughter. From the first, my belief has held that  Nigger Heaven is a fine novel.
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