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    America just ain't what it used to be. We no longer live in a society where our racial contacts are controlled and restricted by law. We no longer live in an America where the law makes one racial group more powerful than another. Not only that, but nowadays, every day, each of us has some occasion to interact with a person from another racial, gender, ethnic, physically challenged, religious, mentally challenged, or sexually oriented group. Today our interpersonal encounters with members of other groups are not just in Black and White, not just diverse, but neo-diverse. We are living, working, and interacting in the same desegregated, unisex, neo-diverse spaces. So we no longer live in a society where people can just decide it's all right to use group hate words any old kind of way, anytime they feel like it.


    America just ain't what it used to be. The night of Tuesday, November 6, 2012, America heard the loud whistle of the Neo-Diversity train coming down the line. It wasn't because President Barack Hussein Obama won reelection. We heard the whistle and roar of the twenty-first-century neo-diversity main-line train because of how Mr. Obama won. He won through a coalition of groups that are growing from minority to majority status: women, Hispanics, young people, Blacks, lesbians, Asians, single people, gays, and Latinos. President Obama won because he captured the neo-diversity that is America.


    With that it became ever more important for Americans to learn to accept and respect our neo-diversity. Not tolerate, but respect and embrace America's neo-diversity. I am forever flummoxed that people still think the solution to intergroup matters is tolerance. We just have to learn to be more tolerant. Really?


    Tolerance is an awful relationship goal. It is awful because to take a stance of tolerance is to assume oneself to be superior to those being tolerated. When someone says we have to be more tolerant, I wonder who the “we” is. Only the more well-established, only the more powerful have to be tolerant. Parents are tolerant of their children. And not all that long ago, men were told that they had to tolerate the silly whims and emotions of women.


    Tolerance is based on the assumption of unequal status. In twenty-first-century America, tolerance is outdated, obsolete, and out of place. No matter what racial, bodily conditioned, ethnic, sexually oriented, religious, or gender group an American identifies with, together we are a country of citizens with equal status under the law. We will not secede from that great American truth. And we ain't going back.


    When people talk about going back to the good old days, what days are they talking about? The days of Jim Crow, when dark-skinned people like me had no right to life, liberty, or the pursuit of happiness? Or maybe they mean back to the days when women couldn't vote and were told to stay in the kitchen and not “worry their pretty little heads” about important matters? No American should want this country to be what it used to be. That is why it is so important for people to learn not to tolerate but to respect and interact with Americans who are not like them. That is why it is important for Americans to accept and respect the neo-diversity leadership of those we elect to office. Right now instead of acceptance, too many in America are living in a state of anxiety and anger about the neo-diversity that is in all our everyday lives.


    In 2005 I could see my North Carolina State University students struggling with their anxiety about the neo-diversity of our campus. Their struggle was made clear to me by an interaction I had with a student who was taking my “Introduction to Social Psychology” course. That spring semester I was teaching the section on race as an interpersonal phenomenon. I teach this topic late in the semester because I want students to have gotten to know me. Otherwise, having me, a broad-shouldered, six-foot-three-inch, 270-pound, dark-skinned Black man as the professor might dampen the discussion of racial dynamics. To a certain degree my strategy had worked in the past, but this time the class of two hundred mostly White students froze up. The tension in the room was palpable. Discussion was strained.


    After class I returned to my office. I sat and waited for a student from that class to show up for a previously arranged appointment. When this young White female came into my office and took her seat, we exchanged our quick hellos, I said,


    “Sorry, but before we get to your questions, I have a question.”


    She looked at me as if to say, “I knew he was going to do this.”


    By that point in the semester my students know me pretty well. Sometimes they think they know more than they actually do or could. But for sure they know that I notice things and will ask about what I think is going on.


    “Did you feel that in the class today?”


    Still looking at me in that way, she hesitated.


    “Yes…” she finally said.


    “What was that?” I asked.


    She looked into my eyes then dropped her gaze to the floor. I waited. Again, she looked up, dropped her gaze briefly then looked back up at me.


    “Everybody says we have to be more accepting,” she said. “But nobody tells us what that means.”


    This was a profound statement about the state of neo-diversity on our campus and elsewhere in America. During orientation, some university administrator runs out in front of the crowd of four thousand new students at North Carolina State University and says something like, “Now that you are here, you have to accept all kinds of people.” Looking out over the crowd of young people who are eager for guidance, that person in effect says, “Good luck with that!”


    College and university students are told that they have to accept all kinds of people. But, as this young woman said, nobody tells students what that means. Students are left to their own devices.


    My interaction with that young White woman would not leave me alone. It called to me. It started me down the path of creating a new academic course. I was disturbed, you see, to hear this young person say, “Everybody says we have to be more accepting, but nobody tells us what that means.” I was disturbed because I know for sure America just ain't what it used to be.


    Born in 1951, I grew up in deep-South Louisiana—the Jim Crow South, that time of legal racial segregation in America. I was not allowed to, and so did not, go to school with White kids because it was against the law. For me, “a colored person,” it was against the law to be in school with White kids. Yet today we live in an America where neither law nor anything else controls our racial encounters and interactions. Today we live in a time and circumstance in which contact with people who do not look like us is unavoidable.


    Called by that young woman's profound insight, in 2006 I created a new undergraduate social psychology course, “Interpersonal Relationships and Race.” I did so because I also knew that in America we have been traveling on a fast-moving train but on the wrong line. Hear the poet Sterling Brown:


    This is the wrong line we been riding


    This route to get us where we got to go.


    Got to get transferred to a new direction


    We can stand so much, and then don't stand no mo’.


    Not willing to stand any mo’, I left the comfort of my office. Now I stood at the train station and waited. When the old Wrong-Line train pulled in, I called all of the students off who would come. For a while those young people stood on the station platform confused, looking at me and at the same time trying to read outdated schedules of the train lines. But I pulled those from their hands. I gave them the schedule for the Neo-Diversity line.


    Good kids: female, Black, Muslim, White, homosexual, Christian, Arab, heterosexual, Northern, male, Jewish, Southern, Brown. They're good kids and having had one class with me already, they recognized and trusted me as I called them off the Wrong-Line train. So they got off and followed me inside the station. I directed them to the benches and they sat. I started giving them some idea of what I was going to teach. I gave them enough information so that they knew I was going to teach them concepts that would show them how to live in the social world of twenty-first-century neo-diverse America.


    I was compelled to do this because I knew that we had been putting our children on that Wrong-Line train and then telling them that when they reach the wrong destination, they'll be all right. “You just have to be more accepting,” the adults say. Almost cruelly, we send them on their way unprepared. We put them in situations where they are left to wonder: How should I interact? Should I say something? What should I say? How should I say it? Damn it, what are the rules?


    As a college professor, I know this. Even so, seeing the evidence of that confusion in a real person's life is painful to me. I understand that there are times when we as individuals are confused. Sometimes that confusion is just the way of things. But there are times when our confusion hurts us, or when because of our confusion we hurt others. Then it is not so easy to pass it off, because at those times, in those instances, it matters. That is a confusion that matters.


    Here's the thing: After teaching these young people for a while, in my students’ writings I see their confusion about neo-diversity in their interpersonal lives. Every semester, one or more of my students writes, “For me, coming to North Carolina State University was a culture shock.” Reflecting on their own social experiences, students who take my course tell a personal story that shows why and how so many young people struggle with the demands of interacting with someone from a different physically capable, gender, racial, mentally capable, ethnic, religious, or sexually oriented group. A story like this:


    My freshman semester at NC State I was enrolled in tennis PE. The second week of classes the professor selected partners for each one, and I was assigned to be the tennis partner for a Black male. It was one of my first interactions with an African American and his first interaction with Guatemalan Hispanic.


    Our first interaction was nothing but awkward and weird. Not only because it was interracial, but also because it was the first week of class when no one knows anybody. Before we started to play, we approached each other slowly and shook hands as we introduced ourselves.


    I said, “Hi, my name is Carlos.”


    He responded, “Hi, my name is D, it is nice to meet you.”


    Although our greeting was polite you could tell that there was some tension between us. I remember standing a little too far, and having a non-receiving body posture. I had no prior experience with interactions with a Black male, I was guided by stereotypes and was afraid to say the wrong thing or appear to act unwelcoming even though I was already doing it without noticing.


    When students enroll in my “Interpersonal Relationships and Race” class, I get them off the Wrong-Line train. As they sit in the station, I begin to give them an orientation, an outline of the lessons they need to learn to be ready for the Neo-Diversity train that is coming down the line.


    And a funny thing happens every semester. As the train I called these students off of sits for a little while, other people begin to get off Wrong-Line as well. Intrigued by seeing those young people get off and come into the station, some adults get off the Wrong-Line train and they, too, come into the train station. Some of those adults start to listen to the outline of the lessons. Having heard something that caught their attention, some decide to stay, to let the Wrong-Line train move on without them.


    So all of a sudden I am being asked to teach about neo-diversity to people from adult communities: elderly (mostly White) women from One-By-One, the race relations improvement group from Sanford, North Carolina, the Wednesday evening congregational learning community of Raleigh's (White) First Baptist Church, and the nursing staff from UNC-Hospitals.


    Just my outline of the meaning of neo-diversity catches people's attention. Everyone had been sensing that something new was happening, but they couldn't identify it; they couldn't name it.


    Sensing something is not enough. “Feels like rain,” we say, but we don't know for sure and are often wrong. Standing in that train station, talking to the students I had pulled off the Wrong-Line, I was in more demand than I anticipated because I was not only talking about what people were sensing; I was naming it, describing it, and explaining it. Something new was, in fact, happening. America, you see, just won't be what it used to be, many long years ago.
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    People—students and nonstudents, young and old, male and female, Muslim, Christian, Jewish, Hindu, atheist, homosexual, and heterosexual—had been sensing the Neo-Diversity train coming down the line. All kinds of people were sensing that truth. Some of those people wanted to get ready. Me, I started my teaching about neo-diversity with college students.


    To get them ready, I know that my students need more than hearsay teaching. They need me to activate in them a new mindset that will give them the strength to lift off their backs the heavy baggage that hearsay teaching has put there. If I am to help, I have to teach in a way that enables these young travelers to develop the faith they need to see through the fog of their neo-diversity anxieties to see the truth.


    On the first day of class, I let the students know we have real work to do. I exhort them:


    “We've got some difficult days ahead,” I declare. “That's what he said,” I go on.


    On that fateful night, when it seemed he knew he would be dead the next day, the late Reverend Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. said, we've got some difficult days ahead. On that fateful night, after so many battles had been won he said, we've got some difficult days ahead.


    Understand, if you don't already know, Dr. King always chose his words carefully. That's why I am convinced that on that night in Memphis, Tennessee, it was no accident that he said, we've got some difficult days ahead. But what, what was he thinking of? What was he alerting us to? What did he know? It was clear he knew, somehow, he already knew.


    And what I believe Dr. King knew was that change is difficult. And I believe he knew, too, that the most difficult change of all still awaited America. Change in the interpersonal environment.


    He was telling us to get ready, get ready! For what? For neo-diversity. He was alerting us to the coming Neo-Diversity train. Dr. King could already see that with the elimination of the laws of racial oppression and segregation, all Americans would have to learn how to interact with, travel with each other no matter the groups we come from. He could already see that with elimination of the laws of racial oppression and segregation, America's diversity would grow. He could see that it would mean that all Americans would struggle with the question “Who are the ‘we,’ and who are among the ‘they’?” He was telling us to get ready for the difficult days of learning how to interact with each other with respect.


    All of you here who have gotten off the Wrong-Line train have gotten off with some unnecessary baggage that you are going to have to leave behind. Understand that the lessons I will impart are not lessons for any one group. That idea is a piece of unnecessary baggage.


    These lessons are not and will not be about fixing White people. These lessons are necessary because all of you have been too long on the Wrong-Line train on which you were given some obsolete baggage to carry. That includes some bad lessons about interacting with people who are not members of your particular group. That unnecessary baggage does not depend on which group you are from.


    There are no innocent.


    In our social interactions, none of us is innocent.


    That's why we've got some difficult days ahead.


    So get ready, I say,…get ready.


    Then I give them a reading assignment. Tim Tyson's Blood Done Sign My Name is a historical memoir by a White man who, as a ten-year-old boy, was witness to racial events in Oxford, North Carolina, in 1970. Tyson is now a PhD-trained scholar of African America history. The book jacket of his historical memoir reads:


    On May 11, 1970, Henry Marrow, a twenty-three-year-old black veteran, walked into a crossroads store owned by Robert Teel and came out running. Teel and two of his sons chased and beat Marrow, then killed him in public as he pleaded for his life.


    Like many small Southern towns, the civil rights movement had barely touched Oxford. But in the wake of the killing, young African Americans took to the streets. While lawyers battled in the courthouse, the Klan raged in the shadows and black Vietnam veterans torched the town's tobacco warehouses. Tyson's father, the pastor of Oxford's all-white Methodist church, urged the town to come to terms with its bloody racial history. In the end, however, the Tyson family was forced to move away.


    Tim Tyson's riveting narrative of that fiery summer brings gritty blues truth, soaring gospel vision, and down-home humor to a shocking episode of our history. Like To Kill a Mockingbird, Blood Done Sign My Name is a classic portrait of an unforgettable time and place.


    My students are assigned to read the book in thirds. After reading each section, students write a reaction to that part of the reading. Not an analytic reaction but a personal “What hit me” reaction. Breathless come those reactions.


    “I almost don't know where to start.”


    “It hit me like a pile of bricks.”


    “This is not what I learned in history class.”


    “I cannot imagine.”


    “It baffles me.”


    “It made me cringe.”


    “I was astounded.”


    “I cannot believe that this is actually based on a true story.”


    “I find it shocking that such racial discrimination was happening in my state.”


    “I reacted right away with shock and sorrow.”


    “It breaks my heart, and frankly, it pisses me off.”


    “With every turn of the page, I feel my blood boiling….”


    “The stories and ideas made me gag.”


    “It brings over a sadness in me that is uncomfortable, painful even.”


    “The amount of violence is absolutely crazy.”


    “I was shocked by all the violence.”


    “Why were people so cruel? Why?”


    “This book is appalling, intriguing, heartbreaking, and inspiring.”


    “My eyes have been opened.”


    “I never realized how damaged this nation really was.”


    “I was shocked.”


    “It left me with my jaw dropped open.”


    “I knew things were different back then than they are now, but wow!”


    “Many emotions, sadness and pure anger.”


    “Wow, just wow!”


    “As a young White woman I have been severely lied to about past events in NC.”


    “I was surprised by how much I really didn't know.”


    “Wait a minute, this is the story of a little White boy living in the segregated South. Oops.”


    “It was absolutely astonishing to me that my hometown was mentioned in this book.”


    “So eye-opening.”


    “Shocking to read.”


    “I was really caught off guard.”


    “I do not like this book.”


    “Where to start, there are so many things to talk about.”


    “I still cannot wrap my head around it. It is hard to comprehend. Shock and awe.”


    “Blew my mind. I was speechless, dumbfounded. Absolutely mind-blowing.”


    “A powerful book. Heartbreaking; tears were in my eyes.”


    “I put the book down and thought about it.”


    Such are these young travelers’ reactions to the first third of Tyson's witnessed, documented, true telling of America's racial history. Here is a more extended version of those reactions from a White female. She wrote:


    I was truly amazed that I had never heard of Henry Marrow. I was surprised that the schools never mentioned the horrific murder of this young man. As I read these chapters it became clear that Henry Marrow's death sparked a revolution among the Black townsfolk. Why is something so important, someone so important, forgotten throughout the years? The book portrayed a movie in my head as I read these chapters. I saw with my own eyes Henry Marrow running for his life, I saw the Teels shoot Ben Chavis in the face at close range, and I saw the blows the Teels dealt Marrow as he lay dying in the street.


    Why so much shock and awe? Well, how would you react if you found out that all you were led to believe about something turned out to be a sales pitch?
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    O beautiful for spacious skies,


    For amber waves of grain,


    For purple mountain majesties


    Above the fruited plain!


    America! America!


    God shed his grace on thee


    And crown thy good with brotherhood


    From sea to shining sea!


    —Katharine Lee Bates,

    “America the Beautiful,” 1913


    “America the Beautiful”: that is a praise song. It is a song designed to make us, and keep us, proud of America, proud to be Americans. And pride in our nation is important, but not if it's based on a commercial; not if it's based on a sales pitch.


    I was talking with Dr. Doug Gillan, one of my colleagues in the Psychology Department. I was telling him about how shocked and angry my students become while they do their assigned reading of Tim Tyson's book, Blood Done Sign My Name. I told Doug that my students ask, “Why did I have to get to college to learn the real, ugly truth about the civil rights movement in America?” They become even angrier because they had to wait to get to college even to learn about North Carolina's racial history. One of the young travelers wrote:


    It angers me that we were taught the “fluffy” version of what happened, but not even that. We were lied to about the events that took place and how it all happened. I think people do this because they don't want to remember. They don't want to acknowledge that that was the mindset not all that long ago; for some it's how THEY thought. I think people think that by not acknowledging it and “sweeping it under the rug,” so to speak, that they're just hoping it will go away. I think that's the opposite of what needs to happen. I think we need to embrace the fact that this was an issue, and work through the gruesome details to ensure that something like this doesn't happen in the future.


    Another student wrote:


    I am shocked that I never learned about this in any of the schools that I attended. It bothers me that our country is so ashamed of admitting that it was wrong that history rewrites itself to make events in the past not seem so terrible, especially slavery and the entire civil rights movement. Growing up learning about these events, the history books almost made it seem like a cakewalk to achieve equality. I think that it is important for people to learn about these tragic, brutal events that occurred during history in order for people to understand the significance of the civil rights movement and how far we have come since. It really bothers me that these things are not learned, almost as if Americans cannot own up to the past and admit its mistakes. This has been my main reaction to the reading. Those who believe that we should not focus on the past do not understand that we must recognize and accept our past in order to move forward as a whole.


    And yet another wrote:


    The more I read this book, the more I am astonished by our nation's history. Every new detail I hear makes it more uncomfortable to think about all the events that transpired in a time not so long ago.


    Most of the time we think about racism in our country to be a long-ago event, yet we are constantly surrounded by people who have had first-hand accounts of this terrible time. When I take that into consideration, it reminds me that this wasn't so long ago; it's still a fresh wound in our nation's history, yet we act as if it was hundreds of years ago. We are a country that takes pride in our right to excel, having a diverse population, and encouraging the growth of all individuals. Yet we are hypocrites; we say all these things and look down on other countries that persecute their own people, but we have committed these same acts. I am ashamed of all those that participated in this horrible time.


    But I am even angrier with those that let this behavior of hatred continue. It should not have taken all that it did to bring this to a stop. All of the leaders in our government as well as law enforcement, even if they did not participate in this type of behavior, still condoned it by not bringing it to an end at the first opportunity they had.


    My students’ anger came up in our conversation because Doug and I were talking about what good teaching is supposed to do. We were agreeing that good teaching is about giving the learner true, factual information in a way that transforms the learner's understanding of the world. It was in that context that I was talking about my students’ anger about not learning in high school the real history of race in America. When I said this, Doug commented: “Well, we all know that what is taught in middle and high school about American history isn't the history. It's a sales pitch.”


    That hit me.


    “What's it going to take to get you into this America,” the salesperson says. Then that salesperson gives our children a sales pitch. “Trust me, have I got a deal for you.” The salesperson offers a deal, all right: a false identity—no car facts.


    It's a sales pitch.


    To tell you the truth, I had not thought of it that way. Maybe that is why I was so struck by Doug's comment.


    O beautiful for spacious skies,


    For amber waves of grain,


    For purple mountain majesties


    Above the fruited plain!


    America! America!


    It's a sales pitch. Well, I'll be…


    No wonder so many Americans get so upset about learning real truths about American history. Some Americans act as if showing patterns of past racial, gender, religious, and ethnic injustice is just too much.


    “You're just being critical. America…love it or leave it.”


    If you have bought the sales pitch, you don't want to have to rethink the purchase you have already made. My students pick up on that as well. One White male wrote:


    It's hard to believe that this racial murder and all the other racial stuff was taking place just forty years ago. About this time in our history we are taught about everything BUT the intense racial war. They'll teach about hippies, Vietnam, Kennedy, a few protests, legislation passed, and even Bill Russell's eleven NBA championships with the Celtics throughout the ‘60s and ‘70s, but not this stuff. They show people images of Blacks like Bill Russell to desensitize us about the hardships Blacks faced during that time. It really blows my mind that while Henry Marrow was beaten to death and his killers acquitted in Oxford, we have Bill Russell over here winning championships in Boston. How does that work out? It hurts me to admit it, but I believe that our country's attempts to change history will ultimately work. So many people are not taught this stuff that the “sales pitch” is what will endure over time.


    I understand this young man's anger and his puzzlement about the duality of America. Still, I disagree with his conclusion that the sales pitch will win out. I am not alone. One of his classmates, a young White woman, wrote:


    In order for us to ultimately “conquer” our past we must address it from a true perspective, not all the hogwash that we are informed as children and teenagers with the animated films in history class of Martin Luther King. Race relations are still a touchy subject in America; nobody ever wants to offend anyone, or we are scared that if we say the wrong thing people will think we are racist. This is the problem—we have not confronted the issue as a generation of proactive young adults that want equality for anyone whether you are Black, White, gay, lesbian, Muslim, or Christian. Until we all are confronted with the truth and taught how to overcome and deal with our history, it's always going to be an underlying tension in the back of our minds when faced with the diversity that constantly fills our lives.


    She calls the middle school and high school American history she was taught “hogwash,” and she mentions “animated films” about the civil rights struggle. Really? Come on, don't we have actual film footage of what went on during the marches and sit-ins? Don't we? Yes, of course we do. So there is no need to use animated films when the films of the actual events can be seen on PBS and the History Channel and elsewhere. It can probably be found in the Library of Congress. Why wouldn't teachers attempt to find and use this footage?


    Hearsay teaching is killing our democracy. Hearsay teaching is us giving our children invisible but heavy baggage to carry on their backs. After reading all of Blood Done Sign My Name, one of my students wrote:


    Reading this book, I have found myself to look at the world around me much differently. I cannot help but wonder how our ancestors could have lived lives filled with such hate against fellow Americans who in reality only differ in color from themselves. It's heart-wrenching to think about the devastation that the race-provoked violence left on American history.


    We are a nation that supports and encourages the freedom of all people around the world, yet our nation's history is composed mostly of us taking and/or limiting the freedom of our own citizens within the US. I am ashamed of the shared past that a majority of Americans have of our ancestors. Reading this book has opened my eyes to a history that I had always envisioned of another place and time, and had never really brought it home and connected with.


    Without that connection to our identity as Americans, our racial history is heavy baggage we carry around without knowing why we feel so tired and anxious. That is the legacy of hearsay teaching.


    Let me be clear. To teach in a way that is not hearsay teaching does not mean you have to have been there to witness the events. Having been a Black boy growing up under the oppression of legal racial segregation gives me a powerful perspective, but that is not the basis of the passion I bring to my teaching about intergroup matters. To teach with a passion that is in the moment requires that you study the events and connect what happened to your personal values. If part of your personal American value system is a real belief and commitment to the American Dream; if the words “All men are created equal” are more than just words to you, then reading, studying, and seeing the pictures and film clips of events during the civil rights movement should fuel your teaching with outrage and personal indignation.


    I am not gay. But when it was reported on the local Raleigh news that antigay graffiti had been written in bold on the front of the North Carolina State University Gay, Lesbian, Bisexual, and Transgender Center (GLBT), I was outraged. When I read about that event in our student newspaper, I was infuriated. When I saw the picture of the hateful graffiti with the words “FAG…Burn…Die,” I was enraged. I was outraged, infuriated, and enraged because that act violated my personal values for myself and for the campus on which I am a citizen.


    When that happened, as a professor I had a number of teaching outlets available to me. Since the election of President Barack Hussein Obama, we have had a number of racial-graffiti incidences that caused uproars on the NCSU campus. During the first of these in 2008, I wrote a guest column for both campus newspapers: the Nubian Message and the Technician. My full column, “In Racial Transition,” appeared in the Nubian Message:


    Much ado has been made about the racial graffiti and threat to President-elect Obama that was found in the NCSU Free Expression Tunnel. Yes; the words written by those four students were reprehensible. And NCSU has responded appropriately, vigorously, to the full extent of the law. We all know it is impossible for an educational institution to guarantee that there will be no students enrolled who harbor racial, religious, or gender, biases. No employer can make such a guarantee either. What the institution must do is when biases come out in behavior, strike hard and fast at the perpetrators. Yet that must be within the limits of the law. Civil-rights are not African-American or Caucasian-American rights, but rights that protect US citizens equally. We become Nazis when we want people persecuted in ways that go beyond what is lawful. If the state and federal laws are a problem, protest those laws. NCSU does not make the laws; the State of NC and Congress do that.


    We live on a new racial frontier. In deep-South Louisiana, I grew up when Jim Crow still lived. All of my early education through high school (1957–1969) was racially segregated from Whites. So in my lifetime, we have gone from segregation-by-law, to desegregation-by-law, to having an African-American President-elect. Yet, as dramatic as the election of Mr. Obama is, even saying that President-elect Obama is African-American isn't quite enough. Mr. Obama is bi-racial. So, we have also gone from segregation and race in Black and White, to race as multicultural.


    No wonder that leading up to election-day, there was interpersonal electricity. People couldn't stop talking. When the election results flashed and thundered, people cried, laughed, threw up their arms, danced, collapsed, shook hands, and hugged each other, held their mouths; all in belief, shock, disbelief, joy, fear that this was happening in America.


    On campus the next morning, I ran into Dr. Tom Stafford, who is NCSU's Vice Chancellor for Student Affairs. He told me about the racial graffiti that threatened the person of President-elect Obama. Dr. Stafford was shaken but went on with handling that business. My thoughts turned to what I would do in my “Interpersonal Relationships and Race” class. Instead of the scheduled lecture, I had already decided to have my students talk about the conversations they were now having given the interracial event of Senator Barack Obama being elected President. Now I knew I would also lead a discussion about the racial slur and threat in the Free Expression Tunnel. All semester, you see, I have been introducing my racially mixed class to social psychological concepts that helped them to understand the forces acting on interracial interactions. Part of that has been helping those students understand how things were, and how much things have changed in America.


    It's a new racial frontier. That is why in interracial interactions, people feel uncertain. We wonder, what is the right way to interact? But that anxiety does not make a person a bigot. After all Whites and Blacks are experiencing this anxiety. That anxiety indicates that as a nation we are living in a transition-time of interracial uncertainty, tension and change. In interracial interactions, that is why people feel confused and jumpy. That is why hours after the election of our nation's first African American President we learned of threatening racial graffiti being aimed at that person. Both the positive and negative are in the interracial mix that is our nation today. Stalked by our uncertainty, events like the election of Senator Barack Obama and the simultaneous appearance of a racial slur and threat against him make Americans feel even more confused and jumpy.


    Even so, there are a few certainties. Despite what people may say, the Civil Rights Movement was not about changing the hearts and minds of White America. It was about obtaining “equal protection under the law” for Black Americans. So in the case of the racial graffiti, the issue is not that at NCSU there are Whites who dislike Blacks. There will always be ignorant people. The question; what is the response of the institution?


    Since becoming a member of the NCSU faculty in 1988, among other things I served as the university's first Vice Provost for Diversity and African American Affairs (2000–2002). So when it comes to diversity issues, I watch what the administration does with a careful eye.


    By my judgment, the university's response to the discovery of the racial threat was swift, dramatic and unambiguous. A strong statement from the Chancellor denouncing the behavior; an immediate investigation in cooperation with the Secret Service came quickly. Also coming quickly was a strong editorial from the Technician and a racially mixed student sponsored protest rally. Racism is not an individual problem. Racism is always institutional; does the institution support and encourage bigotry? Clearly our institution does not.


    Editors of the Technician were a bit more skittish and published only a short version of my essay as a letter. Yet, after that, the staff of that paper invited me to write a guest column whenever I had something I wanted the campus to think about seriously. I have used that open invitation since 2008 to try to give students an understanding of neo-diversity matters writ large. After the incident of the antigay graffiti, I was quick to write an essay for the Technician. Published on October 19, 2011, two days after the occurrence, to the whole campus I said:


    On our campus, it appears that some believe our gay and lesbian peers and colleagues have no right to life. The graffiti on the front of our GLBT Center tells them to “die.” Yet, the first words of the preamble of the Declaration of Independence are:


    “We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal. That they are endowed by their creator with certain inalienable rights; among these are life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness.”


    Self-evident. Meaning it's so obvious that there's no need for a discussion or explanation.


    Yet, for a long time, the whole country said that these words did not apply to someone with my dark skin color. Slavery and then racial segregation was all evidence of no right to liberty; to choose where to live or go to school; no right to vote until 1965. No right to choose who to marry, and no right to the pursuit of happiness until 1967.


    Racial segregation did something very important. It made it clear who was part of “we” and who was part of “they.”


    With those immoral laws gone, we now live in a time when interacting with someone who does not look like us is unavoidable. Now we struggle with neo-diversity anxiety that is causing some to want to keep other American citizens in the category of “they” and “them.”


    Regarding the preamble, General Colin Powell said, “This beautiful statement was not the reality of 1776, but it set forth the dream that we would strive to make a reality…. Governments belong to the people and exist to secure the rights endowed to every citizen.”


    Diversity is the first American promise. That makes diversity the American value. As citizens, we are all required to accept and work for that American value.


    Whenever we have fought diversity in the past, we have held ourselves back. In fact, that seems always to be the point in fighting against diversity—to have America stay the same, to stagnate. But when we have come to accept diversity, we have moved forward. We have grown as a nation because we have begun to use all the talents available to us, making our nation stronger.


    I served in the US Navy from 1972 to 1976. I served with men of honor. Some of those men were gay. On board ship, 5,000 men on aircraft carriers, did we know that? Yes, we did. Yet, all that mattered was that everyone did their job.


    About finally eliminating Don't Ask, Don't Tell, the outgoing chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, Admiral Mullen said, “…we have been asking American citizens to lie about who they are in order to serve our nation. That is not who we are; we are better than that.”


    Yet, some of us still want to condemn gay and lesbian American citizens, some of whom are willing to risk their lives to serve and protect American freedoms. Some of us want to tell gays and lesbians they have no right to marry or to the pursuit of happiness. And some say they have no right to life; die.


    Will we on this campus stand for that?


    Right away, in my more traditional teaching mode, I began to use the antigay graffiti event as an example of neo-diversity anxiety gone unchecked. In my lectures, in my presentations to audiences on and off campus, I objected to the hatred of gays and lesbians that that event demonstrated existed on our campus. But I also objected to how that event dehumanizes all of us by demeaning our relationship to each other as campus citizens, as citizens of America, and as human beings.


    In the context of getting my students to understand the social psychology of slurs, I point out that there are no innocent anti-group slurs. Slurs have divisive social psychological effects on us all.


    Anti-group slurs rest on what we social psychologists call the minimal group effect (Gilovich, Keltner, Chen, Nisbett). We humans have a tendency to quick-think of people either as members of our group or not. Slurs motivate people to think of everything as being us versus them. That can then lead to a tendency for us to want competition between the groups. That minimal group effect makes it easy for each of us to treat others in demeaning ways; it makes discrimination easy. Making that analytic point, I also express my personal objection to the particular event at our GLBT Center by saying, “This happened on my campus, my campus. I will not let this pass; I will not!”


    I teach this example, this way, not because I am gay. I teach it this way because, as with any anti-group slur, it violates my personal values, my American values.


    [image: images]


    In the midst of the emotional mind-bending experience of reading the Tyson book, my students are coherent about what hit them and how it begins to trouble them. A Mexican American female student wrote:


    From reading the first third of Blood Done Sign My Name, I was shocked to read about many of the struggles that African Americans and at times even some Whites went through in order to be able to get where we are today—a racially integrated society. I cannot even imagine having to go through some of the things they were faced with. Not being able to sit down and eat a meal at a restaurant, not getting the same education, treatment, or justice because the color of my skin was looked down upon—I do not know how or if I would have been able to cope with everything that they went through.


    A White female wrote:


    Denying the events of the past does us no good, nor does it heal the wounds that are a result of racial warfare. I've mentioned earlier how surprised I've been when reading the history of North Carolina as told by Tim Tyson; it's amazing how many things have been left out conveniently from textbooks.


    I grew up in Topsail Beach, North Carolina, 26 miles outside of Wilmington. Because there was not much as far as commerce goes in my town, it's not a stretch to say that I grew up in Wilmington. I had heard a little bit about the Wilmington 10, but I did not know too much about it until they were pardoned last year by the governor. How can an event so catastrophic, so large that it caught the interest of international headlines, not be mentioned in a single history class that I was sitting in 26 miles outside of where it happened?


    Then there's the Wilmington Race Riot of 1898. As Tim Tyson said, “The Wilmington race riot was probably the most important political event in the history of the state. Its omission from North Carolina history may have been the biggest of the lies that marked my boy-hood.” I could not have said it better myself and I sincerely hope that the history books are changed to make sure that important events are not overlooked and left out. To make matters more interesting, my great-grandparents as well as grandparents were living in Wilmington at the time. Unless they lived under a rock, they obviously witnessed these race wars, but not a word about it was ever mentioned, not even in casual conversation. It's probably not a surprise to you, Dr. Nacoste, that because I know very little about what happened in 1971 in Wilmington, I had never heard about what happened in 1898 until I read this book. While Conservatives took over the political life of the city, exiled their opponents, and Blacks fled the city, a new order was created, and it did not include Black citizens. To this day it is unclear what the death toll was of African Americans during this overthrow.


    Although I have been shocked about things that happened in what I consider my home-town, I am pleased that I am now aware of the past events. In the future, I hope that I can be a proactive member of society that contributes to acknowledging our past and help our communities move forward.


    Although the shock continues as they read, these young travelers begin to wonder why. They begin to ask, “What was really going on?” They begin to develop hypotheses. A White female student put her thinking this way:


    The apocalypse is here. The world is officially coming to an end. That is what I could not help but think while reading the second part of Blood Done Sign My Name. The amount of violence, tragedy, and injustice that existed just forty years ago was enough to make me wonder, “What in the world was wrong with people?” Did White people really think that what was going on in their communities was morally right?


    Robert Teel and his sons brutally beat a man and then murdered him while he was pleading for his life, based on the poor assumption that he had “flirted with a White woman.” Yet none of them were found guilty for anything. Witnesses on both the prosecution's side and the defense's side stated evidence that incriminated these men and yet none of them were found guilty. It is no wonder why Blacks chose to retaliate against them, burning down buildings and bringing fear deep into the souls of the White people living around them. Honestly, what choice did they have?


    I have never been a big fan of violence. The idea that some people immediately jump to punching someone in the face because they do something wrong is not something I condone. But, Black people were driven to it. I am not trying to start a “White People Suck” campaign, but I find the injustice that I have been reading in these pages too sickening to think anything else. Part of me wishes I had been an adult during that time. Maybe then I would understand where this backward way of thinking was coming from.


    Maybe White people reacted so negatively towards integration and the fair treatment of Black people because they were afraid of change. They were afraid of losing this so-called “power and control” they had in the world. But, I still think this is all a copout. No one is entitled to power and control over other people, no matter their race, ethnicity, gender, sex, etc.


    Entitled or not, the power and control hypothesis is one that comes to many of my students. One wrote:


    My immediate reaction is: “I just don't get it.” How can people believe that their actions are justifiable? At what point do they allow themselves to be brainwashed, thinking that what's going on around them is okay? Granted, at this point, the people only knew what they grew up with, but it still surprises me that so few people came to the realization that what was going on during this time was extremely inhumane and unjust. Color? Really? Color to separate humans.


    And then it all becomes clear. Power. It comes down to power and fear. At one point White people created a power over Blacks. From then on, anything was formulated; ideas, stereotypes, false facts, to separate Whites from Blacks. To create an illusion that Blacks were a different species, and that species was lower than Whites. Really?? My reaction is frustration. Frustration and a lack of hope in human beings. I understand how this situation got to where it did, and I understand why so many people went along with it. What was created was huge, and nobody wanted to be on the wrong side.


    We've already got ourselves stuck in the position, it's what we know, so we continue to live this way because we are afraid of the unknown and not threatened with the comfortable current state. But things began to change. The Blacks began to stick up for themselves, bringing fear to the people and the necessity to make a change.


    Maybe it's because I was a witness. Maybe that is why I am so surprised that so many of today's young travelers believe that the civil rights movement was about changing the hearts and minds of White Americans. No, it wasn't. Yet some young people actually try to argue with me that it was.


    That is an element making up the thick fog of fatigue that has been stopping these young travelers from seeing the reality around them, and the real destination ahead. Anyone who believes that the civil rights movement was about changing the hearts and minds of White people is lost in an ahistorical fog. Reacting to Blood, a White male student wrote:


    Has there been progress over the past few generations? Obviously. Great strides have been made. As I look at my town, and those running it, however, not much has changed in its operation from decades ago. I can count on one hand the number of African-American businessmen or professionals that are prominent in my town. I also know that despite Blacks and Whites seemingly getting along and even catching up with old friends or coworkers in passing, things change once the conversation stops.


    Any given day that I'm home, I guarantee I will hear the word nigger or other forms of bigotry from friends, family, or other Whites in town including those in political offices. My ex-girlfriend's grandfather is a former North Carolina State House of Representatives member. I've heard the man say some of the most bigoted shit out of anyone in my life, and he's been in the state government for decades. Times have changed for sure, but it still makes me wonder how far people themselves have progressed in my small town and those like Oxford.


    Even though that is enough to make the point about a change in hearts and minds, I want to be clear. This is not just a small-town Southern problem. One of my former students is from Long Island. After taking my course and returning to Long Island, I got this e-mail from her. She wrote:


    Dear Dr. Nacoste,


    How have you been? I hope your classes are going great. I forgot to mention in my last email when I moved back to New York I noticed a lot that had to do with language communities once again and was afraid of slipping into my old habits. It's definitely a lot different to be in different states and be surrounded back home with everyone who makes constant racial judgments. It's kind of sad to see it all play out in front of me again because I can see that it's very easy to slip into old habits. I wish I had a chance to catch up with you in North Carolina, I hope all is well. I would love to read your new book! My home address is…South Bay Shore NY 11706. I look forward to reading your book and hearing back from you.


    If the language of racial stereotypes and racial hate is still so prevalent, then I say again, the civil rights movement didn't just fail; it was an epic fail. But that is not true. The truth is that the civil rights movement was a magnificent success. The success came through the focus being put on attacking racism; attacking unjust laws.


    Understand, to believe that the goal of the movement was to change White people's feelings about Black people is to confuse prejudice with bigotry and bigotry with racism. Right now that confusion is all over America because we have tried to downplay and ignore our history.


    Prejudice is a prejudgment. We all have prejudices. I grew up in the bayou country of Louisiana, not New Orleans; there is nothing city about me. I am a bayou-born, Louisiana Black Creole from Opelousas, Louisiana, in the heart of what is called Cajun Country, Acadiana. We Creoles, along with the Cajuns, have a reputation: we eat just about anything. And it's true that our orientation is that all you got to do is “put a little sauce-piquant on that and you got yourself something.” Right now, one of our newer delicacies for the dinner table is nutria rat. Put a little sauce-piquant on that skinned and gutted nutria rat and you got yourself something.


    If you squirmed at that statement, and you have never eaten nutria (or any other rat), that is a prejudgment; a prejudice. Now, more seriously, when it comes to racial, mentally challenged, gender, physically challenged, ethnic, sexually oriented, or religious groups, prejudice is an unfair, negative judgment of any whole group of people. It is a prejudgment because no one can know (or interact with and experience) a whole group of people.


    Answer me this: does a person who has such a prejudice have to show it in the presence of a member of the group? Answering for you, I say no. Turns out, the well-socialized person can be quite cordial and (apparently) open to a person from a group for which he or she holds a prejudice. As my student (above) wrote: “I also know that despite Blacks and Whites seemingly getting along and even catching up with old friends or coworkers in passing, things change once that conversation stops.” What he is saying is that when the interaction is over, when those people go back into their racially segregated groups, the negative racial language comes out.


    In the presence of someone from a group you prejudge, you do not have to show that prejudice in your behavior. When, however, a prejudice is shown in external behavior, that is bigotry. Bigotry is the behavioral expression of a group prejudice.


    On the matter of racism we are, in fact, deeply confused. We show our confusion about these matters especially in our glee to call someone else a “racist.” It turns out that racism is never in a person (Vander Zanden). Racism is institutional and organizational (Simpson and Yinger).


    I admit that nowadays it is perplexing to see pictures of events from the civil rights movement and look upon the hateful behavior of Whites screaming out their hate, spitting on, hitting with bats, throwing bricks, all at Black people simply because of their skin color. Modern Americans see that and say, “What racists!” But the real question is why were those Whites so comfortable showing their bigotry in public? Why? Because their behavior was authorized and supported by the law. Unless a White person actually murdered a Black person right in front of the police in broad daylight, nothing was going to be done to Whites for screaming out their hate, spitting on, hitting with bats, or throwing bricks at Black people. And the case of the murder of Henry Marrow in 1970 showed that the police and the whole criminal justice system might overlook even the murder of a Black man.


    Racism is never in a person. Racism is always institutional and organizational. That is one of the lessons I teach and one of the truths my students learn from Tyson's book.


    What the civil rights movement was about was killing the social structure of law that supported and encouraged prejudice and bigotry. Killing that social structure, obtaining equal protection under the law for African Americans was necessary to reduce and stop the free occurrence of bigotry from Whites. That took real strategies and work. Sometimes a horrendous event was part of the energy. The racial murder of Henry Marrow in Oxford, North Carolina, was one such event for that town. That's why the conclusion from one of our young travelers about the effect in Oxford is so important to comprehend. She wrote:


    The Blacks began to stick up for themselves, bringing fear to the people and the necessity to make a change.


    We have been giving our children hogwash as history lessons; hogwash that makes them more than ignorant. We make them insensitive to the struggle of a people. “It's all just a big joke.” That ignorance and insensitivity is the baggage these young travelers are being weighed down by. Carrying such a heavy weight, they become tired, especially because they don't know they have this baggage on their backs. It's carrying on your back an invisible, full, and heavy backpack. Tired out by this weight, hunched forward under that weight, they give up in the face of intolerance. They are so blinded by the fog of fatigue they cannot identify bigotry. These young travelers are so close to exhaustion, so weary, they get so punchy that when someone uses the word nigger, that's funny. Anything said about race is funny.


    Real information, real car facts, knowledge lets them reach around, grip that backpack, and take it off. With that weight gone, their vision clears; they have sudden sight. With that abrupt sight they are startled to see that they have been carrying on their backs filthy baggage that is filled with useless pieces of iron deadweight. Relieved of that burden, even the way they hear will change. Intolerant language that they once laughed at will have the true sound of its growling bigotry.


    Yet I acknowledge and admit that receiving the truth they get through my course is not an easy process for my students. No, it is not easy. It is not a pleasant experience. That is another reason I tell them up front, “We've got some difficult days ahead.”
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    On the first day of my “Interpersonal Relationships and Race” course, I exhort to the fifty to seventy students, “We've got some difficult days ahead.” Forewarned, they are, by my introduction. Even so, I still know that the reading and the lecture lessons of the course will be a jolting, painful experience for those who have been misled by hearsay teaching up to that point in their lives. So I am not saying that students or anyone else will like the lessons. Oh, god, no. Real learning can be psychologically painful. A Chinese American male student wrote:


    I was utterly disgusted toward the results of the Henry Marrow case. It is obvious that Roger and the Teels were responsible and should be guilty of murder. The fact that the jury acquitted the defendants is an absolute disgrace to the US judicial system. Personally, I feel like if the defendants are still alive right now, which I believe they are, they should be retried to make sure that justice is served. Nonetheless it might be too little too late.


    Some are even more overtaken with disgust. In a two-page, single-spaced reaction, a White female student wrote, in part:


    I don't like this book.


    I avoid confrontation at all costs. I mentally prepare myself for altercations to make sure I can be calm. I don't hate people I don't know. If I don't like someone it is because they have done something wrong to me. But the people in this book, they just hate. They hate people they don't know, and they hate people they do know. You commit one “nigga loving” act and you are exiled off the island. Everything is focused on everyone's race. You have to follow the rules in order to stay in the “club.”


    Just this whole book for me is “Ugh!” and “What?” and then “Why?” and then “What?” and then a lot of bad words go through my head. Then I want to throw something at someone.


    Hit hard by reading Blood Done Sign My Name and reeling, a Black female student wrote:


    The book is done, but I seem to have even more questions now that I can sit back and reflect. I realize that because I did not live through this, I will never understand it fully, but it scares me that I still do not understand how we got to this point. The reason why this unknown scares me is because if we do not know how we got to this point we do not really know how to stop a situation from getting to that point again.


    People know that African Americans were a group that was discriminated against, so people know that that race will not be targeted again, but in this neo-diverse world, there are always new minority groups that could easily take their place in the future if we were to go back into that behavior. And we have already begun to target groups such as Arabs and Hispanics as they are becoming larger and larger in our population, and some of the same mindsets in the book about Black people are the ways that people are thinking about these groups. People look at them as if they are coming into America and taking over when really they are just trying to live the same American Dream as all the other citizens in this country, much like African Americans were trying to do in this time of Blood Done Sign My Name.


    We are being haunted by an unacknowledged history. There are things in our history that linger around us, a fog influencing how we see, what we see. That fog gets thicker because we are hiding a smoldering, brutal history. A White female student wrote:


    After reading the middle third of Blood I have come to a very dark and serious conclusion. Although it is not official, this time in our nation's history commenced a second civil war. History books state that the conclusion of the Civil War, the North versus the South, was in 1865. If you ask the average person, they might tell you that this was the last war to take place on US soil. I wholeheartedly disagree.


    It may not be deemed a formal war in textbooks and in society, but BDSMN shows that this disturbing era in our history has war written all over it: Weapons, violence, murders, riots, major traumatization, and mayhem. It was not North versus South, but it was Blacks versus Whites, equality versus inequality, justice versus injustice; a war so paradoxically conspicuous, so up close and personal, that no one at the time even realized it. Just like the wars before and after, Civil War II, as I call it, was no isolated incident. There were battles taking place nationwide and headquartered in the Jim Crow South.


    Reeling with this discovery of the truth, something important starts to happen to my students. One White male wrote:


    There is a line on page 242 of Blood that reads, “After they shot him down, and while he was laying there, flat on his back, unable to get up…they kicked him and stomped him and hit him in the head with a shotgun butt over and over again. They beat him while he begged for his life, beat him until he was probably unconscious. And then they shot him in the head like you or I would kill a snake.”


    This sort of murder is a type that I have heard of before on crime documentaries, but now that I've been primed to consider racial aspects, I realize the significance of this. The men weren't killing Henry Marrow simply because they misinterpreted his words; it was because they viewed him as inferior and worthy of death to even consider touching one of their women; inferior only because society taught them that Black people were in fact inferior to Whites. This kind of murder is not calculated, it is not technical; it is primal and heinous, and those committing it should be locked away immediately. No sort of hate would merit that; self-defense is even pushing it, and the fact that it was his race that justified it in those men's minds makes me sick, to say the very least.


    I don't even know what to say about the verdict of the case. I honestly have never felt so disheartened about racial incidences in the past, mostly because our school systems dress it up as a pretty package that has led to equality nowadays, which we know is not even true. The fact that a man's life was taken when beaten senseless like an animal would go under the radar of being reported to modern youth in the very same state as it occurred, even when a key court case was held, is a testament to how uninformed we are about what happened in the past.


    It's a disgusting reality, but a reality nonetheless, and to have always been taught about the successes of the movement and given bare-bones explanations of the murders of some leaders means that it needs to be taught differently. So much happened that it is not worthy of being confined to old textbooks but should serve as an example of the horrors that can unfold when we demean the existence of other people based on any physical factors and allow them to face hell by other people around them.


    I'm actually offended that, in retrospect, I never learned
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    The train's a coming


    I hear it just at hand


    I hear the wheels a rumbling


    And rolling through the land


    The fare is cheap and all can go


    The rich and poor are there


    No second class aboard this train


    No difference in the fare


    Get on board, little children


    Get on board, little children


    And Fight for human rights


    We're gonna fight for human rights!


    —African American spiritual (1872)
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    Every writer needs a first reader. Questions, critique, support, and encouragement are all parts of that role, all at the same time. Ms. Logan Collins is my first reader. Logan is always the first person to read the beginnings of one of my nonfiction writing projects. And as I find my way to organizing and continuing the project, Logan reads and reads. Thank you, Logan, for your strong critique, strong support, and strong encouragement as I worked on this book. Thank you for your strong, positive influence on this book. I thank you too, Logan, for your generous friendship.


    Once I had a real draft of this book, I turned to my ever-ready copyeditor, Mr. Gideon Brookins. As I have said elsewhere, I have watched Gideon grow into the fine young man he is and to the excellent technical editor he has become. Thanks, Gideon, for working me through the details of grammar and formatting that helped make this a stronger book to present to Prometheus Books.


    After I submitted my book proposal to them, Steven L. Mitchell of Prometheus Books was quick to ask to see the full manuscript. Even in our first correspondence it was clear that Steven was getting it when he began to use the term “neo-diversity. It was my pleasure to work with Steven and with members of the Prometheus Books staff. Thanks to you all for such a cordial and productive experience in getting my book ready and out to market.


    And now let me give praise to libraries. My brother Phillip and I are great fans of public libraries. To him and me, it just seems magical that any of us can walk into a library in pretty much any American town or city and be allowed to read. As a professor I also have the privilege to always have available to me a university research library. If you want to see and tour what I consider a twenty-third-century university library, come to North Carolina State University's James B. Hunt Library. Summer 2013, that library was where I wrote Taking on Diversity. With its open-air design, unique colorful furniture, generous seating areas, large windows with views, that library was a wonderful, stimulating haven and incubator for my thinking and writing. I know I am not alone at the university in thanking Vice Provost Susan Nutter for her vision in bringing together the people and resources that got the Hunt Library built and up and running. Thanks, Susan.


    And now let me praise students. With twenty students in 2006, I taught my “Interpersonal Relationships and Race” course for the first time. It was at the insistence of those twenty students that I began to consider increasing the course enrollment. Those students expressed with strength their belief that more students needed the opportunity to learn about neo-diversity. That is why I started to let the enrollment begin to climb and to get as many as seventy-five students one semester. Given the demand, I also went from teaching the course once a year to teaching it in both the fall and the spring semesters.


    Not just seeing the impact on students but having students tell people away from campus, I began to realize that more Americans needed to learn about neo-diversity. As I say in the book proper, Americans are sensing something, but sensing something is not enough.


    So, to the first twenty students who took the challenge of my course, I say thank you. And to all the students who have now taken my course and challenged me to get the word out, I offer my heartfelt gratitude. You have my salute. You, my students, you are the reason that more Americans can now begin to understand neo-diversity and learn how to manage the neo-diversity challenges of these difficult, but quintessentially American, days.
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