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Dedication

This book is dedicated to Women’s Liberation,
the movement of the 1970s which will make all Americans
proud to call the Statue of Liberty their momma.
The book is further dedicated to the Indian Americans
who once owned the harbor in which Miss Liberty
stands and all of the land her children now occupy.
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Introduction

For White Only

“God forbid we should ever be twenty years without . . . a rebellion.”

THOMAS JEFFERSON, 1787

“This country, with its institutions, belongs to the people who inhabit it. Whenever they shall grow weary of the existing government, they can exercise their constitutional right of amending it, or their revolutionary right to dismember or overthrow it.”

ABRAHAM LINCOLN, 1861

I became interested in American history quite by accident. I remember I was back in grade school, happy being a good “nigger,” singing the blues and not causing any trouble. The principal came into class one day and announced, “The Board of Education says you can’t graduate unless you read and memorize the Declaration of Independence.”

I was a typical rebellious youngster, so I looked up and said, “The Decla . . . who? Man, us black folks don’t want to read any of that old white stuff.” The principal answered, “Well, you won’t graduate.” Naturally I replied, “Then lay it on me right now.”

So I started reading, “We hold these Truths to be self-evident, that all Men are created equal.” You can imagine how those words sounded to my young, black, ghetto ears. But wanting to graduate, I kept right on reading until I got to the section which said:


—That whenever any Form of Government becomes destructive of these ends, it is the Right of the People to alter or to abolish it when a long train of abuses and usurpations, pursuing invariably the same Object, evinces a design to reduce them under absolute Despotism, it is their right, it is their duty, to throw off such Government, and to provide new Guards for their future security.



I dropped my book, ran to the principal’s office, broke breathlessly through the door, and gasped, “Have you got any more of this stuff layin’ around?” Reading that Declaration of Independence made me want to take a look at the United States Constitution to see what else I might have missed!

But later I discovered that the founding fathers obviously made a mistake in writing their Declaration of Independence. Thomas Jefferson neglected to label it “For White Only.” Without that label the Declaration of Independence becomes a dangerous document—in the black ghettos of America, on the Indian reservations, in the grape fields of California where Mexican-American workers are struggling for human dignity, in the Puerto Rican slums and ghettos; in short, wherever America’s long train of abuses is most painfully felt and the system’s usurpations of human rights have become most despotic. It is dangerous for white America to insist that basic American documents be read by the black, poor, and oppressed, because such people are just naive enough to go out and do what the founding fathers said oppressed people should do.

Evidently white America does not realize the danger, because it makes the same mistake today—forgetting to carefully label how, where, and by whom certain American teaching should be applied. For example, can white America really be insane enough to believe that black soldiers can be drafted into military service, sent to basic training and taught to be guerrillas, shipped ten thousand miles to Vietnam with orders to kill foreigners to liberate other foreigners, without realizing that those same black soldiers will return home to apply their instruction to liberate their own parents? If so, it is a dangerous mistake. America must realize she is not dealing with World War II black folks anymore—soldiers who can be turned on and off at random.

White America has developed a peculiar population blindness in recalling and reciting American history. Traditional American history is a myth and can only be accepted when read with blinders that block out the facts. The strange recitation begins with Columbus “discovering” America. Not only is that bold lie taught in ghetto schools in America, but little Indian children in reservation schools are given the same lesson.

Even George Washington, the “father of our country,” is not revered in this nation’s memory because he spent considerable time in prayer or sang “We shall Overcome” to the British soldiers. George Washington is a national hero because he fought against oppression, drove out the British, and killed every one of them he could get his hands on. Yet white America, seeing history through those peculiar blinders, would rather talk about little nonviolent George who had guilt feelings about molesting a cherry tree.

The continuing myth of American history dignifies the illicit acts of some and condemns the same acts when others do them. Many Americans have a hard time understanding the actions of the poor, the oppressed, and the young, because they really do not know, or admit, their own history. In the past Americans condemned Indian massacres. Today they bemoan the black crime rate and place the statements of militant black leaders and radical young whites in the category of treason. Yet white folks are stirred by similar words memorized by every school child. “Give me liberty or give me death.” Who said that? Rap Brown? Eldridge Cleaver? Jerry Rubin? “Don’t shoot until you see the whites [of their eyes].” Who said that? Stokely Carmichael? Huey P. Newton? Abbie Hoffman?

America continues to condemn radical black and white youth for not respecting the police. American history books proudly recite the exploits of a white man named Paul Revere who, during the days when the British were the police, rode through the white community and said, “Get a gun, white folks, the police are coming.” Most Americans can understand those original White Panthers. But the Black Panthers make them forget about their own history.

Rioting and looting in the black ghettos of America are held up as horrible examples of lawlessness on the rampage. Yet the history books enthusiastically tell of a group of patriotic white folks in Boston who dressed themselves up as Indians no less, boarded that foreign ship, and dumped all the tea in the water. How can anyone who proudly remembers that moment in history have nerve enough to call black folks hoodlums? The lawlessness in the Boston harbor, for which white folks wanted Indians to take the rap, is honored in our national memory as the Boston Tea Party. If that terminology is legitimate, every time black folks steal a television set during a ghetto rebellion, it should be called a Saturday Night Fish Fry. Why do you suppose white America is so upset about black looting? Because black folks have enough sense to take the loot home with them?

Many white folks seem to feel that being born black means inheriting criminal tendencies. They will say black folks are 11 percent of the population but represent 90 percent of certain crimes. If that statistic really meant anything, no white man could sit down in night club, restaurant, or theater without being mugged. Incidentally, I’ve always contested America’s arithmetic. Who counts us black folks? The census takers, and most of them are white, so they are not too eager to go into the black community to count noses. I think they count all the white folks and then say black folks are 11 percent of them. Check the crime myth for yourself. Names such as Jesse James, Al Capone, John Dillinger, “Baby Face” Nelson, Ma Barker, and Bonnie and Clyde come to mind. You will not find a black face among them. And isn’t it odd that J. Edgar Hoover, the FBI, and local police are able to arrest members of the Black Panther party all over the country but can’t seem to get their hands very often on the Mafia or the Minutemen?

The inequity of population distribution has a significance for the crime rate, too. Black folks are crowded and compressed into tiny islands of land, called ghettos, in urban areas all over America. White folks, by and large, are scattered throughout the remaining suburban and rural areas. It is only natural that black folks end up snatching more pocketbooks per acre.

Think, for example, what would happen if there were only 200 automobiles in the world. Ten automobiles would be placed in Harlem, and the remaining 190 would be scattered throughout the rest of the world, one to a country. Quite naturally there would be more automobile accidents in Harlem for the simple reason there would be more cars to hit. Yet white American mythology would end up explaining, “Black folks are accident-prone. They’re reckless.” Of course, white folks have always said black folks are shiftless, which in itself could cause a lot of accidents in the absence of an automatic transmission.

Crowding of the black population into urban ghettos has created dilapidated housing, dirty streets, a polluted human environment. Because of this, white America calls the compressed ghetto dwellers “niggers.” If white America ever penetrates that particular mythology, a shocking discovery will be made. I personally will accept white America’s terminology and statistics. If dirtying up an overcrowded black ghetto neighborhood makes black folks “niggers,” white Americans who, though enjoying a more scattered population distribution, have ended up polluting the water, the lakes, streams and rivers, the air we all breathe, and recently even the moon, must be “superniggers.”

Many white Americans sincerely believe that black Americans have a natural odor. I would not categorically assert that black folks don’t stink. I would merely suggest that you do your own research. Check and see how many billions of dollars white Americans spend each year for deodorants. Then turn on the television set, wait for a deodorant commercial, and see if you can find a black armpit. If black folks are doing all the stinking, and white folks are buying all the deodorants, who really stinks in my country?

White America has curiously become the victim of the very myths it has created. It is one thing to tell a lie and quite another thing to believe it. Since the days of slavery, white mythology has insisted that black people were of inferior stock. But a quick glance at social reality in America will show that white folks do not believe the inferior stock myth.

If I marry a woman of any ethnic background—Italian, Chinese, Puerto Rican, Irish, or whatever—a child produced through that union will be considered black in the eyes of white America. The child will be said to have “Negro blood,” will be considered “a Negro” and frequently called “a nigger.” The same pattern holds true for any black woman who marries a man of any other ethnic background. Black genes are considered so socially (if not biologically) dominant that a child is designated black regardless of the mixture. Does that sound like inferior stock to you?

Because of the inferior stock myth, nothing upsets average American white folks more than to see a black man with a white woman. The blond, blue-eyed white lady has been projected on every level of the mass media. She has become the sexual symbol for America, and black folks are Americans, too.

Every time I see an advertisement for a new automobile, and black folks do like to drive new cars, there is a white lady dangling the keys enticingly by the open door. Such an advertisement leads me to believe I should take the white lady along with the car to make sure my gears shift right. When I see a white lady holding a bottle of Pepsi Cola urging me to “come alive, and have a Pepsi, honey,” it’s only natural to assume I will want the Pepsi and the lady, too.

I go into my black apartment, sit down in my black living room, in front of my black television set, with my black wife and my black kids, and all of a sudden here comes a white lady dancing across the screen, half naked, saying, “Buy a Playtex living bra.” Can white America actually believe that sex objects used in advertising will tempt only the white segment of the intended market?

American mythology begins to program young black minds at a very early age. When I was a little kid growing up in the ghetto of St. Louis, I used to go to the movie theater every night. The theater was warmer in the winter than it was at home, and cooler in the summer. Children under the age of twelve, accompanied by their parents, were admitted free. So I would just move up next to an adult standing in line and become their instant child. I had a young, fresh mind, ready to be programmed. Black folks were not allowed to attend the movie in the white neighborhood, but white America brought the white lady to the black neighborhood. The first people I can remember seeing make love on the movie screen were Ava Gardner and Humphrey Bogart in The Barefoot Contessa. I was too young to know what they were doing, but I had enough sense to know I was going to grow up and do it one day. I remember nudging my little friend during a love scene and saying, “I’m sure going to get me one of those when I grow up.” My friend said, “Which one—him or her?” I said, “I don’t know. I may try them both.”

I’m grown up now, and the mythology is still in operation. White America is still upset at seeing a black man with a white lady. I hope white America gets more and more upset, so more and more black ladies will appear in the movies and more and more black ladies will advertise products. If that happens, white America will soon realize that black men were not born desiring white women. Such a phenomenon has taken careful and systematic programming.

White America also got upset when black folks raised the clenched fist salute and the cry “Black Power!” White folks would not have been upset if black folks had started shouting “Brown Strength!” White folks would have been greeting us on the street every day saying, “Hey, my brother, Brown Strength!” But the two words together—“black” and “power”—really upset white folks. Why? Because white America has corrupted those two words. Any honest evaluation of government and big business will show how “power” has been corrupted in this country. And the word “black” has been defined by white America as dirty, evil, and mean. A tiny lie is called “a little white lie.” A hit record a decade or so ago was entitled “Those Little White Lies.” But a big lie is called a “dirty, black lie.” Angel food cake is white. Devil’s food cake is black. There is nothing blacker than a tornado, until it gets ready to whirl through the white lady’s kitchen on the Ajax television commercial; then it becomes a “white tornado,” and cleans everything in sight. America’s rhetoric perpetrates the myth every day that white is clean and pure, and black is dirty and evil.

Most white folks don’t realize they gave black folks the idea for the clenched fist salute. Did you ever buy a box of baking soda? On the box you will see a big white arm raised clenching a hammer in the fist. All black folks did was take the hammer out, change the color of the arm and tone the muscle down a little bit.

White America’s favorite myth is the myth of nonviolence, which really means that oppressed people should not use violence against the oppressor. Think of the only country in the history of the world that dropped atomic bombs on other human beings now coming to black folks, poor folks, and young folks telling them to be nonviolent! Truman Nelson in The Right of Revolution describes that hypocrisy in all of its true horror:


They [black people] remember the bomb one of our liberal Presidents dropped on Hiroshima on August 6, 1945, from a bright blue sky at 8:15 in the morning. There was a blinding flash; the fireball dropped to the ground. A wind blew furiously through the streets of the city. It was a wind that could be seen, a wind of solid flame, dense enough to liquefy the stones of its channel.

Everyone it touched died instantly, but people a mile away felt their skins peel off and hang down like strips of cloth. This happened in utter darkness. Thirty minutes later it got light again, and there was a heavy rainfall of black water which was deadly poison. There were other phases of torture. A whirlwind came up at one o’clock, separating what was left of the half-liquefied buildings and hurling the fragments around like projectiles.

Some 200,000 people were killed in a matter of minutes, and the President was sent an enthusiastic cable saying, “Operated on this morning, stop, diagnosis not yet complete but results exceed expectations, stop . . . interest extends great distance.” Three days later, on August 9, 1945, the President of the United States ordered another bomb dropped, this time on Nagasaki.

It exploded just above Uragami Cathedral. The results did not “exceed” but were, perhaps, equal to the “expectations.” There was now a predictable pattern; first, tremendous heat, about 50,000,000 degrees centigrade. Then this cooled slightly, and the blast came which blew the people who had not been burned into extinction and which was mingled with the destruction of all the buildings at the hypercenter of the explosion. About 100,000 people were killed at once, but another 200,000 of Hiroshima and Nagasaki people have been dying slowly and painfully for the last twenty-two years.

Here then are two primitive bombs which killed 300,000 people rather quickly and kept another 200,000 in a lifelong concentration camp in which the daily tortures of pain and nausea are inflicted upon them without the necessity of guards, dogs, torture chambers, planned starvation, or uncounted miles of rusting barbed wire.



The myth of nonviolence touches me very closely personally. I am totally committed to the concept of nonviolence. To me “Thou Shalt Not Kill” includes anything with life in it, so consequently I have become a vegetarian. But even so I feel that white America should never be allowed to utter the word “nonviolence” as long as the Indian is trapped up on the reservation. No group of people has been more nonviolent than the Indians over the past few decades. The sad reality in America is that Indians would have to go on the warpath for America to listen truly to their demands. America really respects violence, and she only pays attention when someone is staring at her down the muzzle of a gun. Black folks know that America does not believe in nonviolence. We have watched a succession of Presidents send guns and bombs to Vietnam to free a foreigner; we know what white folks would do to free their own families.

I speak on more than three hundred college and university campuses each year, and I am constantly reminded that America has presented young people with so many problems to solve that youth had nothing to do with creating. We older folks spend twenty-four hours a day lying to young people. Then when the youth catch us in the lie, we say it is a generation gap. It is not a generation gap; it is a moral gap. The ecology fad represents older America’s latest trick. We say, “The number one problem facing America today is the problem of air and water pollution.” The number one problem facing America today is moral pollution. The same moral pollution which keeps the smoke up in the air also keeps the Indian on the reservation.

So youth in America today are saying to their elders, “No more lies!” The gradual process of social evolution in America has produced a new “black” mood with regard to social problems and racial relationships which is hard for the white mythology to understand. Perhaps a simple illustration will help. Think of the process of social evolution in America as a giant pendulum swinging back and forth. For more than three hundred years the American white man has been riding on that pendulum.

Up until the present moment in American history, the black man has been chasing the swinging pendulum trying to hitch a ride also. During the years of slavery and after the Emancipation Proclamation the black man chased the pendulum by trying to mimic the white man, trying to be as much like him as possible. But over the years the black man used up so much energy chasing the pendulum that he never had quite enough strength to jump on. Just when the pendulum seemed to be clearly within his grasp, the black man jumped and missed and the pendulum began to swing back the other way. And the black man started chasing once again.

The white man ridiculed the black man’s nappy hair, so the black man developed his own social “process” and straightened out the hair hangup. Then the white man ridiculed the black man’s thick lips, so the black man grew a moustache to cover that problem. The black man did everything he could to develop white attitudes, to try to think white—think white, be white—and the black man thought surely he would be able to catch the pendulum when he became “white” enough.

But the “whitening process” did not work. The pendulum slipped out of the black man’s grasp and began to swing back the other way. So the black man began to develop a new strategy. He pleaded with the white man, appealing to his conscience. The civil rights movement was a plea for integration, for a fair and equal share of the American Dream. It was a plea for inclusion, a moral claim socially and politically supported by the rhetoric of the Declaration of Independence and the United States Constitution.

During the chase the black man saw certain signs that perhaps the white man was listening—the Civil Rights Act, the Housing Act, the Voting Rights Act, and the Supreme Court decision on school desegregation. The black man saw that the rights acts looked good on paper but were nullified by lack of implementation. He saw that the white man was more concerned about the “inciting to riot” section of the 1968 act than he was with fair housing.

To add insult to injury, the black man saw another thing happening. Each time the pendulum completed its swing, the white man picked up another rider—the Irishman, the Italian, the Jew, and so on. Still the black man could not climb on board.

So the black man began to analyze the arc. He noticed that even though the pendulum swung away, it always swung back. The black man suddenly realized that he was dissipating all of his energy and strength chasing the pendulum. So the black man decided to stop chasing and wait.

During his period of waiting the black man has decided to address himself to his own problems. He has begun looking to his own history, his own culture, and his own neighborhood. The black man is developing authentic black attitudes. He has pride and sees beauty in his blackness. Rather than pleading for inclusion into the white man’s neighborhood, the black man is tackling the problems of his own neighborhood and demanding the right to solve those problems. He is demanding that the black community control its schools and its health, police and fire services, as well as the planning, strategy, and construction decisions that vitally affect life in the black community.

As the black man waits, he begins to see the tricks the white man used to keep him involved in the chase. The white man ridiculed the black man for the way he talked. And the black man used to be embarrassed when he would count “one, two, three, fo’.” The white man would say, “You colored folks sure do talk funny.” Then the black man went to England and heard the English language as it should be spoken. And he came home realizing that white folks can’t speak the English language properly either.

The black man knows that the process of social evolution dictates that the pendulum will swing back to him one day. When it does, he will be ready to encounter that white rider. But the black man sees that he will not be alone when he meets him. He looks at the 1968 Democratic Convention in Chicago and notices that the sons and daughters of the white man are jumping off the pendulum already. A new phase of social evolution has developed where white folks are battling in the streets over black folks—what was supposed to have happened during the Civil War.

There are those who say that the American pendulum has swung about as far right as it can get. If so, it will soon start swinging back. And when it does, black folks, and their young white, Puerto Rican, Chicano (Mexican-American), Indian, and Oriental allies will be ready.

Blackness is no longer a color, you see; it is an attitude.




Chapter 1

The Myth of the Puritan Pilgrim

OR “SIT DOWN YOU’RE ROCKIN’ THE ROCK”

“. . . where blood is once begun to be shed, it is seldom staunched of a long time after.”

JOHN ROBINSON, 1623

“So they committed themselves to the will of God & resolved to proseede,” explains William Bradford, second Governor of the Plymouth Plantation (yes, folks, that’s what he called it!) and one of the leaders of the Mayflower group of “church resisters.” His words stand as the classic articulation of the myth of the Puritan Pilgrim as it survives today.

Though the settlers who arrived in Plymouth were not the first American colonists from England, or even the most important and influential in New England, Plymouth Rock and the Mayflower are the symbols of the Pilgrim myth. And that myth goes something like this.

THE MYTH

The Puritans were a party in the Church of England who wanted to go all the way in carrying out the Protestant Reformation. They wanted to establish both a religion and a way of life based upon a strict interpretation of the Bible; that is, living and worshiping as the Bible would suggest—without all the frills the Church had added. The Church of England, a high-church and formal structure just a shade left of the Vatican, did not make it with the Puritans. However, King James I and his law-and-order men did not take well to an “underground church,” just as Department of Justice staffers are not likely to go to Fathers Dan and Phil Berrigan, George Clements, James Groppi, or the Reverend James Bevel for confession today. So after repeated busts and harassments the God-seeking Puritans split to Holland, where freedom of worship was respected, and formed the English Congregational Church in Leyden. But all the while they longed for an unmolested home under the English flag. They felt like “pilgrims and strangers” in a foreign land, and they were worried that their kids were losing contact with English culture. William Bradford felt the Dutch language was “uncouth.”

America seemed to be the answer. The Puritans got permission from the Virginia Company’s London branch, found some financial backing from a group of English merchants known as the “Adventurers,” and set sail in the Mayflower. Even the voyage across seemed to prove that God was on the side of the Puritan Pilgrims. They had originally planned to make the voyage to American in two ships. But the second ship, the Speedwell, didn’t live up to its name, proving to be neither “well” nor “speedy” as it kept springing leaks, so the entire Pilgrim group had to crowd on the Mayflower, which wasn’t in any too good a shape itself. That the leaky ship made it from England to America with a 180-ton burden proved divine sympathy was with the undertaking.

After a long, hard sixty-five-day journey, the Puritan Pilgrims finally landed on the New England shores, considerably north of Virginia, and decided to settle along what is now Plymouth harbor. Thus it turned out to be a real “mass” movement. They arrived en masse, in Mass, running away from Mass.

Only courage and devotion kept the little band of Pilgrims alive. Though ill-equipped to make it on their own in an unfamiliar land, lacking both talent and resources, they somehow survived. Pilgrim rhetoric says God provided the survival kit. Governor Bradford said, “They knew they were pilgrims, and looked not much on those things, but lift up their eyes to the heavens, their dearest country.” And William Brewster boasted, “It is not with us as with other men, who small things can discourage, or small discontentments cause to wish themselves at home again.”

Surviving the first winter in the settlement of New Plymouth stands as one of the first “profiles in American courage.” Think of the odds, the myth perpetrators tell us. Mishaps and delays caused the Puritan Pilgrims to land in the midst of one of those terrible New England winters. Not only did nature prove to be hostile, but all the time, as one historian put it, there were “dusky savages skulking among the trees.” More than half of the band of settlers died that first winter, and “at one time the living were scarcely able to bury the dead.” (Of course, if the Puritans really took the Bible seriously, that shouldn’t have caused any concern. After all, Jesus said, “Let the dead bury the dead.”

No ship arrived with additional supplies for a whole year. Yet when the good ship Fortune did arrive, with thirty-five new mouths to feed, not one of the original survivors wanted to make the trip back to England when the Fortune set sail again. Such is the stuff the Pilgrim fathers were made of.

And, the myth continues, the Pilgrims were also the fathers of the democratic form of government America holds so dear. Upon arriving in the New World, the Pilgrims drew up the Mayflower Compact, which stated that they would be ruled by the will of the majority until England made permanent provision for the new colony.

Pulitzer-prize winning historians Henry Steele Commager and Samuel Eliot Morison sum it up this way in The Growth of the American Republic:


But they [the Puritan Pilgrims] never lost heart or considered giving up and going home. These simple folks were exalted to the stature of statesmen and prophets in their narrow sphere, because they ardently believed, and so greatly dared, and firmly endured. They set forth in acts as in words the stout-hearted idealism in action that Americans admire; that is why Plymouth Rock has become a symbol.



And Governor Bradford concluded in his annals:


Thus out of small beginnings greater things have been produced by his hand that made all things of nothing, and gives being to all things that are; and as one small candle may light a thousand; so the light here kindled hath shone unto many, yea, in some sort, to our whole nation.



So the Puritan Pilgrims, though later to be replaced by the founding fathers of the American Revolution, still remain most dear to American mythology. America the God-fearing and God-loving nation was founded by those who shared that fear and love. America is specially blessed because of her religious origins. “Land where our fathers died; land of the pilgrims’ pride; from every mountainside; let freedom ring.”

And every Thanksgiving little kids in public school assemblies re-enact that first New England feast, complete with funny hats and costumes, and always, of course, carrying muskets.

THE ROCK IS ROCKY

Of course there were too many slaves in the English colonies for the Plymouth Rock myth to sit well in the black community. To black folks the myth says, “Here was a man searching for religious freedom and the right to worship as he pleased, and on his way over to find God, he stole us.” It is a strange man who wants to establish a way of life as the Bible suggests and begins that new way of life by keeping some slaves.

But even white folks should realize the shaky foundation upon which Plymouth Rock rests. The Puritan Pilgrims arrived in Plymouth quite by accident. Call it divine intervention if you want to, but God had to pull some pretty shady deals with the Indians to make it happen.

When the Puritan Pilgrims were looking to the New World for a place to settle, their first choice was Guiana, which Sir Walter Raleigh had described so alluringly. But they soon decided that a tropical climate would not be the best for industrious Puritans. Besides, the new colony would be dangerously exposed to the Spaniards, who had proved themselves not very friendly to another group of God-seekers, the Huguenots, whom they had wiped out in Florida.

Second choice was Virginia, but the Puritans soon remembered that Episcopal (Church of England) ideas had already taken root there. New England was considered too cold, but the land around the Delaware River seemed ideal. Through the help of Sir Edwin Sandys, who was sympathetic to the Puritans, negotiations were completed with the London Company for a grant of land in the Delaware River area.

Quite the opposite from nature being hostile, if it hadn’t been for certain acts of nature, Plymouth Rock would never have happened. Storms and foul weather so confused accurate measurings of latitude and longitude that the Puritans ended up in Cape Cod. Since they were not in an area under the jurisdiction of the London Company, they tried to head south but were again turned back by natural hazards. So Plymouth became the best possible site for settling considering the circumstances. Even though their land grant was no good, the Puritans thought they could easily obtain a new grant from the Plymouth Company.

Nature’s unforeseen change of the Puritans’ travel plans probably saved their lives. It so happens that some three years before the Puritan Pilgrims landed, a terrible pestilence had swept over the New England area and killed, according to some estimates, half of the Indian population between the Penobscot river and Narragansett bay. Many of the Wampanoag Indians in the area attributed this calamity to their having killed two or three white fishermen the year before. So when the Pilgrims landed, the Indians were reluctant to deal with the invaders, thinking that all white folks might have the power of the plague at their disposal. Those “dusky savages skulking among the trees” were merely looking out for the plague demon. Just keeping an eye on white folks.

When the Pilgrims landed, the Indians held a pow-wow and went through elaborate rituals, conjuring up every kind of curse imaginable, but they were superstitious enough not to resort to physical methods of attack. Thus began a phenomenon which was later to become a byword in America—religiously inspired strategic nonviolence. So the Indians left the Puritan Pilgrims alone that crucial first winter.

But that was all the time the white folks needed. At the first sight of Indians scurrying in the bushes, a platform was built on the nearest hill and a few cannon were placed there to cover the neighboring valleys and plains. By the end of summer the platform had become a fort, overlooking and protecting the harbor and the rapidly growing village.

Imagine what would have happened to the Plymouth Rock myth if nature had not intervened. The Puritan Pilgrims would have landed on course in the lands between the Hudson and the Delaware. They probably would have had problems with the Dutch. If not, they would have found themselves in the territory of the Susquehannock Indians, at the time one of the most powerful tribes on the continent. And the Susquehannocks did not have hangups about the plague demon.

PURIFYING THE PURE

What kind of stock were these Pilgrim ancestors white folks have been trying to trace their ancestry back to for over three hundred years? First of all, there is some argument among historians that the Plymouth Rock folks were Puritans at all. Some say they were Separatists, not Puritans, the latter group being the settlers of the Massachusetts Bay Colony. Those Massachusetts folks proclaimed a more “pure” rhetoric, seeing themselves and their colonial enterprise as a “beacon of light for all mankind.” I suppose that really means making the Indian’s territory “safe for democracy.”

But it is clear that the Mayflower group had no other motives for settling down in the New World than looking out for number one. They didn’t see themselves on a missionary crusade to convert the Indians as other pilgrims did. They just wanted a bit of land in which they could do their own thing. What that thing was to be we shall soon see. But whether or not Puritans or Separatists is the proper designation for the Plymouth Rock group matters little, because fewer than half of the Mayflower arrivals were pilgrims anyway. Captain Miles Standish was a non-Pilgrim hired to serve as military adviser, along with two hired seamen and fourteen indentured servants and hired artisans, thus forming the first military-industrial complex.

Brother Standish was responsible for originating an American problem which many people feel is still paramount today—the use of outside agitators who encourage looting and stealing. When the Mayflower first docked in Provincetown, Standish led a few expeditions inland to explore. When Standish and his men came across some corn buried by the Indians in underground barns, they couldn’t resist the urge to “cop” their new find, thus giving a very early answer to the Indian’s question of whether or not he could trust the white man. Governor Bradford later said that planting the stolen kernels of corn the following spring is what saved the Pilgrim fathers from starvation. Of course, a few bushels of corn were minor compared to what the white man would later steal from the Indian.

But at least Brother Standish didn’t steal Indians themselves, as an earlier white invader in the same area, George Weymouth, had done. Weymouth and his traveling buddy, James Rosier, worked for English promoters who were trying to drum up enthusiasm for settling in the New World. Colonization was seen as good business primarily, and religious considerations only came in second. To the English capitalists, if religion could get folks over there, fine. The main thing was to get white folks settled over in the land of the Indians with a tie to England, so that money-making goods would flow into the mother country.

Weymouth and Rosier did some trading with the Indians to get them used to the idea. Or, as Weymouth said, the English “wished to bring [the Indians] to an understanding of exchange” so that “they might conceive the intent of our comming to them to be for no other end.” Since the English planned eventually to get as much of the Indians’ land as possible, they wanted to make that later job easier—or again, as Weymouth said, to treat the Indians “with as great kindness as we could devise” without regard to profit.

But one day Weymouth and Rosier got the feeling that the Indians were setting them up for an ambush. Probably because of their own guilt, their [white folks’] fears came out in them, and on the suspicion of ambush alone they decided that the natives belonged “in the ranke of other Salvages, who have beene by travellers in most discoveries found very treacherous.” So the two Englishmen cut out, kidnaping a few Indians to take with them, and headed back for home shores.

Back in England, Ferdinando Georges, head man in Plymouth, was very pleased with the Indian catch. He saw them as very good for promotion. The Indians were taught the English language and then were used to make speeches about the riches of the New World and the good life to be found there. Such Madison Avenue hustling paid off. The New World was described as a veritable paradise; rivers filled with fish, jumping out in Charlie Tuna fashion just begging to be caught; turkeys falling out of the trees before you could shoot them; animals eager to give up their furs; and all manner of utopian delights.

People remembered Thomas More’s description of a utopia located somewhere in the New World, and America seemed to be it. All kinds of folks were attracted to going there, not just the God-seekers. Convicts from the jails of Middlesex and other counties in England for example. As early as 1617 convicted criminals were saved from the gallows in England to “yeilde a profitable service to the Commonwealth in parts abroad.” By 1670 the good folks in Virginia were quite upset at the great number of “fellons and other desperate villianes sent hither from the prisons of England.” They petitioned their council for law and order to prevent the “barbarous designs and felonious practices of these wicked men,” and to see to it that English promoters stopped sending “jailbirds” into the New World.

America also proved to be a convenient “fresh air fund” for England—get the kids off the streets and into the colonies. Poor folks in general and kids in particular, with whom England was “pestered,” were sent to the colonies. King James himself sent off a group of “Duty boys” on the ship Duty: “divers young people” of whom the king wrote to Sir Thomas Smith, a leading English promoter, January 13, 1619, “who wanting imployment doe live idle and followe the Court.” Some towns saw America as a convenient answer to the poverty problem, recognizing that a one-way ticket was a cheap form of relief and a good way of getting rid of indigents.

Thus in the colonization of America the English government and the capitalists worked hand in hand. Colonization was good for business and a way of getting rid of undesirables. King James was glad to get rid of the Pilgrim fathers because he had vowed either to whip them into line or to run them out of the country. After all, they were dissenters, opponents of the Church establishment. Anything the promoters could do to make the trip enticing had governmental approval.

It is like the “Join the Army—See the World” slogan syndrome today. Hearing that propaganda, one would think army life is just one big vacation. The army promoters do not tell you about the war. When the real word of war filters back, young folks are not so easily enticed. It was the same with the criminals and children in England when the word came back about the sufferings and hardships in the New World. The vital statistics of colonization, those who died either in or on the way to the New World, were so appalling that “some of the children designed by the City [of London]” refused to make the trip. To die from epidemics and getting acclimated to life in America was not a happy prospect even to vagrants and criminals; and to many such folks the thought of the trip over was no better than life in prison or death on the gallows.

Even today, the army is used as a way out for youthful offenders. Teenage gang leaders are told, “The best place for you is in the army.” Soldiers go into the service for various reasons—to avoid being drafted, to get army pay because they can’t get a job at home, and so on—not just for the pure patriotic reasons of duty to or love of one’s country. Just as colonists came to America for various reasons other than the search for religious freedom that the myth of American history extols.

Of course the English promoters had an advantage over the army promoters today. The English didn’t have to buck television. Had there been a news team with cameras in the colonies and on the ships going over, most people would have given up on the colonizing idea when they saw the first TV special. Army promoters have faced the problem of Huntley and Brinkley, or Walter Cronkite, bringing the Vietnam war into every American living room each night. Young folks see the killing at first hand. And they are not about to fall for the “Join the Army—See the World” line.

People underestimate the power and influence of television. Many folks are upset about crime in the streets and rioters looting television sets. They ought to see it as retribution, since television is largely responsible for such acts in the first place. I don’t know what kind of a hoodlum I might have been if we had had television when I was a kid. I went to bed hungry every night, unless I was lucky enough to grab a biscuit my brothers didn’t see me take. But if I had gone to bed and turned on the Tonight show, where one commercial showed me more food than our family saw in a month, who knows how much stealing I might have done the next day. And in a country, the richest country in the world, where more than a quarter of the population goes to bed each night underfed and hungry, crime in the streets could be seen as reparations. Nobody in America should be allowed to walk the streets safe until the problem of hunger is solved.

Think of the insult to poor folks in America when the government pays Senator Eastland of Mississippi $10,000 a month not to plant food crops and pays a poor black baby in Mississippi $8 a month to survive. As long as that continues, crime in the streets of Washington, D.C., will never begin to equal the crime on Capitol Hill.

The way Americans seem to think today, about the only way to end hunger in America would be for Secretary of Defense Melvin Laird to go on national television and say we are falling behind the Russians in feeding folks. Just let a team of Russian sociologists go into hunger-ridden areas of America and say the same things publicly that certain United States senators have been saying, and the entire nation would be outraged enough to demand some changes.

Since the Nixon administration seems to be concerned more about “crime in the streets” than eliminating poverty and hunger in America, the least President Nixon could do is effect some personnel changes to mollify the situation. Like making Vice President Spiro Agnew head of the poverty program. Poor folks would still be hungry, of course, but at least their appetites would be spoiled.

But America continues to be interested more in taking pot shots at the moon than in shooting down hunger. America is concerned more with the possibility of moon folks than with the reality of hungry poor folks. That priority doesn’t even make sense scientifically. It ought to be easier to place food in a man’s stomach than to place a man on the moon. At least in the feeding process you have gravity working on your side. Food digests and is expelled from the body in accord with the law of gravity. With moon shots it is an uphill struggle all the way.

Just think of the insult to poor folks watching their government spend $24 billion to go to the moon to collect a few pounds of rocks, only to see those rocks ground up and fed to some white mice. Not only were there no black astronauts, but NASA didn’t even have sense enough to get those mice from a ghetto dweller. The black ghetto can supply the NASA laboratories with any kind of rats or mice they need—black, brown, white, albino, or queer.

But getting back to the lessons of history, I suppose we could say that Miles Standish started the whole ugly process—stealing food from the mouths of Indians to keep the colonizers alive. And America has been living off the oppressed ever since. The Puritan Pilgrims themselves were in great need of purification.

BIBLES AND BULLETS

Or maybe decontamination would be a better choice of words. The plague that wiped out nearly half the New England Indian population was undoubtedly a disease introduced by white Europeans. Modern authorities are reluctant to try to diagnose the disease, since historical scraps of evidence are both vague and contradictory. There is general agreement on what it was not: yellow fever, smallpox, jaundice, or typhoid fever. It could have been measles, bubonic plague, or perhaps even a combination of diseases that hit various tribes of Indians simultaneously. At any rate, the Pilgrims seemed to be immune, though they were probably carriers. Yet the Pilgrims saw themselves as carrying the gospel of Jesus Christ rather than disease. The plague, they felt, was divine action, showing that clearly God was making room for his people.

The general attitude of the Pilgrims toward the Indians was that they were heathens who needed to be saved. Popular mythology of the time saw the Indians in America as descended from the ten lost tribes of Israel, and therefore in special need of conversion. The Reverend Thomas Thorowgood, for example, argued this opinion in his Jewes in America, or Probabilities that the Americans are of that Race, published in London in 1650. He offered as evidence similarities between Jews and Indians in speech, customs, and ease of childbirth. Pushing the conversion and missionary idea, Cotton Mather wrote in his Magnalia Christi Americana in 1702: “Though we know not when or how these Indians first became inhabitants of this mighty continent, yet we may guess that probably the devil decoyed those miserable savages hither in hopes that the gospel of the Lord Jesus Christ would never come here to destroy or disturb his absolute empire over them.”

So once again the Bible was used to cover up the “discovery” of a land that was already occupied. Not only occupied, but being used at the time. The Pilgrims felt they had “spiritual” benefits to offer the Indians—the gospel of Jesus Christ—and the Indians had certain “temporal” benefits to offer them, namely land. The Pilgrims seemed to feel that was a fair exchange.

But the Bible has always been cleverly used in colonization efforts. In fact, the history of the performance of white Christian missionaries in Africa first aroused my own personal curiosity about the strange power of the Bible. When the white Christian missionaries went to Africa, the white folks had the bibles and the natives had the land. When the missionaries pulled out, they had the land, and the natives had the bibles. Now that’s a pretty good trick if you can pull it off. I’ve often wondered if I could try the same pattern with the Board of Directors of General Motors. I’d walk into the board meeting with my Bible under my arm. If I could find the magic formula that worked so well for the missionaries, when I left the meeting, I’d own the corporation and each director would have a Bible.

Of course, the magic formula that worked so well for the Pilgrim fathers was guns and gunpower. Genocide became the substitute for conversion. Folks in America today, both black and white, who say it looks like this country is getting ready to start practicing genocide simply do not know their American history, as any Indian can tell you. America is just now getting ready to expand her group.

When the Indians first decided to pay a visit to the Plymouth Plantation at the end of that first winter, the first to come calling was an Indian named Samoset who had learned some English from fishermen on the coast and was inclined to be friendly. He came with words of welcome. He was later followed by Chief Massasoit, accompanied by a group of feathered and painted warriors. The Chief and the Governor smoked the pipe of peace, while Miles Standish and a half-dozen musketeers stood by just in case.

Later on when the Chief of the Narragansett Indians, Canonicus, decided to check the Pilgrims out by issuing a challenge, gunpowder again proved to be the answer, though it was not fired. Canonicus sent a messenger to Governor Bradford with a bundle of arrows wrapped in snakeskin. Bradford sent back the same snakeskin wrapped around some gunpowder and bullets. Canonicus could have mustered two thousand warriors, but the bluff worked, giving the Pilgrims a little more time. The Indians didn’t know what the stuff was and carried it gingerly out of camp. Considering their experience with white folks to date, I’m not surprised they were suspicious. After all, it might have been plague powder.

It is hard to imagine what America might have developed into had there been no guns from the very beginning. The Pilgrim fathers would have had to approach the Indians from the standpoint of pure morality, rather than from a standpoint of puritanism, which always had in the background thoughts of acquisition, colonization, and profit. Just as it would be difficult to imagine what a nonviolent army could accomplish today. If thousands of American troops appeared on the battlefields of the world totally unarmed. Or if America gave up the space and arms races and instead began really feeding starving peoples the world over, sending out technical and medical teams to wipe out disease everywhere rather than military supplies and assistance. A new kind of race among nations could be initiated. America could stand proudly before the eyes of the world and say to Russia, “Instead of matching us rocket for rocket, or missile for missile, let’s see you match us in morality, humanitarian act for humanitarian act.”

But the Pilgrim fathers chose instead to bring and use their guns. And the severity of that usage shocked the Plymouth Pilgrims’ dearest friend and spiritual leader, John Robinson, who had been pastor of the church in Leyden, Holland, but remained behind when the congregation sailed for America. He received a report of the Pilgrims’ retaliatory attack upon the Indians, after an earlier Indian attack caused by the wrongdoings of another Englishman in the area, Andrew Weston. In a letter to Governor Bradford, Robinson wrote:


Concerning the killing of those poor Indians, of which we heard at first by report, and since by more certain relation. Oh, how happy a thing had it been, if you had converted some before you had killed any! Besides, where blood is once begun to be shed, it is seldom staunched of a long time after. You will say they deserved it. I grant it; but upon what provocations and invitements by those heathenish Christians [Mr. Weston’s men]. Besides, you being no magistrates over them were to consider not what they deserved but what you were by necessity constrained to inflict. Necessity of this, especially of killing so many (and many more, it seems, they would, if they could) I see not. Methinks one or two principals should have been full enough, according to that approved rule, The punishment to a few, and the fear to many. Upon this occasion let me be bold to exhort you seriously to consider of the disposition of your Captain, whom I love, and am persuaded the Lord in great mercy and for much good hath sent you him, if you use him aright. He is a man humble and meek amongst you, and towards all in ordinary course. But now if this be merely from an humane spirit, there is cause to fear that by occasion, especially of provocation, there may be wanting that tenderness of the life of man (made after God’s image) which is meet. It is also a thing more glorious, in men’s eyes, than pleasing in God’s or convenient for Christians, to be a terrour to poor barbarous people. And indeed I am afraid lest, by these occasions, others whould be drawn to affect a kind of ruffling course in the world.



Robinson’s words remain a healthy reminder today. The “staunch” fouls the air we breathe more than any industrial form of air pollution. As America sends her troops all over the world to make it “safe for democracy,” who is going to guarantee the Indian at home that he is safe from his neighbors?

Samuel Sewall saw well what was happening back in 1700, and suggested a better approach in a letter to Sir William Ashhurst:


I should think it requisite that convenient Tracts of Land should be set out to them; and that by plain and natural Boundaries, as much as may be; as Lakes, Rivers, Mountains, Rocks, Upon which for any English man to encourach, should be accounted a Crime. Except this be done, I fear their own Jealousies, and the French Friers will persuade them, that the English, as they encrease, and think they want more room, will never leave till they have crouded them quite out of all their Lands. And it will be a vain attempt for us to offer Heaven to them, if they take up prejudices against us, as if we did grudge them a Living upon their own Earth.



Those boundaries became “reservations,” as the Indians were “crowded quite out of all their lands.” And the reservations remain shameful pockets of squalor, hunger, poverty, and disease. The Pilgrim fathers, and their English sponsors, were indeed out to acquire land and goods, and guns were essential to such acquisition.

THE COMPACT MAYFLOWER CABINET

While the Mayflower was anchored in Cape Cod, the free adult males gathered in the ship’s cabin and drew up what was known as the “Mayflower Compact.” Since the Plymouth Rock settlers did not have a charter, it was to govern them until other provisions were made. Said the compact:


IN YE NAME OF GOD, AMEN! We whose names are underwritten, the loyall subjects of our dread soveraigne Lord, King James, by ye grace of God, of Great Britaine, Franc & Ireland, king, defender of ye faith, &c., haveing undertaken, for ye glorie of God and advancement of ye Christian faith and honour of our king and countrie, a voyage to plant ye first colonie in ye Northerne parts of Virginia, doe by these presents solemnly and mutually in ye presence of God, and one of another, covenant and combine our selves together into a civill body politick, for our better ordering and preservation and furtherance of ye ends aforesaid; and by vertue hearof to enacte, constitute, and frame such just and equall lawes, ordinances, acts, constitutions, and offices, from time to time, as shall be thought most meete and convenient for ye general good of ye Colonie, unto which we promise all due submission and obedience.



The document was signed by forty-one men.

Historians have said this Mayflower Compact of 1620 “stands with the Virginia Assembly of 1619 as the foundation stones of American institutions. Nothing like these happened anywhere else in the world for almost two centuries.” That historical observation is probably true.

Governor Bradford, of course, would not have claimed to be setting any democratic standards. It was his belief that men are elected to office to govern, and that their decisions should not be subjected to public review. With such a belief, he would fit in well with the modern-day Presidents. Having been elected to office, Bradford could say with conviction that his decisions “will in no way whatsoever be affected” by demonstrations of the populace.

The little group who met in the ship’s cabin to sign the Mayflower Compact symbolizes the exclusiveness that continues to mark American institutions. They were free, adult males. That excludes women, youth, and poor folks (or servants). In fact, Governor Bradford had to write back to his capitalist backers in England, the Adventurers, to assure them that such exclusion was indeed being practiced. Such wild rumors of the kind of democracy being allowed in the colony were circulating in England that, in 1623, Bradford sent personal word that women and children were not voting. I guess it was just assumed that servants had no say, but the Adventurers seemed to be worried that a women’s liberation and a youth movement were taking root in their colony.

Thus the symbolic foundation for institutional racism and exclusion today. Basically, black folks in America do not hate white folks. Of course, you have some black folks who hate turnips. What blacks folks in America hate and resent are the stinking white racist institutions.

I suppose white folks’ arrogance makes them think they are black folks’ problem. But, really, individual white folks are insignificant. Individual expressions of racism never hurt me. A man has a constitutional right to call me a “nigger,” under the Bill of Rights. That’s freedom of speech. But that man better not spit in my face while he’s saying it. Institutional racism in America continues to spit in the face of black folks and choke us to death.

Let me give an example of the insignificance of individual white folks. If all the white folks in America disappeared overnight, leaving no one but blacks, Puerto Ricans, Indians, Chicanos, and Orientals, and we continued to have to take those college entrance exams in white educational institutions, we still couldn’t get in. And it would have nothing to do with the presence of individual white folks. The American system has compressed black folks into condensed, overcrowded urban areas called ghettos, and in such an atmosphere, black folks have had to develop their own culture in order to survive. Yet when a black kid takes the college entrance exam, he does not find one question relating to that black culture. What does a black ghetto kid know or care about the Eiffel Tower or the governments of Europe? But ask him about the failure of the poverty program or if the model cities program has eliminated rats and roaches, and I’ll bet he knows the answer. An Indian youth will not be asked any questions on his college entrance exam about life on the Indian reservation where America has forced him to live. He will be asked a question like “What was Abraham Lincoln’s mother’s name?” If we really wanted to find out how dumb the rest of Americans are, we should let the Indian write the college entrance exam. “What was Sitting Bull’s grandma’s name?”

I meet so many black folks who say
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