The Politics
and Aesthetics of
“New Negro” Literature

Cary D. Wintz

GARLAND PuBLISHING, INC.
New York & London . '
1996 ,



Irroductions copyright © 199 Cary DL Wintz

All rights reserved

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

The politics and aesthetics of “New Negro” literature / edited with in-

troductions by Cary D, Winiz.

p. om. — (The Harlem Renaissance, 1920-1940 © 2)

Includes bibliographical references.
1SBN 0-8153-2213-5 (alk. paper)

1. American literatuire—Afro-American authors—History and
criticism. 2. Palitics and literature—United States—History—20th
CONAMLY; 3. American literature—20th century—History and criticism.
4, Harleni whlew York, N.Y)—Intellectual life--20th century.

5. Affo-Amterfgans—Intellectual life. 6. Afro-Americans in literature.
TAfrosAetican acsthetics. 8. Harlem Renaissance.

Carv D, 1943~ . 1. Series,
PSIELNSESS  Fovo
Y. 989607 3-#dc 20

Printed on acid-frex, 250-year-life paper
Marufoctured in U e United States of Amgericd

96-16126
cIre

1. Wintz,

contents

ix Series Introduction
xiii Volume Introduction
1 Ebony and Topaz: A Collectanea

Charles S. Johnson, ed.

Defining the Harlem Renaissance and Black Literature
164 The Negro-Art Hokum
Gearge S. Schuyler
166 The Negro Artist and the Racial Mountain
Langston Hughes
170 Editorial: American Negro Art
Charles S. Johnson ‘
172 Editorial: Gambling the Lyre
Charles S. Johnson .
174 Fditorial: Some Perils of the “Renaissance”
175 Characteristics of Negro Expression
Zora Neale Hurston
183 Harlem Reviewed
Nancy Cunard

Art, Theater, and Music

192 A Negro Art Exhibit

194 To Certain of Qur Phillistines
Alain Lacke

196 Editorial: Negro Art

198 Negro Art, Past and Present
Albert €. Barnes

202 The Negro Spirituals and Amcrican Arn
Laurence Buermeyer

205 Editorial: More About African Art



vi

206

208

211

214

215

216

217

219

227

230

236

237

241

CONTENTS

The Art of the Congo
Melville J. Herskovits

African Plastic in Contemporary Art
Harry Alan Potamkin

The Negro in Dramatic Art
Raymond O°Neil

The Negro in the Field of Drama
Rowena Woodham Jelliffe

Has the Negro a Place in the Theatre?
Jules Bledsoe

A Criticism of the Negro Drama: As It Relates to the Negro

Dramatist and Artist
Eulalie Spence

The Theatre: A Review of Porgy
Harry S. Keelan

The Gift of Laughter
Jessie Fauset

The Negro’s Cycle of Song—A Review
Arthur Huff Fauset

Self-Portraiture and Social Criticism in Negro Folk-Song
B.A. Botkin

The Profanation of Negro Spirituals
George A. Webb

Spirituals and Neo-Spirituals
Zora Neale Hurston

A Folk Culture in the Making
E. Franklin Frazier

Seotting the Political Agenda for the Harlom Renaissance

247

253

263
265

268

271

283

291

297

The Dilemma of the Negro Author
James Weldon Johnson

The Larger Success
James Weldon Johnson

On Writing About Negroes

A Note on the Sociology of Negro Literature
Fred De Armond

The Advance of the Negro
V. F. Calverton

The Negro Enters Literature
Charles S. Johnson

Race Prejudice and the Negro Artist
James Weldon Johnson

The Negro Looks at an Outworn Tradition
Alice Dunbar Nelson

Negro Authors and White Publishers

Fasansm 4720 dnce Talogronnm

298

300

306

308

311

317

319

321

323

325

333

CONTENTS

Negro Authors Must Eat
George W. Jacobs
Our Literary Audience
Sterling A. Brown
The Burden of Credulity
H.L. Mencken
H.L. Mencken Finds Flowers in a “Dunghill”
A. Clayton Powell
Art Is Not Enough
Benjamin Brawley
Claude McKay to Nancy Cunard, September 18, 1932 from
Tangier, Morocco
Claude McKay to Naricy Cunard, September 29, 1932 from
Tangier, Morocco

Writers, Words and the World n
Langston Hughes

Democracy, Negroes, and Writers
Langston Hughes

My Adventures as a Social Poet
Langston Hughes

A Note on Contempo and Langston Hughes

The Politics of Publishing—Letters and Memos

335
336
337
338
339
340
341
342
343
344
345
346

348

Alfred A. Knopf to Langston Hughes, July 29, 1930
Langston Hughes to Carl Van Vechten, September 4, 1930
Alfred A. Knopf to Langston Hughes, March 2, 1931

Carl Van Vechten to Blanche Knopf, April 3, 1933
Blanche Knopf to Langston Hughes, August 21, 1933
Langston Hughes to Blanche Knopf, February 27, 1934
Carl Van Vechten to Blanche Knopf, March 12, 1934
Blanche Knopf to Langston Hughes, March 12, 1934
Langston Hughes to Blanche Knopf, nd {1934]

Memo, HS (Harold Strauss) to Mr. Knopf, March 1, 1940
Memo, HS (Harold Strauss) to Mrs. Knopt, April 8, 1940
Langston Hughes to Mrs. Blanche Knopf, February 8, 1940
[from Monterey, California}

Reader’s Report, November 27, 1942, Langston Hughes,
The Big Sea, H. Strauss

The Politics of the New Negro

350

353

The Negro and Radical Thought
W.E.B. Du Bois

Soviet Russia and the Negro
Claude McKay



363

366

370
372

377

Garvey and Garveyism—An Estimate
A.F. Elmes

The Garvey Movement
E. Franklin Frazier

Editorial: Garvey and the “Garvey Movement”
The Social Philosophy of Booker T. Washington

Charles S. Johnson :
Acknowledgments

Series Introduction

The Harlem Renaissance was the most significant event in African American literature
and culture in the twentieth century. While its most obvious manifestation was as a
self-conscious literary movement, it touched almost every aspect of African American
culture and intellectual life in the period from World War I to the Great Depression. Its
impact redefined black music, theater, and the visual arts; it reflected a new more mili-
tant political/racial consciousness and racial pride that was associated with the term
“New Negro”; it embodied the struggle for civil rights that had been reinvigorated by
the founding of the N.A.A.C.P. and the ideology of W.E.B. Du Bois; and it was an aspect
of the urbanization of African Americans that first attracted public attention in the early
twentieth century with the black migration.

Within this context it is difficult to pinpoint the chronological limits of the
Harlem Renaissance. Generally the consensus among scholars is that the Harlem Re-
naissance was an event of the 1920s, bounded on one side by World War [ and the race
riots of 1919 and on the other side by the 1929 stock market crash. Some, however,
have either greatly expanded or sharply restricted the time span of the movement. In
1967 Abraham Chapman wrote that he saw elements of the Renaissance in Claude
McKay’s poetry of 1917 and even in W.E.B. Du Bois’s poem, “The Song of the Smoke,”
which was published in 1899.! Nathan Huggins argued that the Renaissance began
during the years between the beginning of World War I and 1920, when the center of
power in the African American community shifted from Tuskegee to Harlem, and he
saw the Harlem Riots of 1935 as the end of the movement.? John Hope Franklin, on
the other hand, wrote as late as 1980 that the Harlem Renaissance extended into the
1960s; more recently he has modified that concept, and now speaks of a first and sec-
ond phase of the Harlem Renaissance, with the latter phase extending into the 1940s
and beyond; he also observes that African American literary creativity was not confined
to Harlem, but spread across the entire country® Benjamin Brawley, the preeminent
African American literary historian contemporary to the Harlem Renaissance,
downplayed the concept of the “so-called Negro literary renaissance,” which he fel was
centered around the publication of Carl Van Vechten’s Nigger Heaven in 1926 and which
he argued had no significant positive influence on African American literature.* Finally,
Sterling Brown, one of the Harlem Renaissance poets and later a literary scholar, de-
nied that Har'em was ever the center of a black literary movement.®



x SERIES INTRODUCTION

For the purposes of this collection the Harlem Renaissance is viewed prima-
rily as a literary and intellectual movement. While theater, music, and the visual arts
are looked at briefly, the focus is on African American literature, the assessment and
criticism of this literature, and the relation of this literature to the political and social
issues confronting African Americans in the early twentieth century.

The Harlem Renaissance was a self-conscious movement. That is, the writers
and poets who participated in the movement were aware that they were involved in a
literary movement and assumed at least partial responsibility for defining the param-
eters and aesthetics of the movement; black scholars and intellectuals were also aware
of the Harlem Renaissance (even if they railed against it) and attempted to define the
movement in terms both of literature and the political and social implications of that
literature. While it was self-conscious, the Harlem Renaissance lacked a well-defined
ideological or aesthetic center. It was more a community of writers, poets, critics, patrons,
sponsors, and publishers than a structured and focused intellectual movement. It may
be best conceptualized as an attitude or a state of mind—a feeling shared by a number
of black writers and intellectuals who centered their activities in Harlem in the 1920s
and early 1930s. The men and women who participated in the movement shared little
but a consciousness that they were part of a common endeavor—a new awakening of
African American culture and creativity; other than that what bound them together was
a pride in their racial heritage, an essentially middle-class background, and the fact that
all, 1o a greater or lesser degree, were connected to Harler at the time that Harlem was
emerging as the cultural, intellectual, and political center of black America.

within this context, the Harlem Renaissance may best be conceptualized as a
group of black writers and poets, orbiting erratically around a group of black intellec-
tuals positioned in the N.A.A.C.P., the Urban League, and other African American po-
litical and educational institutions. These older intellectuals supported the movement,
criticized it, attempted with varying success to define it, and served as liaison between
the writers and the white publishers, patrons, and critics who dominated the business
of literature in the United States in the 1920s. Complicating and enriching this mix was
the fact that the lines between the various types of participants were not clearly drawn.
James Weldon Johnson, for example, was a major promoter of the movement and a poet
and novelist in his own right; Jessie Fauset, the most prolific novelist of the period, also
served as literary editor of The Crisis and actively promoted the careers of young black
writers; Countee Cullen, Sterling Brown, and Gwendolyn Bennett wrote regular liter-
ary columns, while Wallace Thurman, Langston Hughes, and several other writers
attempted to publish literary magazines; and Carl Van Vechter, a white promoter of
Alfrican American literature, worked closely with the Knopfs to publish black literature,
authored the best-known novel of Harlem life, and almost singlehandedly created the
white fascination with Harlem and African American life that characterized the 1920s.

With this definition it becomes a little easier to define the parameters of the
movement. The Harlem Renaissance began in the early 1920s, when Jean Toomer pub-
lished Cane and African American writers and intellectuals began to realize that some-
thing new was happening in black literature. The movement extended well into the
1930s and included the works of Zora Neale Hurston, Claude McKay, and Langston
Hughes that were published in that decade. As long as they and other writers consciously

SERIES INTRODUCTION xi

pass the younger writers like Richard Wright, Frank Yerby, or Ralph Ellison, who
emerged in the 1930s and 1940s. Like so much else, these boundaries are not exact.
Antecedents to the Harlem Renaissance are clear in the first two decades of the twen-
tieth century; likewise it is easy to place some of Langston Hughes's work from the 1940s
and 1950s in the Renaissance.

The goal of this series is to reprint articles and other materials that will delin-
eate a clear picture and foster an understanding of the Harlem Renaissance. Three types
of materials are included in this series. First, and most important, are the critical and
interpretive materials on the Harlem Renaissance written by participants in and
contemporaries of the movement. These fimthand accounts will assist readers in un-
derstanding the efforts of Harlem Renaissance writers, poets, and critics to define the
movement and enable readers to glimpse the dynamics of the movement. Second, this
series includes a retrospective look at the Harlem Renaissance through the eyes of par-
ticipants and contemporaries, as well as by writers and critics who were involved in
post-Renaissance black literature. Finally, the series presents a sample of the scholarly
analysis and criticism of the movement from the 1950s through the early 1990s. The
selections come from articles, essays, columns, and reviews in periodical literature;
selections from memoirs, novels, histories, and books of criticism; and essays from schol-
arly journals. These materials are supplemented by a selection of previously unpub-
lished materials, including letters, speeches, and essays. Not included are the literary
works of the Harlem Renaissance. There are a number of anthologies of African Ameri-
can literature that already serve that purpose well.

This series also reflects one of the major problems confronting the study of
the Harlem Renaissance in particular and African American history in general—the
difficulty of accessing needed source materials. For years the study of African Ameri-
can history was handicapped by the fact that many of its primary sources had not been
preserved or were not made available to scholars. If they had been preserved, they were
housed in scattered collections and often incompletely processed and catalogued. The
sharp increase in interest in African American history during the last thirty years has
improved this situation enormously, but problems still persist. This series is in part an
effort to make material related to one aspect of African American history more avail-
able to students and scholars. Unfortunately, it also suffers from the problem that some
resources, even when located, are not readily available. For this reason a number of
items by James Weldon Johnson had to be excluded; likewise, a very valuable retrospec-
tive on the Harlem Renaissance that was published initially in Black World is missing
here. In the future, perhaps these and other barriers that impede research in African
American history will be lifted.

As in any project of this nature there are scores of persons who have provided
valuable support and assistance; it is impossible to name them all here.  want to espe-
cially thank Leo Balk and Carole Puccino of Garland Publishing. Leo with patience and
firmness guided this series to completion; Carole worked diligently to arrange permis-
sions for the publication of the material that appears here. In addition, I want to thank
Paul Finkelman, who played a key role in helping me conceptualize the scope and
nature of this project. Wolde Michael Akalou, Howard Beeth, Merline Pitre, and my
other colleagues and students at Texas Southern University provided valuable feedback
as the project developed. I also had wonderful assistance from the staif at the libraries



1 visited while collecting the material for this series. I want to especially acknowledge
the staff at the Harry Ransom Humanities Research Center at the University of Texas
at Austin, the Beinecke Library at Yale University, and the Heartman Collection at the
Robert J. Terry Library at Texas Southern University; in addition, librarians at the

" 'Fondren Library at Rice University, the M.D. Anderson Library at the University of
"~ Houston, the Perry Castefieda Library at the University of Texas at Austin, and the

.. library at the University of Houston, Clear Lake heiped me track down the copies of
“the more elusive journals and periodicals used for this collection. I also want to thank

x Kathy Henderson and and Barbara Smith-Labard, who helped arrange for permission

to publish previously unpixblished materials from the collections at the Harry Ransom

.. Humanities Research Center, Finally, research for this project was supported in part by

aTravel to Collections grant from the National Endowment for the Humanities.
Cary D. Wintz
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Volume Introduction

One feature of the Harlem Renaissance was the struggle of both black writers and black
intellectuals to define an appropriate aesthetic for African American literature and 1o
define the appropriate relationship between an African American literary movement
and radial politics in the United States in the 1920s and 1930s. The literature of the
1920s was one element of a black cultural movement that included music, art, and the-
ater. In thelr efforts to define an appropriate aesthetic for black artistic endeavors, crit-
ics and artists explored the Southern and African roots of black culture and the impact
of race and urbanization on the African American experience. black writers and intel-
lectuals debated the approp. political agenda for black literature as they confronted
the reality that in the 1920s black literature was dependent on white patrons, publish-
ers, and book buyers.

The first selection in this volume is the anthology of African American an and
literature that Charles S. Johnson published in 1927 as Ebony and Topaz: A Collectanea.
Johnson was a University of Chicago—educated sociologist who came to New York in
1921 to take the position of director of research and investigations for the Urban League.
For slightly more than five years, beginning in 1923, he edited the Urban League’s
monthly magazine, Opportunity. Like James Weldon Johnson, Alain Locke, and to a lesser
degree, W.B.B. Du Bois, Charles S. Johnson used his position to promote African Ameri-
can literature. He opened the pages of Opportunity to young writers and sponsored the
Opportunity literary contests. In 1927, under his direction, the Urban League published
Ebony and Topaz, a collection similar to The New Negro, in which he outlined his views
on African American literature. Johnson believed that literature would promote inter-
racial communication and help blacks contend with the social issues that they con-
fronted as & result of the black migration to Northern cities.

The second and third sections of this volume consist of a series of essays writ-

‘ten in the late 1920s and early 1930s that attempt to place African American literature

and the other African American arts within the context of American and African Ameri-
can culture. In section two, black writers and critics assess the significance of the Harlem
Renaissance and the role of black literature; in section three, critics explore black mu-
sic, theater, and the visual arts in terms of the relationship of developments in these
areas to the Harlem Renaissance as well as their relation to African American and Af-
rican heritage.
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FOREWORD

Pt I

%I;? I “every life has pages vacant still whereon a man
=12 may write the thing he will,” it is also true that in
?;}; many little-considered lives there are pages whereon
) matter of great interest has already been written, if
the appraising eye can only rcach it.

So with the recently developed discoveries of the wealth
of material for artistic and intellectual development in the
life, manners, and customs of the Negro and his unique and

all-too-frequently unappreciated and unasked contribution
to our American self-consciousness.

This challenging collection focuses, as it were, the ap-
praising eyes of white folks on the Negro's life and of
Negroes on their own life and development in what seems to
me a new and stimulating way. '

Great emotional waves may not be stirred by taking cogpr-
nizance of the performances of Negroes in art and literature,
but faithfulness to an ideal of proportion or fair play makes
us uneasy lest through ignorance we miss something by stray-
ing into the tangles of prejudice.

Most of us claim to recognize Miss Millay’s thought that

“Hewhose soul is flat, the sky
Wil fall in on him by and by.”

and will follow with zest the explorations of appraising eves
which have been made available to us in attractive form on
these pages.

L. HOLLINGSWORTH WOOD.

CONTENTS

FOREWORD
INTRODUCTION—By Charles S. Johnson
JUMBY -A Story by Arthur Hufl Fausct
ON THE ROAD ONE DAY, LORD—By Paul Green
DUSK—A Poem by Mae V. Cowdery
DIVINE AFFLATUS—A Poem by Jessie Fauset
GENERAL DRUMS—A Story by John Matheus
GULLAH—BYy Julia Peterkin

REQUIEM—A Poem by Georgia Douglas Johnson
FORECLOSURE—A Poem by Sterling A. Brown
DREAMER—A Poem by Langston Hughes
THE DUNES—A Pocm by E. Merrill Root
EIGHTEENTH STREET—An Anthology in Color by Nathan Ben Young...
JOHN HENRY—A Negro Legend by Guy B. Johnson

THINGS SAID WHEN HE WAS GONE—A Poem by Blanche Taylor
Dickinson

APRIL IS ON THE WAY-—A Poem by Alice Dunbar Nelsof.....imesn. -
THE FIRST ONE— A Play in-One Act by Zora Neale Hurston
THIS PLACE—A Poem by Donald Jeffrey Hayes
THREE POEMS—By Countce Cullen.

NEW LIGHT ON AN OLD SONG-—By Dorothy Scarborough
LA PERLA NEGRA---By Idna Worthley Underwood . e
THE NEGRO OF THE JAZZ BAND-—Translated from the Spanish of

Jose M. Salaverria by Dorothy Peterson

IDOLATRY—A Poem by Arna Bontemps
TO CLARISSA SCOTT DELANY—A poem by Angelina W. Grimke.........

AND ONE SHALL LIVE IN TWO—A Poem by Jonathan H. Brooks. ...
A POEM-—By Phillis Wheatley.

THE RUNAWAY SLAVE AT PILGRIM'S POINT—By Llizabeth barrett
Browning .

THE NATURAL HISTORY OF RACE PREJUDICE—By Ellsworth Faris
FACSIMILES of Original Manuscripts of Paul Laurence Dup! afuu v 5

5

By L. Hollingsworth Wood

11
15
25
2
27
29
38
35
36
36
36
37
47

51
52
53
57
58
4
0H0)

63
66
67
69
72
78

78
89
95



SYBIL WARNS HER SISTER—A Poem by Anne Spencer........

SOME OBSERVATIONS ON THE AMERICAN RACE PROBLEM—-
By Eugene Kinckle Jones _ o

ARABESQUE—A Poem by Frank Horne
PHANTOM COLOR LINE—By T. Arnold Hill
THE CHANGING STATUS OF THE MULATTO—By E. B. Reuter........
SUFFRAGE—By William Pickens
CONSECRATION—A Poem by Lois Augusta Cuglar.....
UNDERGRADUATE VERSE-Fisk University
OUR LITTLE RENAISSANCE- -By Alain Locke

MY HEART HAS KNOWN ITS WINTER—A PPocm by Arna Bontemps.....
RACIAL SELF-EXPRESSION—By E. Franklin Frazier
OUR GREATEST GIFT TO AMERICA—by George $ Schuyler.............
EFFIGY—A Poem by Lewis Alexander
THE NEGRO ACTOR'S DEFICIT —By Theophilus Lewis
TWO POEMS—By Edward S. Silvera....
DUNCANSON—By W. P. Dabney.
YOUTH—A Poem by Frank Horne.
THE PROSPECTS OF BLACK BOURGEOISIE—By Abram Harris..........
TO AYOUNG POET—A Poem by George Chester Morse...

A PAGE OF UNDERGRADUATE VERSE—Shaw Umversny, meoln
University, Tougaloo College, Howard University

VERISIMILITUDE—A Story by John P. Davis.
MRS. BAILEY PAYS THE RENT—By Ira DeA. Reid
A SONNET TO A NEGRO IN HARLEM-—A Poem by Helene Johnson. ..
TOKENS—A Story by Gwendolyn Bennett.... . oommenemesssnss s e

A PAGE OF UNDERGRADUATE VERSE—Tougaloo Collcge, Cleveland
College of Western Reserve University.

THE RETURN—A Poem by Arna Bontemps
I—By Brenda Ray Moryck
A GLORIOUS COMPANY—By Allison Davis
A STUDENT I KNOW—A Poem by Jonathan H. Brooks

AND I PASSED BY—By Joseph Maree Andrew.
WHO'S WHO

A

94

49
99

100
107
111
114
115
i17
118
119
122
124
12§
127
128
129
131
134

13§
137
144
148
149

151
153
154
156
157
158
163

ILLUSTRATIONS

Half-title page
Frontispiece

Pen Drawings in Contents

Drawing for Jumby—By Aaron Douglas. .. st o e

Drawing for On the Road One day, lLord--By Aaron Douglas .,
Drawing for General Drums—By Aaron Douglas

Reproduction of African Sculptures from Barnes Foundation
A pen drawing of Phillis Wheatley—By W. L. Braxton
Illustrations for Runaway Slave at Pilgrim’s Point—By Charles Cullen.... .. ...

A drawing—By Baron Von Rucksteschell
A pen drawing of E. K. Jones—By Francis Holbrook

Four drawings for Mulattoes—By Richard Bruce
A drawing—By Charles Cullen
A drawing—by Aaron Douglas

A drawing from Copper Sun—By Charles Cullen

TR

Mezzo tint from a painting by P, Van Dyk del
Facsimile of privilege to print and title page of book by Latino

Four paintings by Sebastian Gomez, the Negro of Spain:
Jesus Tied to a Column
The Sacred Family.
Immaculate Conception

The Immaculate Conception
Facsimile of pamphlet of An Elegy—By Phillis Wheatley.
A mezzo-tint of Ignatius Sancho from a painting by Gainsborough. oo

Reproduction of a portrait of Francis Barber by Sir Joshua Reynolds

-
.

By Charles Cullen
By Charles Cullen
By Richard Bruce

14
22
28
76
78
80
88
97
103
116
130
136

68
71

73
74
74
75
77
79
79



E \ "'
N7 20
‘.4'/ ,,/./.':.
/' >

()
fa)

L7y A2
e 10

4 Drowing by Charles Culien

“Jt is better to walk
Thao to grow angry with the road.”

An African Proverb.

INTRODUCTION

T is only fair to rid this volume, at the beginning, of
"4 some of the usual pretensions, which have the effect of
WA distorting normal values, most often with results as
V}'Q_}@ unfortunate as they are unfair. This volume, strangely
{ BlEB) enough, does not set forth to prove a thesis, nor to
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SES 23 plead a cause, nor, stranger still, to offer a progress
report on the state of Negro letters. It is a venture in expression,
shared, with the slightest editorial suggestion, by a number of persons
who are here much less interested in their audience than in what they
are trying to say, and the life they are trying to portray. This mea-
surable freedom from the usual burden of proof has been an aid to
spontaneity, and to this quality the collection makes its most serious
claim.

It is not improbable that some of our white readers will arch their
brows or perhaps knit them soberly at some point before the end.
But this is a response not infrequently met with outside the pages
of books. There is always an escape of a sort, however, in ignoring
that which contradicts one'’s sense, even though it were the better
wisdom to give heed.

Some of our Negro readers will doubtless quarrel with certain of
the Negro characters who move in these pages. But it is also truc
that in life some Negroes are distasteful to other Negroes. Following
the familiar patterns, we are accustomed to think of Negroes as onc
cthnic unit, and of whites as many,—the Nordics, Mediterraneans;
or Germans, Irish, Swedes; or brachycephalics and dolichocephalics,
depending upon our school of politics or anthropology. The signifi-
cance of the difference is not so much that Negroes in America actu-
ally represent different races among themselves, as that there is the
same ground, in dissimilar customs and culture patterns, which are
the really valid distinctions between races, for viewing Negroes dif-
ferently among themselves. The point, if it were important enough,
could be proved about as satisfactorily as proofs in this field go, and
with the same type of data. Beneath the difference, however, as
must be evident, is the cultural factor which distinguishes one group
of Negroes from another: the small, articulate group from the more
numerous, and, one might even add, more interesting folk group;
the unconscious Negro folk contributions to music, folk lore, and the
dance, from the conscious contributions of Negroes to art and letters.
The sociological confusion here has brought about endless literary
debates.

Accepting the materials of Negro life for their own worth, it is
impossible to escape certain implications: It is significant that white
and Negro writers and artists are finding together the highest ex-
pression of their art in this corner of life. And, as Mr. Albert Jay
Nock reminds us, an interesting person in literature is just what he




isin life. Tt is evident in many quarters that Negroes are being dis-
covered as “fellow mortals,” with complexes of their own to be an-

alyzed. With Julia Peterkin, Paul Green, Dubose Heyward, Guy’

Johnson, there has been ushered in a refreshing new picture of
Negro life in the south. Swinging free from the old and ex-
hausted stereotypes and reading from life, they have created human
characters who are capable of living by their own charm and power.
There is something here infinitely more real and honest in the at-
mosphere thus created, than in the stagnant sentimental aura which
has hung about their heads for so many years.

The Negro writers, removed by two generations from slavery, are
now much less self-conscious, less interested in proving that they are
just Iike white people, and, in their excursions into the fields of letters
and art, scem to care less about what white people think, or are likely
to think about the race. Relief from the stifling consciousness of being
a problem has brought a certain superiority to it. There is more can-
dor, even in discussions of themselves, about weaknesses, and on the
very sound reasoning that unless they are truthful about their faults,
they will not be believed when they chose to speak about their virtues.
A sense of humor is present. The taboos and racial ritual are less
strict; there is more overt self-criticism, less of bitterness and appeals
to sympathy. The sensitiveness, which a brief decade ago, denied the
existence of any but educated Negroes, bitterly opposing Negro dia-
lect, and folk songs, and anything that revived the memory of slavery,
is shading off into a sensitiveness to the hidden beauties of this life
and a frank joy and pride in it. The return of the Negro writers to
folk materials has proved a new emancipation.

It might not seem to go too far afield to refer to the statements
offercd not infrequently in criticism, that the cultured Negroes are not
romanticized in fiction as generously as the folk types. This has a
distinctly sociological implication back of which is the feeling that a
loftier opinion of all Negroes would follow an emphasis in fiction
upon more educated individuals. The attitude is not uncommon in
the history of other races and classes. For many years, Americans
were affected by the same sensitiveness in relation to Europe, and
even in the Southern United States, until very recently, the literature
has been dcfensive and for the most part ineffectual. Aside from the
greater color and force of life in those human strata which seem
to have struck lightning to the imaginations of our present writers,
it might be suggested that the educated Negroes, even if they are not
yet being romanticized in fiction, are finding a most effective repre-
sentation through their own comment upon the extraordinarily ia-
teresting patterns of Negro folk life to which they have intimate
access. Or, perhaps, they have succeeded only too well in becoming
like other people whom writers generally are finding it difficult
enough to make interesting.

The most that will be claimed for this collection is that it is a
fairly faithful reflection of current interests and observations in
Negrolife. The arrangement of the materials of this volume follows
roughly the implications of significance in the new interests men-
tioned. The first part is concerned with Negro folk life itself. The
vast resources of this field for American literature cannot be escaped

even though they are no more than hinted at in this volume. There
is here a life full of strong colors, of passions, deep and fierce, of
struggle, disillusion,—the whole gamut of life frec from the wrap-
pings of intricate sophistication.

The second part sweeps in from a wider radius of time and space
some of the rare and curiously interesting fragments of careers and
art which constitute that absorbing field of the past now being re-
vealed through the zeal and industry of Negro scholars. The garner-
ing of these long gone figures who flashed like bright comets across
a black sky is an amenity which has found root quictly and naturally
in Negro life.

A third division is concerned with racial problems and attitudes,
and these are rather coldly in the hands of students. 1In these, there
is the implication of a vast drama which the stories and the poetry
merely illuminate.

The fourth section might well be set down as the most significant
of current tendencies—the direction of Negro attention inward in
frank self-appraisal and criticism. The essays touch boldly and with
a striking candor some of the ancient racial foibles. At frequent
points they violate the orthodoxy, but in a spirit which is neither
bitterly hopeless nor resentful. This is perhaps one of the most hope-
ful signs of life and the will to live. And finally, there is a division
which gives a brief glimpse into the intimate self-feeling of articulate
Negroes. These lack conspicuously the familiar tears of self-pity
and apology.

The classification is not a strict one, but it has a possible useful-
ness as a guide through the varieties of expression to be found herein.
There will be in one an abandonment to the fascination of a new
life, in another a critical self searching, in one humor for its own
sake, in another humor with a thrust; there will be stoical rebellion,
self reliance, beauty. Those seeking set patterns of Negro literature
will in all likelihood be disappointed for there is no set pattern of
Negro life. If there is anything implicit in the attitude toward life
revealing itself, it is acceptance of the fact of race and difference on
the same casual gesture that denies that the difference means any-
thing.

This is probably enough about the contributions to_this collection
to let them take their own course. From the list of contributors are
absent many names with as great reason for inclusion as any present.
There were, however, physical limits to such a volume, with all that
this implies, and, if there is, for those who must pass judgment, less
merit in what appears than should be, some measure of this deficiency
may be laid to the omissions.

A spirit has been quietly manifest of late which it would be a
gentle treason to ignore. Its expression has been a disposition on the
part of established writers, scholars, artists and other interested indi-
viduals, to offer to Negro writers the practical encouragement of
those facilities which they command. To this may be accredited
among other things a share in the making of that mood of receptivity
among the general public for the literature of Negro life.

CHARLES S. JOHNSON.
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If you want to tell anything to Heaven, tell it to the wind.
An African Proverb
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A DRAWING FOR JUMBY
By Aeron Douglas

LR B X E R

JUMBY

(To Doris)
By Arthur Huff Fauset

Jean-Marie

EAN-MARIE tossed fitfully upon her bed of straw until a cock, crowing
shritly in the early morn awoke her with jarring suddenness.  She raised
) herself slightly, and fearing to open her cycs, clutched the wall of the
& thatch-roofed hut, in order to steady her trembling body.

g Feverishly she felt of her waist, her temples, her pale brown limbs,
S¢S/ and her feet.  She was puzzled. Assuredly there was something wrong.
But where? She peeled open her eyes timorously. As the delicate brown lids slowly
unfolded, she beheld the marvelous blue Caribbean, bobbing gently, playing a child’s
game, as it were, with the rising sun.

Jean-Marie shivered. Then from her throat came a tiny sound like the cluck of
a hen. She stretched out full length on her back, and extending her clasped hands
as far as possible from her body, she heaved a sigh of gladness.

Thanks be to Jumby, a dream! Suppose, now, that she had awakened to find her-
sclf bitten by a cobra, her limbs swollen double, and her pale amber brownness turned
a hideous black! Just suppose Kasongo, the obeah man, could really put “nastiness”
upon her, and she had awakened with Barbados Big Foot (elephantiasis), and thou-
sands of tiny chiggers building their houses in the seams of her feet!

Ab, the chiggers! They got everywhere, and into everything. You could not
move for the chiggers. And how they did bite! She gazed upon a tiny red splotch on
her arm, and scratched it ruefully. The more she scratched the more it burned.

But the blacks did not mind the chiggers. Manja, sleeping over there in the
corner, her almost naked body exposed to the caprices of brown scorpions, red and
green lizards, mosquitocs, huge white ants, and roaches big as fingers . . . she did not
mind the chiggers. Why, she had colonies of them, on her clbows, the sides of her
hangs, of her fect! The tops of her feet were live chigger-hives. But Manja did not
mind. ...

But then, what had she to do with these folk anyway! She did not look like them,
she did not think like them. They were black; she was pale brown. Their eyes were
constantly red, and the whites spotted with gelatine-like masses which affected
their sight. Hers were clear like tﬂe Caribbean, and soft and brown like a chewink’s
feathers. Instead of the brittle, harsh mat of hair which adorned théir heads, rough
almost to prickliness, her hair was black, and soft like velvet or silk.

Jean-Marie leaped lightly from her bed, and glided to the door of the hut. Her
tall slim figure was lithe like a leopard’s; her pale brown limbs moved with the grace
of a beautiful race horse. She opened wide the door and gazed at the silent wonder
of the island on which her home was situated.

Mateka, the sacred mount, towered in the distance, some dark green knight, hiding
his crest in a thin white mist. The sun, a streak of white in a pale blue sky, peeked his
hecad over the mountain’s top.

Jean-Marie noted the light green patches by the side of the mountain, where the
blacks had cultivated their cane and their cotton, and the roads, looking like brown
streaks crawling up the great hill. She saw a dozen tiny sail-boats, much like geese-
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fcathers, tossing and bobbing on the Caiibbean. Far in the distance, the native huts
looked like cattle lying in the grass. L .

Frogs croaked. Crickets chirped. Tall palms, glistening in the sunlight, and
looking like sentinels on the side away from the sun, bended and swayed to the occasional
purring of the breezes. . .

Far off a boy was yodeling. Somewherec a woman was hocing and spading. Be-
tween the pat-pats of her hoe, she sang snatches of lines from hymns taught by Wesleyan
missionaries:

“ ... that Jesus doied fo' me.”

Jean-Marie remained some moments entranced. The spell was broken, however,
by a’sudden rustling of leaves in front of the hut. Out of the shrubbery, hobbled an
old woman. She was black, and she wore a head-dress of red and gold which sparkled
in the sunshine. In her mouth was a clay pipe, in her right hand a gnarled stick which
she carried for a cane. She wore a simple frock of brown and white, and her feet
were bare.

They called her Ganga the Good. .

“Hyeh, hyeh,” she fairly screamed as she perceived Jean-Marie standing in the
doorway. Her cry aroused Manja and two other women who dwelt in the hut.

“Hyeh, hyeh, lookit, lookit,” Ganga cried again.

She pointed to a spot on the ground, some distance away from the hut. Everyone
rushed to see.

“Da’ he,” she said. “Jumby comin’ dis toime roight hyeh. Sure, Oi knows you
be’s de one sometoime, Miss Jean-Marie. Hyeh be's it, roight where’s Jumby’s put
it.”

Breathlessly, they crowded about the speaker who gazed intently upon an object
on the ground. ~There lay the head of a white cock, its beak pointing to the corner of
the hut where Jean-Marie slept.

“Bukra,” shouted Manja, as she turned to Jean-Marie, a malicious look in her red
eyes, “nas’iness shor’ git you dis toime. Laf’ on an’ hop skippity-skip, but you kitch de
chigger foot yit.”

Blood mounted to Jean-Marie’s cheeks.

“So!” she exclaimed. “Maybe if I have chigger foot, Babu trade my brown leg
for your ugly black leg of an elephant!”

“E.yah, e-yah,” screamed Manja, the whites of her ecyes glistening with rage.
“You bukra bitch. You no say nas’iness come ovah you. . .. You see . . . mebbe you Icg
swell like banyan; mebbe breasts look like jellies (cocoanuts) ; mebbe you guts rot an
grow snakes . . .wait an’ see . . . e-yah, e-yah.”

Manja spat on the ground. She turned her back on Jean-Marie and rushed back
to the hut, dragging her “big foot” behind her.

Ganga looked at Jean-Marie and pointed to the cock’s beak. Then directing a

warning finger towards the young girl she said, “Keerful, white chile . . . white cock
mean badness . . . trouble pointin’ yo’ way.”
Kasongo

MAN JA hobbled away from the ajoupa (thatched hut) of Kasongo the obeah man.
Kasongo lived far back in the island, away from the village, away from the
road, away from the sea. He had to hide himself. Were not the police everlastingly
on his heels, trying to send him to Antigua for a good ten years’ stretch, with twenty
lashings a week?
But he had been too clever for the stupid police. Anyway, they were afraid of
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hit, afraid of his charms. Was it not 2 common saying that when Kasongo looked
at 2 man thru his dead eye (the other eye was like fire), fic was sure to be caught in a
squall aud die by drowning? or if you caught him whistling thru his hare-lip it meant
loss of a dear one? )

When Flonza, the half-Indian wife of Francois died suddenly, even the police
knew that Kasongo had baked a tarantula, beaten it into powder, and secreted it in
Flonza's food. And why? . .. So that Francois might marry another woman.

There was Mariel. He was secretly hated by Kasongo, because he had gone to
the States and learned powerful obeah. Fool! Mariel should have known better
than to drink whiskey out of Kasongo's glasses. Everyone knew that Kasongo had a
habit of slipping powders made from maggots, roaches and crickets in his whiskey.
No wonder Mariel developed swelling in his right arm. What might have happened
if he had not gone over to Martinique and consulted the most powerful obeah man on
the island? There they slit open his arm with a knife. His hand was alive with small
black worms! Only the powerful medicine of the obcah man prevented them from
eating him up alive. Instead, they came jumping out of his flesh like skippers from
a piece of rotten ham. ...

Manja hurried to a sequestered spot under some tall banyan trees. She empticd
the pocket of her dress of some charms she had received from Kasongo. There were
strands of hair taken from the dead body of a man who had died from “bad man’s”
discase (syphilis), some huge yellow-stained toe-nails, a.clot of human blood, a dried
chicken gizzard, and a rabbit's paw. All had been dipped in 2 peculiar black powder.

She bound these together in a piece of cloth torn from an old dress worn by
Jean-Marie. Standing with her back to the sun, she held the bag over her left shoulder
and mumbled these words:

Be some Peter

Be some Paul

An’ be de Gahd dat mek us all,
Spin ball,

Spin jack,

An’ ef she don’ do whut you says
May I neber come back.

Then she hastened to the hut where Jean-Marie lived. No one was about. She
walked rapidly to the little plot of earth behind the hut, where every evening just
before sun-down Jean-Marie tended her tiny garden. Near a favorite rose-bush Manja
placed the charm on the ground, saying softly,

Not for Manja,
Not for Adova,
Not for Merve,
But only for Jean-Marie.

Then she strode briskly into the hut and prepared for evening,

Jumby

IN the heart of the night Jean-Marie woke suddenly. Her eyes felt like blazing
coals.

Feverishly she gazed out on the starry firmament. The heavens were a curtain
of soft velvet studded with diamonds. Moonbeams, the molten music of star-elfs,
streamed into the hut, and played weird tunes in the sunken depths of her eyes.

Night, the black abeah man who sprinkles star dust in lovers’ potions, drugged
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her with his lures, and before she was able to recover from the magic spell of soft
loveliness, her body was aflame with madness and longing.
(Oh, Jungle Girl, with amber face, why do you struggle against a foe who
draws you tight with bands like steel, and will not let you go?
Oh, Jungle Girl, tvith eyes so pure, would you be a jungle lover and scoff at
jungle charms?
Oh, Jungle Girl, with limbs pale brown, fly, fly to your destiny!)
She looked in the direction of Manja and saw a dark bundle, half clear in the
moonlight. Manja was asleep. -
Fever mounted in her body. The spell of love added to its flame until the palict
on which she lay burned like a bed of fire.
She tried to cool the flame which was her body by crooning soft words to her
lover:
Babu, my Babuji, you will come to me.
Say, Babuji, that you will come.
Oh, my Babuii, come to me . . . come.

Quictly, so that Manja should not hear, she murmured the words of a lovcsong
taught her in Trinidad by her African grandmother who had learned it from a wander-
ing Zulu:

8 U-ye-ze, u-ye-ze,
Ma-me! U-ye-ze U-mo-ya!
U-ye-ze, u-ye-ze,
Ma-me! U-ye-ze U-mo-ya!
Nakuba
Se-ku-li—
Ba-nchi la-ke ngo—
Sha-da na-lo
Ngomte-to!
He cometh, he cometh,
Rapture! Cometh the Strong Wind! -
He cometh, he cometh,
. Rapture! Cometh the Strong Wind!
Let me have
But his robe,
And the marriage vows
1 will utter,
By the law!

Her body moved in rapturous rhythm with each note. She imagined herself in the
arms of her lover, and thdt she was perishing in a fire of passion.

Abruptly she ceased her chanting. Somewhere in the distance, she heard the faint
din of beating. Gradually it swelled, then as gradually died away, only to swell again.
Jean-Marie listened intently, She heard. E-yah! Jumby!

Dum-a-lum-a-lum (pom-pom)
Dum-a-lum-a-lum (pom-pom)
a-Dum-a-lum-a-lum
a-Dum-a-lum-a-lum
Dum-a-lum-a-lum (pom-pom)

E-yah! Jumby!
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Ehl eh! Bomba, hen, hen!
Canga bafio te,

Canga moune de le,

Canga do ki la,

Canga li.

. Allof her body was aflamc. Her eyes, her ears, her hands, and those pale brown
limbs were like live coals of fire. Her bed had become a pyre.

Like a panther picrced by the hunter’s spear, she leaped from her cot, and gliding
across the floor of the hut, rushed out into the moonlight. Louder and louder the
drums beat. Swifter the pale creature sped along her path.

_ The way was tortuous and long. The Jumby Dance must not be within hailing
distance of the police, and beside, members of the village would never have it said that
they believed in Jumby.

Jean-Marie sped over the dense underbrush. Her tiny feet tripped over the
brambles and thorns with the lightness of a hare. Her brown body moved forward with
the speed of a gazelle.

Over hills tracked with sharp-pointed stones she traveled; down into valleys where
the tangled grass lay hidden neath the waters of the swamp she trod. The gray mongoose
darted from beneath her feet, and occasionally a huge field rat; but these she never
saw.

She came nearer the spot from whence sounded the monotonous call of the drum.
Tts tones sank louder into the depths of her heart.

Dum-a-lum-a-lum
Dum-a-lum-a-lum

As she came out of a2 clump of forest, she suddenly espied a hut in a small open
space close by the ocean. Tall cocoanut palms, and mango trees heavy ladened with
fruit, sheltered it from the moon’s beams.

The drumming stopped abruptly, as Jean-Marie appeared like some elfin sprite
under the shadowed moon-light.

She approached the hut.

There, squatting on the ground, she perceived dimly the forms of neatly a score
of men and women, many of them old. They were barefooted, and naked except for
loin-cloths. All of them wore amulets, made from sharks' teeth, dried frogs, and
mummified rats.

As she came near to them, they rose, then bowing almost to the ground, they
murmured, “Welcome, fair daughter of the kings. Welcome.”

The door of the bamboo hut opened. A tall dark man appeared. He was be-
decked in leopard skins, and with charms which rattled all over his body like many
sea-shells. His body was smeared with the blood and brain of fowls, and his eyelids

were daubed with white paint,

Extending his arms towards Jean-Marie, he greeted her.

‘“Welcome, oh daughter of the kings,” he said. “Many days and nights we have
been waiting for you. At last Jumby has sent you forth. Enter with me, for this night
we feast to Jumby, and celebrate with the dance of the leopard.”

Jean-Marie clasped her hand in his, murmuring, “Babuji, my Babuji. . . .
come at last . . . to you Babuji. . . at last I have come.”

. hTht: head-man beckoned to the others to follow. Slowly they filed in couples into
the hut

The room was nearly bare except for a small table which was alight with the
unsteady gleam of ten candles placed around its edges. The flickering flames cast
cerie shadows on the walls of the hut, )

T have

17



20 EBONY AND TOPAZ

In the center of the table was the body of a two-footed creature, half beast, half
fow!, made from carcasses of small animals sewed together, into which had been stuffed
the entrails of a cow. Mounted on its neck was the head of a white cock. A roasted
pig, squatting with its forc-paws cxtended was to the left, and to the right was the roast
carcass of a huge gray rat. -

These were the gifts to the Jumby.

Jean-Marie and the company bowed in silence before the objects on the table, and
formed around them in a circle. Soon the sputtering candles mixed their vapors with
the stench of sweat and unwashed bodies. .

“Daughter of the kings,” intoned the head-man, “soon Jumby will appear.
You are his daughter, and the mother of the children of men. Pray guard your children
well.”

He bowed and disappeared silently into the darkness.

As the door closcd upon him, 2 drum suddenly sounded a warning note. Almost
hidden, it stood with the drummer in a corner of the room.

“E-yah!” shouted the drummer. “E-yah! Itis Jumby.”

He commenced to beat slowly and gently, accompanied by the sound of rattles and
castanets which another tall figure played upon. Softly the drummer began chanting
an African melody as if imploring Jumby to enter the hut and partake of the feast
prepared for him. ... . .

But Jumby does not appear. The drummer as if to coax him, quickens his beat,
and raises his voice; then permits the song to die down to a low sob, while the measures
of his beating become long and sustained.

Very slowly, almost imperceptibly, the door opens. In the diminishing candle
light it is difficult to make out the head-man, who clad in his leopard skins, silently
enters the hut. But the drummer has seen the door open.  He beats madly upon his
instrument and sings:

Mbwero! Mbwero! Mbwero!
Beware! Beware! Bewarc!

Jean-Marie steps out from the group and prepares to save her children from the
ravages of the leopard, who by this time is seen almost creeping on all fours. Mean-
while the crowd of dancers move slightly, now forward, now backward, keeping time
with the drummer, and shouting.

Mbwero! Mbwero! Mbwero!

Jean-Marie dances nearer the leopard. She sings:

Be careful, children.
It is Jumby in the form of a leopard.
Be careful! Mbwero! Mbwero! Mbwerol

Her “children” scream aad sing, all the while stepping backward and forward
to the drum accompaniment.

Slowly the leopard advances, sniffing the air, but at first ignoring the dancers
and proceeding to the feast prepared for him on the table. He bows before the central
figure, then proceeds to cat portions of the roast pig and roast rat.  Suddenly he turns
upon the crowd, and with his tongue extended and emitting terrible growlings, he
throws them into convulsions of fear.

Madder beats the drum. Wilder the hissing of the snares and rattles. More
hideous the screams of the participants to whom the intoxicating effect of sweat, burnt
tallow, and palm oil which is poured on the candles to make them sputter, bring a
strange reality to the dance.

Jean-Maric in the role of protector, steps in front of her children, and attempts to
keep off the onslaught of the Icopard. Her steps grow quicker, now forward, now
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backward. As she moves backward she motions to the children behind her to flee,
catling out to them, “My children, Mbwera!”

‘T'he participants imitate her steps, her motions, her calls.

I'he lcopard, swaying and measuring his step to the music of the drummer, dashes
forward suddenly, and catches one of Jean-Marie’s children, whom he sets aside. Jean-
Maric screams defiance, but he brushes her aside and snatches another child from her
protecting embrace.

One after another of her children he captures, until only a single child remains.
Jean-Marie has become exhausted. Her steps become slower and feebler. She clings
to the remaining child with fingers that are numbed with weakness and exhaustation.
No use. . . the leopard seizes it also, and casts it aside to be devoured.

Once more the drum beats wildly. Jean-Marie the mother has become a furious
tigress. Her children are all dead.  Must she die also?

The leopard slowly approaches her. Jean Marie rushes to attack him, then retreats
with backward steps. With claws protruding, the leopard rushes again, but the snarling
Jean-Marie holds her ground, forcing him to turn back. The leopard prepares to leap.
Jean-Marie seizes a club which rests on the table for the purpose, and lifts it high aver
her head in order to strike the leopard and slay him. . . . N

Behold . . . a silver gleam from the thatched roof-top. Tt is the (lash of a cobra's
fang, which darts like an arrow straight into the pale brown arm of Jean-Marie. One
shrill scream she utters, and falls in a heap on the floor. )

Now she scems to be swimming against an overpowering current. Her arms and
limbs become numb and heavy. She fecls a terrible swelling in her breasts. Her
cyes are balls of fire burning, burning, burning. There is a putrid smell in her nostrils,
as of flesh rotting . . . and the sensation of myriads of swarming creatures. . . .

Jean-Maric awoke from an age of slumber. Startled, she looked into the loving
eyes of Ganga the Good.

“Bu,t«—h.uv’—thc4c0bra~—" she gasped, feeling her arms and limbs.

‘.‘Po. chile,” whispered Ganga, “dat was mighty close call. All de jumbies sho’
dancin’ in you.”

“But Ganga . .. my children . .. where are they?”

“Da now, Bukra chile, you mus’ a seed all dat de night we fin’ you tearin’ t'roo de
bush. Fever mos’ burn you to def!”

She held Jean-Marie close in her arms.

“Bukra chile,” she said softly, “ma po’ Bukra chile.”

“Babuji,” whispered Jean-Marie, “my Babu-ji.”
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