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WAL D Weebinal LN

( THE " INDER-OF=-THE= WAY )

ﬁgopgg% NATIONAL ASSOCIATION FOR THE ADVANCEMENT OF GOLORED
I note that Walter White has served The Negro race, the manority ‘
groups,the United States of America and the decencies of the world ;
for twenty-five years,

I wish to pay homage to Walter White, first as a long-time friend.

In that capacity, he has been all that a freind should be,He knew

how imperfect I was all along, but friended with me just the same,

But I wish to pay my reverence to something greater than friendship

on this important occasion,

I want to give him his right name, as the human home of the great-
est of Negro spirits, HIGH JOHN DE CONQUER,

HIGH JOHN DE CONQUER is that will to victory distilled in Negro
souls,that has and will carry on through and despite every dif-
ficulty.If not today, somehow, someway to the dignity of manhood,
and the right to happiness, HIGH JOHN DE CONQUER is not new,He
has been with us in America since the first slave ship dropped

its miserable load on American soil. He hovered over the burdened
ships like a great,but invisible bird,and followed them across the
seas on the winds of panted prayers, The bread of Hope and the foe
of despair. Wherever the burden was heaviest, and the agony most
bitter, there was HIGH JOHN DE CONQUER making laughter out of
sorrow, and songs out of sighs, "But wait", he whispered '"lhe
unchanging laws of the Universe shall not be mocked," And again ‘
he said, " In another time, I shall come in the flesh, and walk

the world like a natural man, and I shall fight with other weapons."



What name he would use, and what he would look like, the singers
in the dark did not know, but that he would come, and that he would

prevail, the knew and said.

Walter White has done many of those things spoken of old,Like King ‘
Arthur of England,he has in his hand the weapon forged for him by

the power behind right that might be delayed, but that cannot be

denied., It is sharpened and keened by millions of rough hands that

have stroked its edge, and longed for the arm to wield it,Walter

Whiute has suffered, and will suffer, but that is the fate of all

men of destiny. The weapon was for his hand, It is not for him to

say that he has won innumerable battles against the hordes of

Intolerance, Hate and Injustice, It is his lot to go on .If he has

not merely kept up the fight of the Abolitionists for physical

freedom from bondage, but broadend the scope to defeat new,and
more decptive forms of slavery, the new and more complex tasks
are still his, He has accepted the universazl essence in his body,

and he must go on,

To a good friend, a great writer, a greater human soul, I turn
my humble thanks., Walter Whmte is more than a defender of Negro
rights, By his courageous defense of these, he is the defender
of the honor of America, and the civilized world, He is one of
the world's great citizens, He 1is a maker-of-a-way-out-of-no-way.
He is the incarnation of that great Finder-of-the way, HIGH JOHN
DE CONQUER, the DAY*#BRINGER,He has fought the good fight,

with faithful: feelings,

Vaale [unaton /)

/ Zora Neale Hurston 5:
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FLORIDA FOLKLORE
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There is a legend that has grown up about the
huge alligator which inhabits Lake Belle at Eatonville.

He is said to be an ex-slave who escaped from a Georgia |

plantation during the Indian wars in Florida. He had ’

been a famous medicine man in Africa before he was cap-

tured and sold into slavery. On his escape he made hig

wag down into Florida and Joined the fighting forces of )

the Indiéna under Osceola and Billy-Bowlegs. When they @!

. were defeated and scattered, this Negro made great Afri- ‘

b . can medicine one night on the shores of what is now b
] knowvn as Lake Belle and at the finish he transfor - |
‘himself into the American counterpart of his clun god,

et

the corocodile, and slid into the waters to wait a friend-
ly time. He had saild time and again to his comrades that
he would never die by the hand of the white man nor be re-

enslaved,

It had been & sad period for the Indian foreces that
ended with the alligator incarnation of the former Afri-
can priest. Osceola had been tricked into uptiviii:ﬁ "
Bill Bowlega had been slain, their ragged forces &d b;m
driven south and east before the conquering arms of the M'




white man at lagt., Some had been removed to Oklahoma
and the more relentless had been forced to seek refuge
in the trackless wilds of the Everglades. The African

prieat saw no hope for himself in following further
the fortunes of war., He announced his intentions to
his brothers in arms, made his nine-days preparation
before the day of his big medicine, stood before his
gacred fire with his supplication and entered the lake
to wait the coming of his kind as he predicted. Now
and then he assumes human form and lives in the village
and about. There is a tremendous all night bellowing
of Alligators in the lake when he returns. Then the
village says, "The Big One has gone back home."

Negroes like all other ethnological groups have
their mythical cities and places, These menticned here
are well-known in Florida as well as other states where

the folk-negro exists.

Diddy-Wah-Diddy

This is the largest and best known of the Negro

mythical places. Its geography is that it is " way off

gomewhere". It is reached by a road that curves so mach

that & mule pulling a wagon-load of fodder can eat off

the back of the wagon as he goes. It is a place of no-

work and no worry for man and beasts A very restful

where even the curbstones are good sitting-chairs.

place
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The food is even already cooked, If a fruvollor geta
hungry all he needs to do is to sit down on the curb-
gtone and wait and soon he will hear something holler-
ing "Eat me! Eat me! Eat mel" and a big baked chicken
will come along with & knife and fork stuck in its
sides. He can eat all he wants and let the chicken go
and it will go on to the next one that needs something
to eat., By that time a big deep sweet potato pie is
pushing and shoving to get in front of the traveller
with a kxnife all stuck up in the middle of it so he
Just cuts a piece off of that and so on until he fin-
ishes his snagck, liobody can ever eat it all up. No
matter how much you eat it grows just that much fast-
er. It is said "Everybody would live in Diddy-Wah-
Diddy if it wasn't so hard to find and so hard to get
to after you even know the way." Everything is on a
large scale there. Eftn the dogs e¢an stand flat-foot-
ed and lick orumbs off heaven's tables, The biggest
man there is known as Moon-Regulator because he reaches
up and starts and stops it at his convenience. That is
why there are some dark nights when the moon does not
shine at all. He did not feel like putting it out that

night o

s s
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ZAR

This 18 the farthest known point of the imagination.
It is away on the other eide of Fars Little 1s known a-
bout the doings of the people of Zar because only one or
two have ever found their way back,

BELUTHATCHIE (BEHSLOQ=THA-HATCHIE)

Tis is the country where all unpleasant dolngs and P
gayings are forgotten, It 1s a sort of land of forgive-
ness. When & woman throws up to her man gomething that
happened in the past (some act that he has perpetrated ;
against happiness), he may merely reply, "I thought that
wag in Beluthahatohie,” (I thought that was forgiven
and forgotten long agos) Under other circumstances one

person may say-to lnqthnr. "oh, thats in Beluthahatchie.”

(That 1s already fOF&;¢ien, Don't mention it. I hold

nothing against you.) This place is "The sea of forget- '1
fulness where nothing mey rise to accuse mo in this world, f

nor condemn me in the Judgment.™

WEST HELL

West Hell is the hottest and toughest part of that

warm territory. The most degperate malefactors are the

which is some miles

only ones condemned to West Hell,




west of Regular Hell, These souls are ohanged to rub-
ber coffins so that they go bouncing through Regular
Hell and on to their destination without having to be
carried by attendants as the Devil does not like to
gend his imps into West Hell oftener than is absolutely
necegsary. This suburd of Hell is celebrated as the
gpot where the Devil and Big John De Conqueror had
their famous fight, Big John De Conqueror had flown
to Hell on the back of an eagle, had met the Devil's
daughters and fallen in love with the baby girl child.
She sgreed to elope with him and they had stolen the
Devil's famous pair of horses that went by the name of
Hallowed-Be-Thy-Name, and Thy-Kingdom=-Come. When the
Devil found out about it he hitehed up his equally fam-
ous Jumping bull end went in pursuit. He overtook the
fleeing lovers in West Hell and they fought all over
the place, so good a man, so good a devill But way
after while John tore off one of the Devil's arms and
beat him, and married the Devil's daughter, But before
he left Hell he passed out ice wuter‘to everybedy in
theri. If you don't believe he done 1%, Just go down
to Hell and ask anybody there and they will tell you
all ebout it. He even turned the damper dovn in some
parts of hell so its a whole 1ot cooler there now than
1t used to be. They even have to make a fire in the




fireplace in the parlor now on cool nighta in the
wintertime, John 414 that because he says him and
his wife expect to go home to see her folks some
time and he don't like the house kept so hot like
the Devil has been keeping its And if he go back
there and f£ind that that damper has been moved up
again he means to tear up the whole job and turn

West Hell into an ice-house,
HEAVEN

In this oity there is the celebrated Sea of Glass
where the angels go out to glide every afternocon for
their pleasures There are many golden streets, but the
two main arteries of travel are Amen Street, running
north and south, which is interseoted right in front
of the throne by Hallelujah Avenue rwming from the east
gide of Heaven to the west, All of the streets are a
pleasure to walk on, but Hallelujah Avenue and Amen
Street are "tuned" streets, They play tunes when they
are walked upon, They do not play any particular or

set tunes. They play whatever tunes the feet of the

walker plays as he strubs. All of the shoes have songs

in them toos Everybody's shoes sing solme, sol do,

gol me, sol do, as they walk up and down in Heaven.

The pumor is that there are no more Negroes in Heaven.
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God used to let them go there in great numbers, but
i one Negro oame there who could not wait until 014
l Gabriel showed him how to fly. He was so eager to
use his new wings that he took off over Heaven and
80% 80 cooky he tried to flymeSoss God's nose. He
Tell and tore down a lot of God's big gold and Jewel-
led hanging lamps and knooked over several of those
big golded up vases that are standing all over Heaven.
Wlhen he got through falling, down and breaking up,
God Just gave him a look and Gabriel knew Just what
f to do. He went to the Negro and ripped off his wings,
| He told, the destruction-maker says, " And it will be
! B long, long, time before you get anymore wings $00,"

~ The Negro told Gabriel, "I don't care if I never get
ne more. I sure was a flying fool when I had 'em,"
So since that time they have been mighty careful up

there and some folks say that no more Negroes have }
qualified as yet,

On Route #17 north of Jacksonville the white ovmer
of a large barbeque stand has named his place Diddy~-Wah-
Diddy. He said he A1d 1t because he was always hearing
the Hegroap around there talking about this mythieal

0 0 B, s i e e e e

place of good things to eat, espesislly the barbegue,
1 So he thought that 1t would prove a good title.
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5 de porpoise. His 1s on orossways and bent down ldke dis. (He bent down the ;
i e fingers of his left hand sharplyfrom his knuokles.)
i3
e De reason for dat is, God made de world and de sky and de birds and
Gﬂlll}! and de fighes, He finished off de stars and de trees. Den He made
bl L a (gld traok olear 'round de world and greased it and oalled de sun to Him :

|
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Well, its on orossways, Every other fish got his tall on streight but

and gays, "NowSun, Ah done made everything but Time and Ah want you to make
‘dlt- Ah made dat gold track for you to glt on 1t and go 'round de world Jus'

as fas' as you kin stave it and de time it take you to go and come Ah'm gointer

oall it 'day and 'night." fg

|
i
De porpoise was standin' 'round and heard God when He spoke to de sun. }%
| ‘
|
So he says, "B'lieve Ah'dl take det trip around de world myself,® |i

S0 de sun 1lit out and de porpoise took out. Him and Him! 'Round de world -
likety split!

80 de porpoise beat de sun 'round de world by an hour and three minutes.

When God seen dat He shook His head and says, "Unh, huh! Dis aint gointer

do. Ah never meant for nothin' to be faster than de sun,®

So He took out behind dat porpoise and run him for three days and nightn
T befo''He overtook him. But when He did ketoh dat ole porpoise He grabbed him '

by de tail and snatched it off and set it back on orossways io-%low him up. He

cant beat de sun no mo' bub'he's de next fastest thing in de world. | & 4
g ; -'#4;Qﬁ ot ' %

Everybody laughed one of those blow-out laughs, so Mack Ford saeid: g ~§i

" "Mah 1lyin' done got good to me, so Ahm gointer tell yuh how come de dewg i .
b %

hates de ocat. < 15
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Do dog and de oat used to live next door to one 'mother and both of fem

loved ham. Every time they git a ohanoe they'd buy a slice of hame

One time both of "em got hold of a 11'1 extry ohange so de dog sald to
de oat, "Sis Cat, we both got e 1i'l money, and 1t would be fine it bof of us
oould buy a ham nplou\o But neither one of us aint got emought money to buy

a whols ham by ourselves, #hy dont we put our money together and buy us a ham

together,.?*

"Aw right, Brer Dawg, T'omorrer begin' Sat'day, le's we go to town end

git outselves a ham,"

3o de next day dey went to towmn and bought de ham. They 'didnt hnﬁ no
convenience so they had to walk end tote it. De dewg toted it first and he

said as he walked up de road wid de ham over his shoulders, *Ours! Oursl

Our hip!'

-

[:M while it was de eat's time to tote de meat, She sald, ®my hem, my

_ ha#y ny ham.® Dawg hoard her Wit he didnt say nothin',

When de dog took it agaln he says, "Ours, ours, our ham}* Cat toted it

..lﬂ says, "My has; my ham,*

Dawg says, "Sis Cat, how come you keep on sayin' 'My hanm' |when you totes

our meat. Ah alweys say 'Our haml®

De Cat didnt turn hiu no answer, but every time she tﬁﬁ de han she'd
say "My han® and every time de dewg toted it he'd say "urs,® 3
T
When they was almost home, de cat was oarrin' de ham and all of a sudden ]
she sprung up & tree and set up thom eatin' up de ham, De dawg dld m he

sould to stop hery but he couldnt elimb and so he mldn,t do nothin® w: mi

v
&/
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But he tole de eat, "You up dat tree eatin' all de ham, and Ah cant git to

you, But when you oome down Ahm gointer mke you take dis Indian River for

uh dusty road.®

Ole Devil looked around hell one day and seen his plasce was short of
help 20 he thought he'd run up to Heben and kidnap some angels to keep things
runnin' €811 he got reinforoements from Miami,

Well, he sli;ped up on a great orowd of angels on de outskirts of Heben

and stuffed a oouple of thousand in his mouth, a few hundred under each arm

and weapped his tail 'round another thousand and darted offtowards hell.

; , When he was flyin' low over de earth lookin' for a plase to land, a mn
i locked up and seen de Devil and ast 'im, "Ole Devil, 4h see you got a load
of angels. 1s you goin' back for mo?*

~ Devil opened his mouth and tole 'im, "Yeah,® and all de 11i°1 angels flew

e out his mouf and went on baock to Heben. While he was tryin® to ketoh 'em

he lost all de others. So he went baok after another load. i

- He was flyin' low and de same man seen him and says, *Ole Devil, Ah
see you got another load uh angels,®

Devil nodded his head and said "unh hunh,® and dat's why we say it today, |

It was slavery time, Zora, when Big Sixteen was a mn. They called 'im
Sixgeen 'osuse dat was de number of de shoe he wore. He was big and strong
and Old Massa looked to him to do everything.
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One day Ole Magsa sald, "Big Sixteen, Ah b'licve Ah want you to move

dem sills Ah had hewed out down in de swamp,®

"I yassuh, Magsa.®

Big Sixteen went down in de swamp and ploked up dem 12 x 12's and brought

'
om an up to de house and stack 'em. No one man aint never toted a 12 x 12 befo!
nor since,

S0 Ole Massa sald one day, *0o fetoh in de miles. Ah want to look 'em
over."®

Big Sixteen went on down to de pasture and ocaught dem mules by de bridle
but they was ocontrary and balky end he tore de bridles to pieses pullin' on
Yemy, 50 he ploked cne of 'em up under each arm and brought 'em up to 014 Massa,

He says, *Big Sixteen, if you kin tote e pair of balky mules, you kin
do tnythh‘. Tou kin catoh de Devil.®

*Yassah, Ah kin, if you git me a nine-pound hammer and a plok and a
shovell®

Ole Magsa got 8ixteen de things he ast for and tole 'inm to go ahead
and bring him de Devil,

Bix Sixteen went out in front of de house and went te diggin'. \He R
was diggin' nearly a month befo' he got where he wanted, Then he too\k his
hammer and went and knooked on de Devil's door. Degil answered de horm"_‘)
hisself, «

"ifho dat our dere?" A

*Its Big Sixteen.®
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"What you want?"
"Wanta have a word wid you for a minute."

Soon as de Devil poked his head out de door, Sixteen lammed him over de

head wid dat hammer and ploked 'im up and oarried 'im baok to Old Massa.

0ld Massa looked at de dead Devil and hollered, "Take dat ugly thing
‘way from here, quick! Ah didntihink you'd ketoh de Devil sho 'muff.*

So Sixteen ploked up de Devil and throwed ‘im back dowm de hole.

Way after while, Big Sixteen died and went up to Heben. But Peter looked
at him and tole 'im to g'wan 'way from dere. He was too powerful. He might
git outaorder and there wouldnt be nobody to handle "im. But he hed to go

gomewhere so he went on to hell.

Soon as he got to de gate de Devil's ohildren was playin' in de yard

and they seen 'im and run in de house, says,; "Mama, mamal Dat man's out dere

dat kilt papa‘.

S0 she oalled 'im in de house and shet de door. When Sixteen got there
she handed *im a 1i'l piece of fire and sald, *You aint comin' in here. Here,

tskoﬂ.hntoodudg'moftnd-tmmahounhp' owm,"

So when you see a Jaok O'Lantern in de woods at night you kmow it's Big

Sixteen wid his plece of fire lookin' for a place to goe

- - -

Well, one Christmas time, God was goin' to Palatka. §o Devil was in de

neighborhood too and seen God goin' long de big road, so he jumped behind a

ey T T YwsS




stump and hid. Not dat he was skeered uh God, but he wanted to git a

Christmas present ocuta God but he didnt wanta give God nothin'.

S0 he squatted down bdehind this stump till God come along and then he
Jumped up and said, "Christmas gift 1I°

|

God Just looked baok over his shoulder and said, "Teke de East Coast,®
and kept on walkin'. And dat's why we got storms and skeeters - its de
Devil's property,

I should mention it is a oustom in the deep South for the ohildren to g°

out Christmas morning "oatohing® people by saying *Christmas gift.* The one
who saysit first gets a present from the other. The adults usually prppare
for this by providing plenty of hard candy, huts, ocosonuts, fruits and the like. 4

i They never try to catoh the neighbor's ehildren but let themselves be oaught.

fifthe all know what uh squinoh owl is? Frazier 1it out. ®Han, who you
reokon it -h. dont know what dat bad luck thing is?* Christopher Jenkins

asked. "Sign uh death every time you hear one hollerin round yo' house. Ah

shoots every one Ah kin find.*

*You kin stop 'em without shootin' 'em. Jus' tie uh loose kmot in uh

string and every time he holler you pull de knot uh 1il bit tighter, Pat
ohokes 'im. Keep on you ohok 'im tuh death. Go out doors nex' mawnin and
look ahround you'll find uh dead owl round dere somewhere.® Said lMah Honeye

rAll you need tuh do is turn somethin' wrong side outuds, pull off yo!
coat and turn 1t or else you kin turn uh pocket.” c-:ﬂ.- Jones added. "le, ol
Ah always pull off uh stookin' and turn it. Dat always drives 'im off.® " ‘
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"Throw some salt on de lamp or stiok uh rusty fork in de floor will do de
same thing. In feot its de best of allj; Ah mean de salt in de lamp. Nothin'

evil oant stand salt; let alone burnin' salt.®

New Orleans is now and has everbeen the hoodoo oapital of Amerioca. Great
names in rites that vie with those of Hayti in deeds that keep alive the

powers of Afrioca.

Hoodoo, or Voodoo, as pronounced by the whites, is burning with a flame
in Amerion, with all the intensity of a suppressed religion. It has its
thousands of secret adherents. It adapts itself like Christianity to its loecale,
riehhing some of its borrowed characteristios to itself, Such as fire-
worship as signified in the Christian Church by the alter and the ocandles. And

the bellef in the power of water to sanctify as in baptisme
Belief in magic is older than writing. So nobody knows how it started.

The way we tell it, hoodoo started way back there before everything. Six
days of magie spells and mighty words and the world with its elements above and
below was made. And now, God is leaning back taking a seventh day rest. When
the olghﬁh day oomes around, He'll start to making new agein.

Mangmsn't made until around halfepast five on the sixth day, so he
oan't lknow how anything was done. Kingdoms orushed and orumbled whilst nman
went gazing up into the sky end down into the hollows of the earth trylng to
oatoh God working with His hands so he oould find out His seorets and learn
how to nccomplish and do, But no man yet has seen God's hanrd, nor yet his
finger-nails, All they oould know was that God made everything to pass and
perish except stones. God made stones for memory. He builds a mountain Hime

4 &

gself when He wants things not forgot. Then His voioce is heard in mhling
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Judgment.,

Moses was the first man who everlearned God's power-oompelling words and
it took him forty years to learn ten words. 8o he made ten plagues and ten
oommandments: But God gave him His rod for a present, and showed him the baok
part of His glory. Then too, Moses ocould walk out of the sight ofman, But
Moses never would have stood before the Burning Bush 1f he had not married
Jethro's daughter. Jethro was & great hoodoo man., Jethre could tell Moges
omv;::: 8§ soon as he gsaw him. In faot he felt him coming. Therefore,
he took Moses and orowned him and taught him, BSo Moses passed on beyond
Jethro with his rod. He 1ifted it up and tore a nation out of Pharaoh's side
and Pharach oouldn't help himself, Moses telked withthe snake that lives in
& hole right under God's foot-rest, Moses had fire in his head and a oloud in
his mouth. The snake had told him God's making words. The words of doing
and the words of obedience. Many a man thinks he is making something when
h-'i‘ only changing things around. But God let Moses make, And them Moses
had so mh power he made the eight winged angels split open a mountain to
bury!ﬁnin, and shut up the hole behind them.

And ever sinoe the days of Moses, Kings have been toting rods for a sign
of power. But it's mostly shamepolish because no king has ever had the power
of even one of Moses' ten words. Because Moses made a nation and a book,

“ & thousand million leaves of ordinary men's writing couldn't tell what

Moses saild.

nmmummnnawummumwum.mmn

was a man, S5o Sheba, fom her country where she was, felt him earrying power
and therefore she came to talk with Solomon and hear him}

The Queen of Sheba was an Ethiopian just like Jethro, with power
unequal £o man. She didnt have to deny herself to give gold to Solohon.
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She had gold-making words, But she was thirsty and the country where she
lived was dry to her mouth. So she listened to her talking ring and went

to see Solomon, and the fountain in his garden quenohed her thirst.

80 she made Solomon wise and gave him her talking ring. And Solomon
built a room with a seoret door and every day he shut himedf inside and

listened to his ring. So he wrote down the ringetalk in books.
That is what the old ones saild in anolent times and we talk it again.

It was way back there - the old folks told it - that Raw-Head-And.
Bloody-Bones had reached down and laid hold of the taproot that polnts
to the center of the world, And they talked about High Walker too, But

they talked in people’s language end nobody knew them but the old folks.

Nobody knows for sure how many thousands in Amerioa are wapmed by
the fire of the hoodoo, beoause the worship is bound in seoreoye It is
not the mooepted theology of the Nation and so beliewers conoeal their
faith. Brothe- from sister, husband from wife, Nobody can say where it

begins or ends. lMouths dont empty themselves unless the ears are sympa=

thetic and knowing.

Thet is why these voodoo ritualistio orgles of Broadway and popular
fiotion are so laughable, The profound silemce of the initiated remains
what it is. Hoodoo is not drum beating and danoing, There are no moon=

worshippers among the Negroes in Amerioa.

|

Once Sis Cat got hongry and caught herself a rat and sg"l; herself down

to eat 'im. < Rat tried and tried to git loose but Sis Cat was too fast and
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strong. 5o Jus' as de oat started to eat 'im he says, "Hol' on dere, Sis
Cat! Alnt youpt no manners atall? You going set up to de table end eat

"thout washing yo' face and hands?®

Sis Cat was mighty hongry but she hate for de rat to think she aint
;qt no mnners, 30 she went to de water and washed her fece and hands and

when she got baok de rat was gone.

?

80 de oat caught herself a rat agaln and set down to eat. S0 de rat
said, "Where's yo' manners at, Sis Cat? You going to eat 'thout washing
yo'! face and hands?*

*0h, Ah got plenty manners," de ocat told 'im. *But Ah eats meh dinner
and washes mah faoe and uses mah manners afterwards.* 3o she et right on
*im and washed her face and hands. And cat's beeun washin' after eatin' ever

since.
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SPECIAL ARTICLES
This Age of Ours
A Soliloquy
Directors of a Race

LITERARY
To a Wet Tree (Poem) ANN LAwRENCE
Rain (Poem) Fraxcis X, Horve
Under the Bridge (Story) Zoma N. Hurstox
On Sceing Two Brown Boys m a Catho-

lic Church (Poem) Francis X. Horxe
The White Cock EuvLaALie Srexce
Child (Poem) Francis X. Horne

CHAPTER NEWS

The Cracker Box

Jasmes H. Huperr
Ira De A. Remn
CuarLes D. Maxrix

Wixoxan W, Harvey

ON TO BALTIMORE

Sixth Annual Convention
with
Alpha Gamma Chapter Hostess
DECEMBER 27-30, 1925

The Programme includes

27—Registration

7 P.M.: Officers’ Meeting
28—Opening Session

5-7 P.M.: Card Party,

8 P.M.: Public Meeting
29—Business Session

8 P.M.—Formal
30—Business Session
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Newnie A, Bucuanaxs
National Presudent

there

Convention days are drawing near and T1
1S

ar¢ ever so many loose ends to check up!
has been a good year—we have come a long way
and I hope you feel that we have accomplished
some few things.

Do we know one another any better—iare Wwc
developing mto finer, hroader women, are we cling
ing to those ideals that have always been a part
of our true Zeta spirit? What has vour influence
heen wpon friends, home and commuinty?

CHRISTMAS AND CONVENTION
TIME

The Yuletide season is approaching and with
it comes the spirit of good will, of vuthusmshc
reactions, of untiring efforts to broadcast joy.
What is more fitting than to have Convention
Days when one is so enthused

The FEditorial Staff sends heartiest greetings
and best wishes to her Sorors. We are sincerely
striving to make Zeta a strong and telling force
in this community.

We feel that our success is due largely to your
splendid co-operation and to the sincerity we have
shown each other

EDITORIALS

“Sometimes [ shut the door on all the world
And go alone to that most secret place

Where there is only God.

Just God and 1! There

Together we go over subtle acts

Mistakes and small hypocrisics of mine,

I strip my self from shams and shackles free
And stand aghast at my duplicity.

And while T feel it often hard to bear

The burning of God's knowing eyves on me,
1 feel me stronger grow just from their gaze
And my nakedness it scems to me is clothed
In raiment new that is most wondrous fair
When next T venture forth—Sincerity

Is the gift that God in secret gave to me.”
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The X-Ray

Official Organ of Zeta Phi Deta Society

Published Twice a Year.

VOL,. L. DECEMBER, 1926 No. IIL

The object of this publication is to help Zeta up
the hill; to inspire fimer womanhood: to encourage
cooperative thinking and acting; and to be of dis-
tinct service to each Soror. [t is planned so as to
tell m one convincing glance the whole dramatic
story of Zeta Phi Beta.

WINONAH W. HARVEY - - - [Editor
RUTH HODGES - - - _ssociate Editor
LILLIAN R. SMITH - Managing Editor

Y THE CONVENTION NUMBER

CONTENTS

Art Contributions - - S. Malcolm Dodson
Editorial Wanderings - - - The Editor
A Letter to You - - - Venetia E. Nichols
Chapter News - - - - Chapter Editors
“Thss and That” - - - - -

Reviewers

SPECIAL ARTICLES
History of Zeta Phi Beta - Arizona 1. Cleaver
Oppertunily - - - - - Lydia R. Mason

When the Pendulum Swings Back
Winonah W. Harvey

Zora Neale Hurston

“Spears” - - - - -
“The Cracker Box”
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A LETTER TO YOU

My Dear Sorors:

[his month we are making an attempt to (cachdyou
through the X-Ray. We are very happy indeed to
make our official organ our medium.
to ask you to accept our sincere
support and hearty co-op-
eration given last year. To our _Ex-N.’monnl Presi-
dent, Soror Buchanon, her cabinet, to Prr:s:dcnl_
Lewis, to the General Board, to the various Chapters
and to the individual Sorors who have extended
courtesy and kindness, who have co-operated with us
in any way to make Zeta Phi Beta a success in behalf
of the General Board, we wish to give you many,
many thanks.

Dear Sorors, I am making an appeal to each and
every one of you for the prompt payment of General
Ducs. Also bear in mind the tax of twenty-five
($25.00) doilars per chapter for the General sch_olA
arship. Consider it an investment in the moulﬂmg
of Finer Womanhood. In the final analysis this is
the only kind of investment we can make that will
live down through the ages. Zeta Phi Beta is go-
ing on and upward and is assuming an jncrcasmgly
important place in the life of the American Negro.

The program of our Sorority should not be held
up because of a few dollars. We are sure that every
Soror wants to be a part of our splendid program.
We want no delinquent links in our chain, and every
linkmust remain.

It is expected that every chapter will pay up the
dues one hundred per cent, and not one chapter will
come up without its quota of the scholarship fund.

Let those who are graduating this year as well as
those who have been out of school for a year or so
and have become delinquent, bear in mind that a
Zeta girl's greatest duty to Zeta Phi Beta begins after
she leaves school and begins her life’s work out in
the world. Please pay up your dues.

Remember, when Zeta calls we'll answer one and
all. Zeta is calling.

First we wish
gratitude for the loyal

Sisterly vours,
VENETIA E. NICHOLS,

National Financial Seeretary.
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MULES ANIl MEN
By Zora Neale Hurston
\uthor of [onah s Gourd Vine

/"11' | IIII\‘IIH |I-;- II'_‘.'III ]u I In\.;l,,;i-‘-\
orealesl r1||c| mosl \\ml-.nllu tically re

IHH(‘llil'H ol .\ri--griu inH\il-Jn in the

fwe say Itl”-\lllll' Ijll| 11 l!] l \

.\]H\I.‘ir'\ lfl“ﬁ'li |I|i']|| |||\__1 lrlf‘ I‘l S Wi (
when we re jus sittin around here on th
sfore i]f\ll}1 lll‘Jli ]lllll”!l ' \ill{ |'|I ""

lin_-\ are :;1:1"“[ men 'S0 Hr.ul\ 1'-” !lw'-.

have to throw a sheet over their heads
<o de sun kin rise every mornin In
cluded in the lirst part are [olk-tales
l_\[')Il-tI Sermons 1:_\ colored pu.u]u-h ind
a number of negro songs with su-mplw le
musical accompaniment — the ltamous
“John Henry,” "East Coast Blues” and
“Mule on De Mount.” In the second

section the author s mum“} exhaustive

[irst llulli‘ ~|_l|(|\ ol III(‘ Ill\lllll‘l' lvl.ulunx
n| ”11‘ .\Hlllllt'lfl 1'4[1«\ 1S i"(‘(li!_\ :‘\nLrnl
She l-\|:|.11||\ the origin of ]‘nt"t‘:tltil- de

scribes the \u-mi practices .mcl {Hli.'.|~ ol

the famous Marie Leveau ol New Orleans
her successor and many other hoodoo do
lors. INo more vivid .1lmmph<-1v could b
created as a ba koround for this authen!
mualerial, no mort intimate lacts could
told, than those which Miss Huns!

hrings to us he-n-—llvlwll a ;m-r-,]u*

| |
||1< |n|||\ imaginalive race aboul ‘.\hi |

she writes.




aOME Reviews

UF ZOURA NEALE HURSTON'S PREVIDUS BOODK

h/}[ll/(’s (Hl(/ ]]l(’” ;

\H excellent plece ll| repe rlin In an 'H}"ll"||~|\ intereslino

\l\[(‘ \:f.‘ \llf/\' 1/1‘!!1/{/ /H/HHH‘

In Zora Neal Furston's book ‘Mules and Men \flll.l[f‘llllll
,I\[HHL‘ a l[i\|||11| nnnlill:lllunn, I'he author worked in a lield
where she was welcome and lww_": torth a wealth of ]aru‘\l
new material. It is a bold and beauliful book, many a page
|u|u‘|nw\ and llniuruvllu|)|c‘.“a( ‘arl L\‘urm/[unu‘

“Ill Nno (ltl\'lllll(iu(‘ (:l‘ S]\'IEI or I)qu(l m)lll(' I]ll\[' I)I'(J(Il[f(‘(l lll"
]an \\I]Il l) .\|l\‘.> l |HI‘.\'|()H l~|‘w.;;lli !).nL |l'<>l|| Il]l‘ oay ‘\\(m}mu.
of Florida's lumber camps and the tawdry rituals off the little
sinister streets in New Orleans’'s Vieux Carre. Only an abilits
to write, a rare conjunction of the sense of the ridiculous and
the sense of the dramatic, could have ;H(H]ll('(‘(l this remarkable
collection of Negro folk tales and folk ctistoms.™

—'”u’ S([hmlrr’\‘ Review r;f. Literature

“It's:a umn(l lmn’\', [u” ol llu' mosl fnsrinnlnm Inn‘.“

—(\(H'l \’(IH Ve /Ht'u.

“It seems to me Zora Neale Hurston's latest \'u[umv. Mules and
Men, is luLIHf_’ down. at first hand, a hitherto unrecorded body
of folk tales and voodoo rituals from her own ])(‘nplt‘ in [Florida
and in New Orleans. The tall tales are (l(‘llul]llrlli and hoodoo
riles are uncanny in their dramatic POWET. The volume seems
to me ol in nlru];aM(‘ value to the folk-lorists, and a real adven
lure to anyone interested in the vivid vernacular ol Nvgru life
in the clm:i' Snllill. It is an authentic H"H.I.ll, 1|1l(~r|m~tmi with

imaginalion and uncanny dramatic feeling

—[:r!’(/(llt'/\‘ H. Ho h, Kenan /)"""“‘”' "’ Dramati

Literalure, (niversily wf' North Carolina.

J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY
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BARNARD COLLEGE considers Zora Neale Hurston, anthro-

pologist, research student under Franz Boaz (the world’s
most famous anthropologist), and novelist, among its most
oustanding graduates. And well they might., Not only is she
the first Negro graduate of that famous and exclusive college
but was the first colored woman to get a Guggenheim fellow-
ship (she was awarded two) and was also first recipient of a
Rosenwald fellowship for her particular field.

|n the anthropological world, Miss Hurston is recognized by

leading scholars and universities, She is a member of the
American Folklore Society, American Ethnological Society,
and the American Association for the Advancement of Sci-
ence, For these societies she has done learned and scientific
papers for publication in their journals.

As a fiction writer, Zora Neale Hurston first attracted atten-

tion with a story in Story Magazine which accepts only
quality stories. An article in The World Tomorrow entitled
“How It Feels To Be Colored Me” also caused wide comment.
Both appeared in 1928. Her first novel, “Jonah’s Gourd Vine,”
was accepted by her publishers (J. B. Lippincott of Philadel-
phia) thirteen days after its submission . . . and critics hailed
her as the first Negro writer who knew how to tell a story.
“Mules and Men,” “Their Eyes Were Watching God,” “Tell
My Horse,” and “Moses, Man of the Mountain,” are subse-
quent books that warrant the recognition she has received.
She was the first Negro to speak at the Boston Book Fair

where she is an annual feature and has also s oken for th
New York Book Fair. = s

Miss Hu?ston’s highly successful novel, “Their Eyes Were
Watching God,” has been conceded by critics to be exem-
plary of the most beautiful writing in the English language.

The book was published in London by J. M. D
and in the Italian in 1938 at Rome. 4 ERvCompany

Miss Hurston's collegiate career included Howard Universi-

ty. It was there that she was initiated into the Zeta Phi
Beta sorority in 1925 and Zetas are justly proud of hailir?g1
her as the most outstanding of their sorors.
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1l Van Vechten says: “Thi
book seems to m o i
o » me 8o extraordinary
: - L recommend it with un u:
Stramed enthusiasm .’ ik

(Adetitional comments on back cover
of this Jackel)

———

ANAH'S
GOURD VINE
By Zora Neale Hurston

Introduction by Fannie Hurst

This work tells the life story of
by big, lovable Alabama negro.

15 mama named him two-eye-
{,ohn from a preachin she heered
but dey called him )ohn-Budd
for short.” Ned, his “fatherz
called him “yaller nigger” b::_
cause he had white blood in his
veins, and when he could stand
the sight of the boy no longer he
drove him from the house. So
John wandered over the Big Creek
to Alf Pearson’s plantation where
he was born. It was there he
learned to love little black-eyed
Lucy Potts who could speak pieces
better than anyone in the class
and on Lucy’s fifteenth birthday
they were married. John loved
her and the infant sons and
daughters which began to make
their appearance—but other wo-
men always held a fascination
for him. First Mehaley, then
Big ’oman, then others— he
couldn’t seem to help falling for
them. As pastor of Zion Hope
he prcuchec\, yrayed, sang and
sinned—and  there was always
another woman. ‘“He wuz uh
man and nobody knowed "im but

God.” |
$2.00 ’




JONAH’S
GOURD VINE

ZORA NEALE HURSTON

WITH AN INTRODUCTION
BY
FANNY HURST

R

PHILADELPHIA

J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY
LONDON
1934




COPYRIGHT, 1934, BY
ZORA NEALE HURSTON

FEC)
BOB WUNSCH

MADE IN THE

UNITED STATES OF

AMERICA

WHO 1S ONE OF THE LONG-WINGDED ANGELS

RIGHT ROUND THE THRONE

GO GATOR AND MUDDY THE WATER
THE AUTHOR
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Ao by Zora Neale Hurston

TELL MY>HORSE

The book is unique in that it tells the inside story, by an initiate, of voodoo
in Haiti and Jamaica. Zora Hurston herself took part in the rites which
are celebrated with all the wild abandon of the native blacks, and she
describes what she saw with all the poetry and literary ability that charac-
terizes her writing. This is folklore as only Zora Hurston can write 1t —
the story of esoteric superstitions, savage voodoo ceremonies, strange
customs of the little-known Negroes of Jamaica and Haiti. All the mystery,
weirdness, horror and comedy of the transplanted African Negro run
through the book and color its pages. 26 illustrations.

The New Y ork Times Book Review says: "This book is the result of long

and intimate research: and it is itself intimate in a specific and unique

sense. . . . An unusual and intensely interesting book, richly packed with

strange information. . . . Zora Hurston writes of all this with sympathy

and level-headed balance, with no sensationalism, in a style which is
vivid, sometimes lyrical, occasionally dramatic, yet simple and restrained.”

W

MULES AND MEN

Zora Hurston has made here probably the greatest and most sympathetically
recorded collection of Negro folklore in the world. Included in the first
part are folk-tales, typical sermons by colored preachers and a number of
Negro songs with complete musical accompaniment. In the second section
the author’s exhaustive first-hand study of voodoo practices of the Southern
darky is clearly evident. She explains the origin of voodoo and describes
the weird practices and rituals. No more vivid atmosphere could be created
as a background for this authentic material, no more intimate facts could
be told, than those which Miss Hurston brings to us here — herself a
member of the richly imaginative race about which she writes,

The Saturday Review of Literature says: "But no advantage of skin or
blood could have produced the book which Miss Hurston broughe back
from the gay ‘woofing’ of Florida's lumber camps and the tawdrey rituals
off the little sinister streets in New Orleans's Vieux Carre. Only an ability
to write, a rare conjunction of the sense of the ridiculous and the sense of
the dramatic, could have produced this remarkable collection of Negro
folk tales and folk customs.”

J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY
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75, 6d. net

Zora Hurston is recognized in
America to be the foremost
negro novelist of to-day. It is
our privilege to present this,
her third and most mature
book, to the British public.

Their eyes were walching God
may perhaps be best described
as the story of a black girl’s
search for fulfilment. Janie ‘saw
her life like a great tree in leaf’
But there was no flowering
when she and the industrious
Logan Killicks were married in
her Grandma’s parlour. And
one day Joe Starks, ‘from in
and through Georgy,” came
walking down the road. Joe
spoke of far horizons, of change
and chance, and Janie at last
agreed to go with him. After
Joe was elected Mayor of Eaton-
ville, no one ran the town but
Joe Starks. And Janie began to
feel lonely. When at last Joe's
overbearing ways grew too
much for her, she turned on
him in fury, and stripped him
of his pride. He died, cursing

[continued on back flap]
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- THEIR EYES WERE WATCHING GOD

A NOVEL OF NEGRO LIFE

BY

ZORA HURSTON

j. M. DENT & SONS, LTD.
LONDON
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her, when Janie was not yet
forty, and still a handsome
woman. Then one day Tea
Cake stepped into the store.
He was younger than she, so
much younger that at first
Janie dared not believe in the
happiness he brought to her.
But their life together told her
all that she needed to know,
although the story ends, almost
biblically, with flood and over-
whelming tragedy.

This is a story of Zora Hurston’s
own people. Unlike so many
other tales of negro life, it is
written from inside that gay
and lusty world. One of its
happiest characteristics is the
lack of the usual moaning over
‘colour problems.” For all its
tragedy it 1s a book of gaiety,
humour, and belief in the joy
and beauty of life.

Moade in Great Britain at The 1 'zm(r.’r Press
Letchworth, Herts (M) 208)
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owteuung about the author . . . . BB

Zora Hurston is a native of Florida. She was born in 1903
at Eatonville, the first incorporated Negro town in America.
On the death of her mother she was ‘passed around the
family like a bad penny.” At the age of thirteen she was
taken from school to mind her eldest brother’s children.
At sixteen she ran away and got a job with a white woman
as a lady’s maid. She was happy, but she wanted to go
to school. The woman for whom she worked also was
anxious for her to attend school, and at the age of seven-
teen, Zora Hurston entered Morgan Academy in Balnmore

After High School she went on to Howard *University in
Washington. 7
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magazine. Shortly afterwards she submitted a story to the
: editor of a journal of Negro life. He entered it in a literary
contest, encouraged her to write, and sent her to New
: York. There she met Fannie Hurst, Carl Van Vechten,
and John Erskine, who were judges for the contest in which
she won the second prize. Being offéred a scholarship at
Barnard College, she was admitted there in 1925 as a
Junior, to study anthropology under Dr Franz Boas. Later
: she became secretary to Fannie Hurst; and then she
. returned to the South to do research work. For many
X months she explored in the field of Negro folklore and
amassed a large amount of material. As a result of this
research Zora Hurston was awarded a fellowship at
Columbia University. In 1936 she was the recipient of a
'Guggenheim Fellowship, and in 1937 she was given an
extension of the award to continue her studies of native
customs in Haiti, whence she has recently returned.

Miss Hurston’s first published novel was JONAR'S GOURD
vINE.  Her second book, MULES AND MEN, was a collection
of negro folk tales. THEIR EYES WERE WATCHING GOD Was
published in America in September 1937
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yolow. ohe just
gives us negroes in
the act of living,.

To get the full
negro flavour, the
author causes most
of the action to
pass in Eatonville,
a wholly negro
township, and the
“gwamps” where
negro labour raised
rich crops out of a
fertile land.

Janie, the negro
girl 1n her teens, is
restless and full of
desire to take hold
of the varied ex-

eriences of life.
¢ She had been get-
ting ready for her
great journey to
the horizons in
search of people.”

Her grandmother
denied her the
journey, wanted to
tie her down 10 &Es

safety, to things. . . ,
So Jgnie was married willy-nilly to an
ancient negro farmer, an_d bore with him
11 Tae Starks came whistling down the
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(Continued from front flap)

with flowing authenticity. Then Jim inter-
ested himself in the shrimping fleets that
work out of New Smyrna, and the climax of
the story takes place against that colorful
background.

The heart of the novel consists of Arvay’s
long, stumbling progress toward self-
discovery and fulfillment. She could not be-
lieve that people counted her as high as they
did or that she deserved to hold her head up
in the good life Jim was fixing for her. It
made suffering for her—and for her family
as well—before she was able to find out
where she belonged.

It is impossible to convey the extraordi-
nary flavor of this book. Miss Hurston has
heightened the idiom of her characters with
her own inimitable style and achieved some-
thing quite different from the “dialect™
novel. Enriched by the warmth and vigor that
are part of Miss Hurston’s gift, Seraph on the
Suwanee is an animated and striking work

of fiction.




Z(’I’(I /VC'II/C }{III'Sf(W writes about herself:

Born at Eatonville, Ilorida, first incor-
porated Nego town in the U. S, Father
was mayor of the town three times and
wrote the town laws, including one that
pregnant dogs could not walk the
streets and thereby shock the modesty
of the ladies of the village.

The seventh of a family of eight
children. Father was a successful Bap-
tist preacher and mother a country
school teacher before her ma:riage at
16. Father also a carpenter. Six out of
the eight Hurstons hold college degrees.

Learned to read before school age,
and this reading habit became a great
trial to the family. Would hide to read
whatever was available—from Nick
Carter tales to patent medicine alma-
nacs—instead of doing chores. Father
bitterly opposed to a child of his read-
ing novels. He considered novels works
of the Devil and forbade a child of his
to stoop to such. Zora was the offender
who read everything that came to hand
without discrimination: fairy tales,
blood-and-thunder dime novels, adver-
tisements, Bible, even the school books
of her elder brothers and sister. Com-
mitted to memory numerous poems and
chapters from the Bible.

Wrote several pages of doggervel
rhymes when eight years old and an-
nounced at the supper table that she
was going to be a poet like Longfellow
—to the horror of her father (who knew
nothing about poets or poetry). He
angrily forbade any such notion, say-
ing that it was his understanding that
poets were low-living creatures with no

God in their hearts and no Bible in
their hands. If she wanted to do some-
thing, let her be a missionary.

From fifth grade up, teachers com-
plimented her compositions, but up
into high school, teachers one and all
deplored her handwriting., Teacher in
English in high school had a talk with
her and advised her to take up writing,
but Zora, having always liked geogra-
phy and stimulated by physiography in
high school, had determined to be a
geologist. (Still the most interesting
subject in the world.) Became student-
assistant to the geology professor at
Howard University and took all the
courses in geology at Barnard. With
three others went over to the Columbia
College of Engineering to continue, but
the instructor shooed them all out after
three days of attendance, saying that
there was no future for a woman in
geology. So then concentrated on
anthropology. Received a fellowship
from Columbia at $175 a month and
continued in the pursuit of folk-lore.

Wrote her first story after college and
it was read by Robert Wunsch (then
head of the drama department at
Rollins College in Florida) . He used it
for study in his English composition
class, and then sent it on to STORY
MAGAZINE, It was published, and four
publishers wrote for book length work.
Wrote a book she had been consider-
ing for some time and sent it to a pub-
lisher, who accepted it after 13 days of
consideration. When the wire of accept-
ance arrived, Zora was being evicted
from her house for $18 rent.

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, NEW YORK




SERAPH on the SUWANEE
by ZORA NEALE HURSTON

We have sent you this pre-publication copy of SERAPH ON THE
SUWANEE because we are convinced that the only way to appreciate its
unique charm is to read it from start to finish.

In trying to write a description that will do it justice, we have found
somehow that none of the conventional phrases seem to fit. It is not “deftly
contrived.” It does not “build with an ever mounting tension to a climax
of almost unbearable intensity,” although there is plenty of action in it. It
is probably not the “novel of the age,” but it does have a warmth, a zest
for life that is irrepressible and a rough, sometimes bawdy humor that has
a way of merging into honest tenderness most disconcertingly.

We can point out that it is the story of Arvay and Jim Meserve, who
began their life together in the sawmill country along the banks of the
Suwanee River in Florida, lived next in the citrus belt and then found good
fortune in the shrimping boats that work out of New Smyrna, but this will
not suggest the hearty man-woman relationship that was theirs. There is a
seduction scene in the book that is more hilarious than it is salacious. There
is a duel between a man and a rattlesnake that is calculated to make anyone’s
hair stand on end, but none of these factors in themselves give the book its
indefinable appeal. It is rather the honest lust for living that shines through
it, the extraordinarily colorful idiom in which it is written, and above all the
satisfaction of a good story well told.

We think that SERAPH ON THE SUWANEE is a story a lot of people
can enjoy. We plan to do everything in our power to let them know about it.
If you share our enthusiasm, we hope you will, too.

Publication Date: October 11 Price $3.00

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS
597 Fifth Avenue, New York 17, N. Y.
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THEIR EYES WERE
WATCHING GOD
By Zora Neale Hurston

Author of “Mules and Men,”

“Jonak’s Gourd Vine,” etc.

Miss Hurston was awarded a Guggenheim
Fellowship in 1936 and again in 1937.
She was also given Honorary Mention in
the Book-of-the-Month Club Awards this
year.

Janie's conscious life had begun at
Grandma’s gate. When Nanny had spied
Janie letting Johnny Taylor kiss her over
the gatepost she had called Janie to come
inside the house. That had been the end
of her childhood. Soon after that Janie
and Logan Killicks were married in
Nanny’s parlor. But love did not come
to Janie as Nanny had told her it would.
And one day Joe Starks, “from in and
through Georgy,” came walking down
the road. Though he did not represent
sun-up and pollen and blooming trees,
Joe spoke for far horizons, for change and
chance, and Janie at last agreed to go off

with him.

(Continued on back flap)

St R ¢

ERpeacmt g iiag




(Continued from front flap)

After Joe was elected Mayor of Eaton-
ville, no one ran the town but Joe Starks.
And Janie began to feel lonesome, When
Joe took to belittling her, she accepted
his words, but refused the thoughts which
they gave rise to. When at last his over-
bearing ways grew too much for her, she
turned on him in fury and by her words
stripped him of his pride before the town.
He died cursing her, while she tried to
make him understand what he might
have had.

When Joe died Janie was not yet forty,
and still a handsome woman. She had
refused more than one offer of marriage
when Tea Cake stepped into the store one
day. He was younger than she, so much
younger that at first Janie dared not be-
lieve in the happiness he brought to her.
But their life together told her all that
she needed to know. This is a story of
Miss Hurston’s own people, but it is also
a story of all peoples—of man and of

woman, and of the mystery that the world
holds.

In Their Eyes Were Watching God, Miss
Hurston has fulfilled the early promise
of her first books. This new novel is one
of warmth and humor and rich, transcend-

ent beauty.
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Some REvVIiEWS
OF ZORA NEALE HURSTON’S PREVIOUS BOOK

‘““ Mules and - Men’”’
*

“An excellent piece of reporting in an infectiously interesting
style."—New York Herald Tribune.

“In Zora Neale Hurston’s book ‘Mules and Men’ you are pub-
lishing a distinct contribution. The author worked in a field
where she was welcome and brought forth a wealth of bright
new material. It is a bold and beautiful book, many a page
priceless and unforgettable.”—Carl Sandburg.

“But no advantage of skin or blood could have produced the
book which Miss Hurston brought back from the gay ‘woofing’
of Florida’s lumber camps and the tawdry rituals off the little
sinsster streets in New Orleans’s Vieux Carre. Only an ability
to write, a rare conjunction of ‘the sense of the ridiculous and
the sense of the dramatic, could have produced this remarkable
collection of Negro folk tales and folk customs.”

—T'he Saturday Review of Literature.
“It's a grand book, full of the most fascinating lore.”
—Carl Van Vechten.
"It seems to me Zora Neale Hurston's latest volume, Mules and
Men, is taking down, at first hand, a hitherto unrecorded body
of folk tales and voodoo rituals from her own people in Florida
and in New Orleans. The tall tales are delightful and hoodoo
rites are uncanny in their dramatic power. The volume seems
to me of incalculable value to the folk-lorists, and a real adven-
ture to anyone interested in the vivid vernacular of Negro life
in the deep South. It is an authentic record, interpreted with
imagination and uncanny dramatic feeling.”
—Frederick H. Hoch, Kenan Professor of Dramatic
Literature, University of North Carolina.

*
J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY




