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My journey began in Trinidad,
Trindided is only 7 miles from the Latin American mainland, and one can stand
on & hill and wateh the ooast of what was the Spanish Main in the days of pirate
Captain Henry Morgan but is today the state of Venezuela., Trinidad is also the

known as the Vest Indies
beginning of that 2,000—mi}e long curving chain of islands/ that ends way up
near the coast of Floride, the southermmmst coastal tip of the United States.

It is the second largest of the British West Indian islands - second only
to Jamaica.# It is squarish in shapé, has a population of 648,300, and an ares
of 1,888 square miles/(just slightly smailer than Lanc:shire).

I soon discovered that the general belief here in Britain that all the
British West Indian islands are poor dozs not hocld good for Trinfiddd. It is not
a poor island: it is the richest and most prosperous of all the British islands,
This propperity is clearly seen in the buildings of Port-of-Spain, the capiial.
There is a general air of prosperity among the middleclassss, New and costly
houses ars going up on the sunny hills above the capital. Land values are soaring.
£60 a month rent for a decent sized house is not considered terribly high. I know
of one British eivil servent whio peys out the bulk of his sslsry in rent,

In 1539 the Trinidad Government's total Revenue was 13,421,444 British
Vest Indian dellars: by 1952 this had shot up to 66,785,400 dollars. (Ths B.VW.I.
dollar is worth 4/2d). There has been the same rocketing of Govermment spending.
In 193° the Government had an accumulated surplus of 9,154,627 dollars: by 1852
this was 38,931,360 dollars,

0il is the basis of Trinidesd's prosperity. There are a dozen oil compsanies

operating in the island today. These companies have banded themselves together

into the Petroleum Association of Trinddad, I called on the officses of the
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Association to find out just what all this prosperity meant to the Trinidad
worker. The Public Relations man wae not at all cagey. He brought out all his
bocks and figures and seemed anxious to give me even more than I wanted, ie

sho ed that the total Governmmnt Revuemue in 1954 was 73,634,818 dellars and

that his members, the oil industry,contributed 25,004,632 dollars towards that
total. 0il had in fact eontributed 3%4% of the total Govermment income for the
yeer 1854, But I wasn't satisfied, Yhat about the workers? The lowest paid
workers got 52 cents an hour., This meant a mindmum of 4,16 dollars for an 8-

bour day - sbout 17/~ & day. The cil industry employed upwards of 16,000 vorkers,

I had & look at some of the other industries to check on wages., I found
that Sugar the second mo-t important, employed rovghly 20,400 workers during
the peak crop seascn which runs from Jamuary to.June. Puring the cut of crcp
season this figure drops to about 16,000, Cane cutters who, unionists toid me,
rerely worked more than three months in each ysar, averaged between 5-8 dollars
a day. Thers are no unemplyment benefits and how theses seasonal laboursrs live
between one crop peried and the next, not only in Trinidad but in all the other
islands ss well, is a mystery. A prominent trade unionist told me: "Theoretically
thousands of seasonal workers should die avery year. The mystery and the miracle
is that thsy don't."

Other egricultural workers average 2 dollars & day, Building worksrs are
ragarded as easual labourers &;d earn 2,40 doilars a day. CommergRal workers also
earn that amount. Government lebourers get 2,23 dollars daily. And ths dock
workers, among the best organised, and only 2,000 strong, get 4.36 dollars daily.
There are no accuraie figures but the last official estimate of the island's

working papulation (1951) placed at at 216,186 of who 14,280 are unemployed. My

own estimate would put the present unemployment figure much higher than this, One
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I got some idea of how these, the unemployed and seasonally employsdj lived
when I went a few milss out of Port-of-Spain and saw the shanty shacks and hovels
by the wayside., Tor all the prospsrity and sunshins and rich earth that almost
seemed to sprout food when you spat at it, there were many vwho lived in dire
poverty. The gap beiween those who have and those who have-not iz terribly

wide.

When I turned to look at the pelitiecal picture I soon ren up sgainst
Trinidad's most serious problem, the communsl problem, To mske semse of it I
must sketeh in a bit of history here. The island became a Biitish possession in
1997. By then it had a population of 18,000 ¥¢¥¢ of whom over half were of African
origin and slaves. After the freeing of the slaves and between 1845 and 1917 over
150,000 immigrants, mainly from Indies were brought into ths island to fill she
need for labour on the sugar estates. Today the Indian population number a
quarter of & million. It is a rapidl; increasing population,

There is hostility, both social and political, between the Indian community
on the one hand and the rest of the population, I discussed this with some of the
political leaders. They charged that the Indians thought and acted communally,
placed the interests of their own community above the welfare of the country.

They ecited the issue of Vest Indian Federation as an sexample.

The Indian lsaders ar> opposed to Federation, Within a broad federal set-up
the Indians would be a very smell minority, Put in a Trinidad outside the
Federation they stood a good chanece, if not at the next election then at the onse
after, of winning power at the polls., Certainly, I found when I spoke to represent-
atives of the Indian community that, with rare exceptions, they were opposed to
Federation. I aisoc found strong communal feeling at all lsvels, Communalism could

become a very serious problem in this island, It is for this reason that Albert
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Gomes, the leader of the Govermment, is anxious for the VWest Indian Federation
to come into being as soon as possible. His great hope is that the conference
due to begin in London on February 7th will ths the finsl ome that will bring
the Federal State of the Britlsh West Indies into being,

Ona development that might prove significant to the future of Trinidad
took place while I was out there. Up to now there has bzen no clear party
system in operation in ths island although it has had its present form of
elected representatives since 1945, But while I was there Dr, Frie Villiams,
perhaps the most brilliant scholar so far produced in the Eritish Caribbeean,
announced his intention of starting a poiitical party that would cut acrcess
communsl and shade prejudiees. From private talks I got thes impression that
Williams would model his party on tie limes of Horman Manley's Pesoples Hational
Par8y of Jamaica.

While I was there Williams was giving a series of public lectures: and
these were really lectures, not just political pep talks. And the striking
thing was the thousands of people, ordinary psople, who cam2 to a public sqguare
and listened while a dark littie intellcsctusl instructed them quietly on the
history, politics, soeial and economicy problsms of their island, much s a

professor might instruct his class. And they listened and took it in, The

orthodox politicians are worried about Villiams' impact. They might well be,
For if he succeeds f“ric Williams might bring something new to the bsautiful,
rich island of carnivals,calypsos, oil dericks, a pitch lake, sugar f{uctories

and the famous steel bands,.
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In the bulky, reliable British Vest Indian Airways Dokota Barbados is

about a couple of hours from Trinidad. Over Trinidad we had flown through
massive black clouds that looked threatening, It might have been the beginnings
of Hurricane Janet that was to devastate Barbados a fortnight later, Uver
Barbados the sky was a spotless blue,

For me Barbados was the drabest, tlie least attractive of the West Indian
islands I saw. It is d¥d¥ flat by contrast to Trinidad. In most other settings
it would, do;btless, be a bsasutiful island but in & sea of remarkably beautiful
islands it %;; not, for me at lesast, Il is the oldest of the British possessions
in the Caribbzan, The first British settiers wreached it on February 20th, 1627,
The settlers displaced nobody, for there was nobody on the island., Slaves were
not imported from Africa until 16326,

Today it is the most 'Pnglish' as well as the poorest of the larger Vest
Indian islands. Thsy call it :Little ‘ngland' and 'Bimshire'; and it is the only
British island in the Caribbean where I saw & man in striped trousers, morning
coat and winged eollar and rolled umbrella walking in the noondey sun, I aiso
found there more sharply defined 'raclal' attitudes than szlsewhere in the Yest
Indies., There is a subtle Sut real colour barrier that is up all the time, On
one side are the whites, on the other the coloureds, Thers is less mixing than
on the other islands, People in the other West Indian islands I visited think
there is more race prejudiee in Barbados than anywhere else in the Caribbean.
The race-ridden Bashamss ars not considered a part of the Caribbean From what I
saw for my self in Carbados I would endorse the ophnion of other West Indians

about racial prejudice there But every now and then I was startled by a
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freak breakdown in this pattern of prejudice. For here and there, living
mainly emong the poorest of the blacks, I cam across istlated white individusls
to whom no other word but 'degencrated' can be applied. They are poor, drab
and, sczemingly, without the will to pull themselves together. They scem unable
to keep jobs. They are cut off from the other whites., The coloureds despise
them and so, generally, do the poor blacks among whom they live, The other
whites behave as though they are not there., The easily got rum is their last
support. These peopls are the descendants of those early settlers with small
holdings who were squeezed out by the big sugar estats combineg in ths years
immediatsly after emancipation.

Basiecally, the isadnd has a one-erop scomomy: sugar. And to give an idsa
of the difference in the financisl turnovsr beiween Barbados and Trinidad, uas
Serbados Tstimates for 1951-52 ere: estimated Govermment income: 10,575,612 B.V.IL.
dollars; estimated Govarnmant expenditures 10,425,206 doliars, This would leave
an estimated surplus of 150,816 dollars. If it is remembered that the West Indian
dollar is worth 4/2d then this becomes finance in the region of & very modest
business concern. . The bald fact is that "Little England! is a desperately poor
island, ecompletely incepable of supporiing itself by itself,

The signs of this poverty ars to be seen in the backstreets of Bridgetown,
the capital and sll over the island, Housss ars made of packing cases, bits of
corrugated iron and sackingj; and in one place a short distanee from the heart of
the capital, I visited an old woman who lived in the broken down body of an old
car, It was smong these people in their matchbox houses or houses mades of bits
of tin and sacking tied together that hurricane Jsnet ceused most damaged.

The Government of Grantley Adamgg has made efforts to cope with the housing

problem, But there just is not enough money in the colony.
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f d Ons bright morning I met 2 gang of sbout & dozen canefield workers by
the roadside 15 miles outaide Bridgetown. They worked om the estate that
flanked the roed. It was eleven and they were having their breakfast. They
had already worked for hours., Their breskfast copsisted of tin mugs filled
with a drink ecalled mauby, & brownish drink made from the bark of a tree, and
four or five small round biseuits, rether like our own cheese biascuita, I
squatted vith them by the roadside and we talked, They were cheerful and
friendly and not a fraection as restrained as the immigrants I hed interviewed
in Britasin., What would they heave for lunch, I zsked., Perhaps another mug of
mauby or perhsps it would be lemonade. But that vould be & drimk, I szidj what
would they eat. Thsy laughed among themsclveg at my ignorance. Then ons of
them said: "A man who hes & penny vwill buy z few biscults,® But not one among
them had 2z penny for biscuits. Thers wers two whe had s fow coppers csach but
they were keeplng that to take home, They had families to be fed. We talked a
vhile more along general lines and then we got down to the hsrd facts of their
Jivas. I later checked and corrected what they told me, But Basically they had
given me the facte of what it means to bs a working man in Barbados today,

The sugar industry employ¥s eppromimately 25,000 people during the in-crop
season. During the out of crop season - more than half the year - this figure
drops to between 7,000 and 10,000, The average carnings of s cane cutter is 18
dollars a week, This is during the incrop season. During the out of crop season
the few who are employad are given only 3 days' vwork a week, The most they can
earn then is 6 dollars a week, How these pesoples live, what they e=at, how they
feed and clothe their ehildren during the long months of unemployment is the
‘miracle! my trade unionist friend mentioned to me.

One day I stood at the docks and watched a shipload of migrants steaming
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out of Bridgetown's sunny harbour., And all about me was the gay warmth of the
friends seeing them off, T had spoken to ¥UL/FIdAY< df many of the people on

the ship. In the main they didn't think they were going to 'Paradise! or any-
thing as fancy asg that, They were going 'home'! to Britain becauss the 166 square
miles of their islend home found it difficult o support}2§2,000 people on

King Sugar, and because tourism and the other industries their leaders dream

gbout have not y=t materislised and, =2s one told me: "A man must live",

three
I spent only a f£#¥ days in the small and lovely island of Antigua; only

long enough to be tremendously impressed and excited by the land redistribution
programme carrisd out by the trade union majority led by Vere Bird in ths tiny
island's legislature. Govermmeni, here, ds acguiring the big eststes, cutting
them up into smzll economic units and leasing them out to landless psasants,

In return the government de@ands of the peasant that he produces a csrtain
basic minimum of crops esach year. Failure means that he would lose his land,

I saw this project at worke It was one of my most exeiting and hopeful Vest
Indian experiences. For hore, as in Africa, land is the life of the people,
Certainly, this idea of the redistribution of land might well be one of the
small islands' greatest contribution to the greater British Vest Indian Federation,
And the way I saw peasants evarywhers respond to the challenge of 'produecs or
give wp' vas most heart-warming, filled me with hope of optimism for the future

of thess islands.
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I flew into {ingston, Jamaica and found myself im the final phases ol a
year-iong celebration. 1255 marked ﬁne 300th year since the British sea captains,
Fenn and Vemables landed in Jaralca and eaptured it from the 5 aniards. Festivals
of art, musie and dancing were taking place through the length and breadih of
the island. The mood and stmosphere, especially in Kingston, was gay and filled
with hope for the future. Adlai Stevenson, presidsntisl candidate in the U.5.,
had spoken at a giant rally two days before my arrival, A plane-load of Hollywood
f£ilm stars were due to arrive in a few days' time. 1 was invited to the theatre
within a day of being there. The important lLonden daily and veekly papers were
egsily come by. The People's Hational Party wes vreparing for its annual
conference much as the politicel parties do in this country. This was no far-
flung isclated island, cut off from the rest of the world. It was very much in
the world, very much in the stream of things. And behind ths coastal plains
the hills and mountains rese, touched with purple at sunset and making it an
unutterably lovely land.

And in the streets of Kingston and Spanish Town and Morant Bay and Port
Antonio and Black River and Fslmouth and all the other towns, p=ople moved about
in elubs snd pubs and offices and worked together and played together without
any regerd for race or colour. Sure, there might be a small white lumatic fringe

riddle with white racism, =and & small black lunatic fringe riddie with bluck

racism, They didn't reaily matter. Basically Jamaica is, in terms of race relations,

the happiest country I have ever visited., Jamaice can teach the rest of the
world much about how different racial groups can live together in peace and

good fellowship. I know of no other English speaxing country as free of racism



and raciel prejudice as she iz, And I hsve mat few peoples as warmhesrtsd and

friendly zs her people, of all shades and colours,

The 1sland lies almost in ths middle of thet 2,000-mile long curving
chain of islands. It is the largest of the British iszlande with an arss of
4,411 square milss and a population of 1% millions, slightly more thah the

British
total population of the othar/islands put together, It is, politically, the
most advanced; the most mature of the British islands, 4he only ons with a
olearly defined two-party syvetem. |

TARAL A/ LA AEE PAATAAL BAX ARAY L/ AAETA A/ AT AL /AL YTBH LSS/ A/ KL A AN A
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The story of modern politieal develorment in Jamaieca dates back to 19238
and the riots of the hungry and homeless and workless in that year, Alexander
Bustamente put himself at the head of the ricters and was imprisoned. Norman
Manley, under the influengs of the lste Sir Stafford Cripps, founded the
Paople's Nationzl Party in September of 19738, Bustamente came out of prison and
formed the Bustamemnte Industrial Trade Union of which he was '1ife'! president,
secretury, ete. This was the beginning of the siruggle for self-govermment in
the isgland, By 1244 thes struggle had reasched the point where Jamalecs could
hold its first general elections. Bustamente, who had by now formed his Jamaica
Lebour Party, won th» alections. He was in powver for 10 year. At the genersl
elections of Jemuary, 1955, Norman Manley's People's National Party finally
won power after 10 years in opposition. A nev phase of Jamasica's political
development was thus set in mobion.

Just vhat this new phese meant I sav for myself as I wandered about the
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country.

In the rugged hills of upper Trelawny, I came across a vast 4,500-acre
stretch of land called 'Allsides! becauss, they say, it was on all sides of
the road along which I drove. The land was the property of an absentee owner
living in ¥ngland. He had b=en the absentse owner for upwards of 40 years., Half
the property is rented out to som-thing like 1,400 peasant tenants who pay 34/~
per aere per year. Thay have to pay this rent in four quarterly instalments,

There is = resident overseer on the land whose solz function was the collecting
of the rent from the peasant tenahts, This man culbivated about 12 acres of
land for his own personal needs. There wag therafore over 2,000 aeres of land
lying fallow with land-hungry peasants zll about. It is mountainous land and
erosion can be bad in places, it ;zsp&rticularly bad et Allsides. But vwhy worry,
the absentee owner's income was assured snd it was e tidy sum.

In hunted out one of the more presperous of the tenants. I found a man ¢fYR
named Webb, asged 44, He wag married and he and his wife and their six children
lived in 16 by © foot shacks The shack had wattled sides snd a thatched roof and
the inside walls were pavered with newgpapers. They had boards on the {loor. Not
2ll peasants have that, This room vas divided intc three compartments, There were
four single beds. Webb rented a total of three acres, scattersd in little
parcels of a % sere here, another © or ~ acre a mile avay, and so on, He estimated
thet he ssrned £150 & year off his crops. His wife earned £5 & year from 'higglingf
- gelling at the weekly village market,

Vebb refused to put into practice any soil conservation methods, He said
there was no point as he could be turned offf the lend any time. He might fall ill
and be unable to pay one querter's rent znd be turned off., For the same reason
he would not build a bettsr smd more permesnent housse for his family,

I left the Vebbs at Allsidee and got down to Kingston in time tc sit in on
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657 a debate in the House of Representatives. Chief Minister Manley was introducing
0 a long complicated bill called 'The Land Bonds Eill', Later, privately, I told
the Chief Minister about my journeying and what I had seen at Allsides, He

nodded and smiled but said nothing.

And then, & few dsys before I left Jamaica, the Chief Minister told me
what his land Donds law was all sbout., It was to give security of tenure to the
iebbs and those like them who constitute the overvhelming majority of Jamasica's
populztion. This law hed, in feet, given the Jeomsiean Govermnment the power Lo
buy, compulsorily if necessary, land like Allsides and give it back to the
peasante,

A few weeks later ths Govermment did  seguire the Allsides property. The
absentee owner had agreed to the purchass, Government would pay £5,000 in cash
and Land Bonds to the valus of £45,000,

And in the rugged hills of upper Trelawny the Govermment's Christians
Land Authority went inte setlion.

Wabb would now reeaive a contimious and werkable piece of land end,
orovided h2 works his land welil, he will have thet security of tenure that
would make it possible for him to build a house in which his wife and children
can take pride and to work his iand with love and care, knowing that only he
and his will bensfit from the sweat of his brow, For this Land Bonds law is
the most important thing that has happened to the Jamaican peasantry since the
emzncipation of the slaves.

This, then, is the new phase., It spoaks well for the future of Jamzica

and that greater Vest Indian Federation to which all Ydd West Indians look with

so much hopa. I left the West Indies caught in their hope.
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KL/ /¥hdk{ 1 would like, now, to tell you of —w—few—of—the people I met
in the West Indies. As you know, the West Indies have produced some very out-
gstanding political leaders: I could mention names like Albert Gomes of Trinidad,
Grantley Adams of Barbados, Vere Bird of Antigua, Norman Manley of Jamaicas, and
many others as well. But it is not of these PEBBYE /LALL /A /¥ dr/ 48/ €I political
leadersg that I want to talk,

Firet I want to tell you of a gentleman waé s nNearly seventy now and who
is universally respected as the Flder Statesman ofwthe Yest Indies., Gordon Ash
vho for many years was the Informatios Officer in Sierrs Lsone and now has the
same job in Trinidad, took me to mcet thajold gentlemen, His name is Theophilus
Albert Marryshow. He is one of the tall@st and thinnest men I have ever met.
Bverybody called him Unecle Tadd}‘ He had been a member of the Legisiative
Counecil of his nativeqisiipd Of) Granada continuously for thirty years, and for
all those years he hadlcrusaded for the federation of the Vest Indian islands.And
43 you know; that geeatidream of his has now become reality and the first Yest
Indian Federal elections will take place early in 1958,

Ve talked mainly about Africa on that Sunday morning: he had fpllowed events
there closely and wanted to know all I could tell him about recent social and
politicsl developments. How were 7ik, Nkrumah and Dr. Margi(?) doing, snd what
ware all thess difference that dévided our people? I tried to answer as bsst I
could. He was unhappy about South Africa and Henys but very hopeful about West
Africa. He wanted people from the VWest Indies and Africa to visitg each other
and get to know each other better., I left him feeling I had been in the company

of a good and great patriot, in the company of a man who had devoted his life to

£



the cause of his people and who had found happiness in it.

Next, I met a lady who was the leader of The Coteris of Social Vorkers.
Her name is Miss Jeggers. She reminded me SO strongly, in speech, gesture and
movement, of our own women in Africa that I found it hard to think of her as a
West Indian and not an African, Miss Jeggers had asked me to meet her‘at one of
her feeding centres, s0 I turned up at lunch time, The place wasbz?}ngne of
the main streets of Port of Spain, the capital of Trinidad. I recognised it
by the crowd of children outside the bié door, An slderly lady met me at the
door, we fouéht our way past the kids and went into the big kitchen where Miss
Jeggers and some of her ladies were cooking luneliinhuge pots, each one big
ensugh to take & whole sheep. Around ug wasathe noise of childrenj shouting,
talking and laughing, One of the ladifis weatl out and told the children they
could go upstairs, They climbed 23flight of narrow wooden stsire in psirs, Miss
Jeggers finished her work if the kitéhen and told me we could go up. We followed
the children up into a hngs‘hailvwith roweg of tables and benches. They stood
up as we came in andwai%ed) till Miss Jeggers told them to sit down. Some of
the gYAf¥ ladies“and th3 bigger girls served the food, There was silence while
Miss Jeggers said grace, then, three or four hundred children sat down to a happy
meal, Well, you might sey, so a few hundred children are having lunch: what's
80 important about that! Simply this: it is all free and the Fi{M{ the resulg
of Miss Jeggers' determination that the children of the poor and hungry should
be well-fed and should go to school, Bafore she started this centre hundreds
of children ﬁere permanently hungry, and empty bellies are not the best aids ## to
sehool work.»I know it only too well: I know how hard I found it to concentrate
on my lessons because my belly wam'empty vhen I was a child., And 1 know how often

I did not go to school but went, instead, in search of food., And, remembering my



own hungry childhood days, I was glad that the slum kids of Trinidad had Miss
Jeggers and her Coterie of Socizl Workers. But feeding the kids was only part
of the job they did. They had welfare committees, committees to look af'ter
the welfare of blind people and prison committees. But thsse were not just
talking committees. They met twiee a week to plan the work they #{d proposed
doing and then they got down to work. There was no room for ladiss who just
vanted the honour of being on committses. Bach member had to work, and work
hard. Enough food to feed nine hundred children each day had to bes got,
prepared and cooked. Bach member had to go out and“ecllect & certain sum of
money from the wealthy beople and businesses of the #sland, The property where
they fed the children had been bought as ammesult of such 'beggings'. The
Coterie ran a hostel for teachers, typlst®yamd other 'better class' girls;
another hostel for working women, @& home,for blind women, and day nurseries

to take care of ths childret of womeg who had to go out to work. It weas all
highly organised and very @fffciently run, and the govermment of the island now
helped the Coterie th Bzants of sums of monsy to help in their work. But
when Miss Jeggers)started this work single-handed 35 ysars ago hardly anyone
pald any attention; no one was intsrested.

It is very different today. The fame of the Cotsrie of Soecial 'orkers has
spread and Miss Jeggers can nov choose her members with care, The Boterie has
four branches in ths island, and they have made it a rule that no branch should
have more than a hundred membsrs.

As we watched the children at their mesl that werm day, I said to Miss
Jeggers: "This is wonderful. But it must have been hard to build it #4 up to
this, Were you ever discouraged?"

A smile touched her face, black as the African night. She nodded:



"Yes," she sald quietly. "It was hard when I began in 1921, very hard.,"
Thén she smiled again and addedt"But if you do something with your heart, and
do it honestly, God prospers it."

I wished desperately then that the women of Africa would feollow the
example of Miss Jeggers and her Coterie of Soeial Vorkers in feeding the young
and taking care of the weak and the helpless. This daughter of Afriea, three
hunéred years removed from her African ancestral.home, was, it s=emed to me,

setting a great example and challenge to her sisters ica. I hope they

]
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The plane came down at New York's Idkéwild airport in the early evening:
there was snow on the ground and it was bitterly cold, That same morning I had
BEEA left a warm sunny Jamaica whers it was too hot to wear anything but the
lightest cotton or linen clothes. Now, as I got out of the plane, I cshivered
in the thick woollen suit into which I had changed. I wighed I were back in
the West Indies, back in the sun instead of in this @oldy freezing place, But
I was excited too. This was my first visit to Am@ricsa snd €here was much I wanted
to see and many people I wanted to meet., Amegica had been for me, as a boy, as
it has been for so many ambitious youmg Wfricans, a wonderland, a place that
challenged the imegination. How, @t lastyi Il was in America.

The plane had flown over land for'a large part of the journey and this
had given me an idea of just héw enormous this country was. Later, I travelled
by plane and train togVashington, Chicago, North Caroiina???ennsseeé and got a
further idea of the vagtness of the country, And I had then not covered ell of
it,. '

I passed through customs and then set out on the long drive into New York
with a friend who had come to meet me., At the entrance to a beautgful, weilflit
tunnel, my friend pulled up beside a little shed., A policeman with a gun tied to .
his waist came out of the shed, My friend gave him some money and ws drove on,
into the tunnel. I asked what this was all about, My friend explained that here
all motorists going from one sresa-into another paid a fee which was used for
‘the upkeep of the roads; and certainly, American roads sre wonderful, My friend

went on explaining, but there was so much to see and I only half heard him, From
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& great dlstances I saw the towering skyscrapers of New York; they were poinisA
of light ereeping up and up into the black night, hundreds of feet sbove the
ground, and towering above them all, was the 1it up pqak of the FEmpire Statey
the tallest building in the world. It wes like something out of a world of fairy
tales, a little like the ﬁcrld of Amos Tatuola's fantastie ghosts, But there was
nothing unreal about this city that grew upwards and we were soon driving slong
the broad avenues of HNew York, It was nearing Christmas and the whole city was
decorated with millions of multi-coloured lights. Thexe were tall, glittering
Christmas’ trees in soms of the avenues and ths shopsy, still open though it was
nearing ten o'ecleck in the evening, were crowdef #itll people and stacked with
good, The streets and avenues were jammed WhtMycars and taxis, and they all
seemed to me enormously Targe; each cariseeméd at least twiece the size of the
average Tnglish car. And eyerybody‘drova'on the wrong side of the road! My friend
drove down Broadway so thattl Should see America's fabulous theatreland by night.
And fabuloug it certeinly was.\It was a world of twinkling lights spelling out
the names of film staxs, %he titles of plays: lights everywhere and of every
eolour in the raimbow. |The lights of London's theatreland, of ?iccadill&,paled
into drabness before all this. The was on the grand, American, scale: magnificent,
gigantie, colossal, super-colossall

We left Broadway and drove through Central Park, This was a little more like
the world I was used to: a world of tress and grassf and park benéhas.

We stopped for supper at a resteurant on Columbus Averme but before we got
out of the car I said to my friend:

fire we near Harlem?"

"0h yes," he sald, "Your hotel is above Harlem, on a hill overliooking it.

All you have to do is walk down the hill and you'rs in Harlem."



"Then let's go to Harlem," I said. "I would like to eat my first meal in
America in the Negro eity of Harlem,"

Ve went first to my hotel, left my luggsge, then my friend parked his car
and we welked down the hill into Harlem, This was something I had dreemed of as
& boy in the slums of faraway South Africa. Then, Harlem and the famous American
Negroes who lived and had lived there, seemed like another wor;d, Negro writers
like Langston Hughes, Counttee Cullen and Claude MeXay had maﬁgﬁﬁizgus to me and
my friends. The greatppogrges made by the American Neggoes in the arts,literature
and music had begun with what was known as the yegro-ﬁenaisance in the 19208 and
'30s in Harlem. Much of the inspiration thatfhad sterted me on the road to
becoming a writer had come from Harlem{ AndWmpow, at last, I was walking the
stredts of Harlem.

The streets were as broad as She gthe sireets through which we had travslled.
The houses looked the same, The®e were as many cars as there had been on those
other streets. The only differsnce was in the people. In the journey to New York
and through the centre, of New York I had been in a wvorld of white men and, as in
London or Phris, INhad only seen an occasional black person, Here I was in a
world of black folk. Theyf were in all the streets, in all the shops, in the cars
on the streets, in the taxis, they drove the taxis. The majority of them looked
as though they had come straight from Africa; one only noticed the difference when
they spoke and in the way they dressed.

We dropped in at Suger Ray Hobinson's bar for a drink, The great man vas
not there himsslf; he was in training for that fight at which he won baeck his
worid title. Thén we went into a large restaurant on 125th Stree£ for supper.,
While we order our food a fat black man looked down on us from a little upsteirs

room with a glass wall. Black men erowded the long barj others, escorting ladies,
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sat at the tables. Soft music seemed to come from everywhere in the finely
furnished great placs.

After a while the fat man came out of his glass~walled room, down the
stairs and to our table,

"Exeuse me," he said and waited.

¥ looked at him and said: "Yes?"

He said: "Are you Peter Abrahams?"

I said: "Yes."
He said: "We would like you to come up an &th folks, Mr, Abrahams,"

"What folks?" I asked.

"The folks of Harlem," the fat" « W Theytve read your books and know
all about you. Come and ssy hello to gh.e‘ ey would like it."

I followed the fat man up the)stairs and into the little glass-walled room.

It vas a small radio stati e fat man signalled to s black enginser then

plcked up the mierophone id:

"Hello folks! Gues o's just walked into Harlem, I couldn't belisve my

.eyesl 1t's our owl Petel Abrahams from Africa....Come Peter, meet the folks.," He
gave me the mierophone. Thaty; I think, was one of the great moments of my life.

I had not expected Harlem to know me.
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NEW WORLD JOURNEY, Peter Abrahams,

8.

The American lNegroes welicomed me and made me feel at home everywhere i1f
went. In New York the FNatlonal Association for the Advancement of “oloured
Pgoples, the Afro Arts Theatre Group and the American Commitiee on Africa, gave
parties and receptions for me. They were all aware of Africs, of what was
happening in Africa, It was the same in Wasghington where I spoke at the great
Negro University, Howard., I found at Howard University $he most complete
collection of boocks and papers on Africa. There wada éécﬁicn of the library
at Howard University that contained all the bodks/pitten by Africans and other
neople of African origin anywhere in the world, In Washington too, I was
entertained by the Institute of Africaa~kmeric&ﬁ Relations, & body which is
controlled and run by Yest African stuﬁep%s.

Weshington, ss you knowpis, strifctly speaking, in the American Séuth but
I stayed #n & hotel whiclinhady until a very short time, been exelusively for
whites only, But whenWbhejold Negro porter took me up to my room he said:

"You.tell ¢hem impAfrica that things are changing here and will go on
changing " .

The journsy from Yashington to Chicago is an overnight journey and I
travelled on a Pullman car, a carriage with sleeping accommodation. There were
twelve sleepere in our carriage, each cut off from the othsr by a canvas
curtain., A Canadian Yegro and his wife and I were the only black people in
the Pullmen., Nobody paid any especial attention to us. ¥We shared the same
toigets and washrooms as the whites, .

At MASKIAL Chicago I was met by Professor St. Clair Drake, the Amsrican

scholar who had just returned from spending a ysar ¥ teaching at the unive-sity
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blood is a.Negro

c;llsge of the Gold Coast., He was full of exeitement about all he had seen amd
exyeriendad in the Gold Coast. He told me of conversations he'd had with Prime
Ministsr Nkrumah and Opposition ieader fusia, of the friends he'd made, and of
how much halhad enjoyed his stay in Africa,

We went to Chicago's Southside, the Negro section, for a meal, I was
surprised to see that the waitress who served us was white, Drake saw my
surprise and‘smilad. He said:

"Non't tell me you don't know your race when ¥ % 38.°
I said: "Nonsense; that's a white woman,"
He laughed and waited till the waitres @ck. Then he said wo her:

"Wy friend from Africa thinks y o@ te woman,
The girl smiled and shook h%

"I'm a Hegro," she said,

I shook my head; I cofld believe it,
fghe is," Drake s u weit, You'll meet Hegroes with ersamy white
s<ins, blonde hsair a eyes. Any person with the faintest drop of Negro
America."

I laughed and kept on laughing at thes idea of white Negroes, white 'black!
psople, For this young woman who served us was really white, would be accaptled
8 a white person sverywherse in Africa, lncluding South Africa.

Later, I visited the offices of REONY msgazine in Chiesgo and met its owvner
Jéhn H., Johnson and some of its staff. I know just how widely known EBOFY is in
Afriea so I thought you might like to know ths story bshind it, TBONY, as I think
most of you know, is the most successful Negro magazine in the world. Fach month

it sells half a million copies, not only to Ameriea, but to Africa Purope and

Aslia as wall.



The story of TBONY, like so many success stories, began ¢ with the dreaming
of a poor young black boy called John H. Johnson., The young boy had just finished
school and got a job with a life insurancs company. The insurence companjes godd
a lot of their busness from the Hegroes. The poor especially wanted to bury their
dead decently and for this monsy was needed and they hardly ever had rsady cash.
5o, each week, they paid a small sum out of their wages to the insurance company
sc that they could be sure of a decent buriel when death came, Bhus, becauss the
Negro was so important to insursnce, young Johnson wga‘giwen the job of reading
and reporting on everything that was written in the mﬁwspiyers about the Negro and
nis 1ife in America. After working hours Johmson o?%eg told his black friends
about the things written in the vhite 9apfT8, Wis friends showsd great interest.
Perheps, young Johnson thought, all tha&)Nege@es would be interested in a Digest
of vhat was written about them. YeSy pezhaps they would, Hs decided to start a |
magazine called HNegro Digegi. e searched for.someone with money to back the
venture, @ No-one wouldy Tm, $he end he borrowed 500 dollars, offering his mother's
furniture as security, HAfound a printer willing to give him cred%ﬁ, and in

' November, 1342,5§§E&£&§jp issue of Negro Digest was published, an issue of 5,000
copiss, Johnson vasna young man of 24, Prominent white Americans like Mrs,
fwoseavelt helped by writing for it. Circulation shot up; whites as well as Negroes
read 1t. OSoon, Negro Digest was selling nearly 100,000 copies & month., A boor
black boy's dream had come true., Three yesars after Negro Digest Johnson had paid
off his debts and had enough money to launch BBONY, s big, picture magazine in
which was mirrored the brighter side of negro life, which shoved the echievements
of ihe Hegro in employment and business and in cultural and soecial life., The
nev magazine started with a first printing of 25,000 copies and was an immediate

sueeess
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Today Johnson who is still only a young man of thirty seven, is the
biggest Negro publisher in the worid, and his Johnson publishing Company
controls a vast chain of msgazines like TAN, JET and HUE, .

Johnson employs more than 150 people today and =sach year pays out close
on a million dollars in wages alonas, HHis staff of reporters wander all over the
world in search of news gf that is of interest to the 16 million American Negroes
and all the other psople in 21l the world who read his msgazines, One of his
nmanaging editors, Miss Tra Bell Thompson, made a-tounwof;i%rica g few years
ago and wrote of what she saw and found there,

And John Johnson has not forgotten his @erl§ beginnings or his mother, It
was the B00 dollars borrowed on his moﬁaag“§¢fﬁgniture that set him off on his
road to wealth and power, Today his maaéei #s Vice-Prssident of his company
and they both have all the money aﬁ§ allPthe ecomfort they could ever want,

When 1 asked Johnson Whabthhe thought helped him most to success he said:

g feai?tgz Negro kdﬂmﬂtdé & lot of progress in this country and we want

to see him make moregso Wghshow the positive side of Negro achievement. The

‘reason for our susigess, Jas 1 see it, is that we are doing a job no one else is

doing in this field."

I think I should snd thiz report of my new world journsy on this high note
of the Johnson success story, Everywhere in the New Vorld, from the farthssst
island in the West Indies to the great United States I found a picture of Negro
advancement, Of course, there were failurss and sstbucks in some places, places
where poverty and prejudice s=emsd to hold sway., But these were far outweighed
by the positive achievements of the New Wofld Negroeg, And one thing that pleased

me very greatly was their kzen intersst in Africa =nd sll things Africans
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