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hours he rrad spell t 011 the f'Loo.r in his reception r-oom
earlier' that n.Lglrt , It brought to life agatn his bi tter-
n eas, IIis skill was bLack l 'I'her-ef'or e, t.hough he had stud.ied
in the best medical school ill America, enough he had been
an interne ror one whole year in. the city hospital at
1\J'ewYor-k , though he had had ar-my experience, though h e h ad
spent some time in study in the best university in France,
and, save in pr-e-war- Germany, the best medLca.l school in
Europe, his word and his medical knowledge and skill were
inferior to that of an ignorant, lazy country doctor in
Georgif~ll \fuerl, oh, when, he taught, 1.vill Amer-Loans get
sense enough to know that the colour of a mants skin has
not.hdrig whatever to do witl'l that mant s ability or brain?. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

The words he f d use spr-ang to his mind. "You mUl.'1dered
l-:ls..ry· ycur-s e.iv ee t " held say. "Didn't I tell you not to give
her- any food f'o r- ten days ?" he'd demand, And then tl'ley t d
shiveringly admit that 118 had told thern those very wor-ds,
"But , no j " he'd go 011, "You wouldn't listen to a 'damned.
nigg er-! s ' word tOld Benn ett , who doesn 't know as much.
about meddcdrie as a horse-doctor--probably less--he' s got
a white akd.n l Arid mine's bLack l Therefore--ff his sarcasm
would be great right there as he bowed. in mock hunlili ty--
Tfther~_.f....2.£eyou listened to him instead of' mel And, doing
so"--here another low bow--"you killed your OWl1. daughter!H
Her-e his voice would rise in violent denuncLat.Lon e
"You're murderers 1 Yes, tl1.at's what you arel You're
murderers 1 You've murdered IEur ~ daughterl And I'm
glacl of' ~!.1 I wish every:', one of you and lour dirt~· breed
la;l in the coff~n witll h er-l You, who thlllk x_Qu're God's
~ ill little ~1 You, who thfnk tha.t all the !iisdom
in the wOl~ld is wrappe.Q..in your dlrt~ Ii ttle carcasses!
And all the virtue ~ And all the brains 1 Everythingl
Everything! EVERYTJIDlCr!"

Oh, yes, he'd finish with infinite scorn: "And
you've B<;t nothingl .Nothing; rOTHTIfG! :r:o~hin~ but lies
and dece~~_aIld concel t and £1.1thy, empty prJ.de t. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

"11rs. EWll1.g, I've tried--God knows I have--to keep
away from trouble with these white people in Central City.
If they bother me, I'm going to fight--you hear me--I'm
~oing to fight--&ld fight like hellt They'll get me in the
~d--I know that--but before I go I'm going to take a few
along wi th me1n


