A WH NI GGE

If you do not know what a "White nigger " means,
I will try to explain. It means that although your skin
maybe white, 1f there is one drop of dlack blood in you,
you are none the less & nigger---a white nigger, as they
call it .

I was born in New Orleans. My lovely mother was an
a Jugdroon. She was almost as white as I ame. By father
was 4a white man. He used to eome to see my mother and me
about onge a monthe He c¢ould not come oftener, though I believe

he loved us, becausze he had a wife and another family 1qf§il=

b hepiibeal the City. lusgeeitet—to—wenmtion—thetr-wy NN
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was in the ttle zirl of seven

I know I was pretty, even in those JdaJ8—=cndPi—iattrem

perely pratéy—d—tanat, for thax even the white folk who ¢ame

to our house to have their &wmx sewing done by my mother, used

to exclaim over my beaunty agg_;gng..—iiné I wmwe hﬁ%ﬁ‘wﬂﬂﬁh ‘s‘n..

woman say to my mother:

"You would never know but what she was all white.
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It seems a pity that she should have to live among eolored .
people”.

My mother dd not reply, but that night she went on some
speecial journey to the white part of the eity, and when she came
back xx therex a thin, middleaged woman was with her. Yy
mother introduced her to me as my Tante MNarie, and it seems
that she was a sister of my father, who was a Oreole. Byx€xapX
" Most people think that the word "Creole"” lmplies solored blood,
but that is not so. It means the very c¢ceam of Xxmax old Frenesh
and Spanish hlood, without a taint of black to despoil ite.

My & Oreole aunt examined me with great and detached interest,
holding up her glasxes to her nose, and studying me as if I

were under a magnifying glass. Then, in Prenc¢h, whiech I

could speak quite well, as most New Orleans children ean,

she sald:

"Remarkablel "

For a long time after that she and my mother
spoke in whisperse My mother's face was flushed. She

seemed to be pleading for something and her mymxx great dark

eyes xwakx were moist with undropped tears. My aunt kept
saying: |

"Its a riske. It ioulm be a ocrimel No will not
be a party to 1t} Perhaps no one would ever find 0 te=-=

but tkax the price wuld be paid in the next generatiole--or
the next".
Then my mother sald:

"But there need be no other generation. It

can stop with TFleur. Gxiwaxmexjuskxensugh I beg you to take




her wi th yonu. Give her her chance to be~-=-a white girl.”

My aunt ahook.her head slowl&, and my poor
mother econtinued:

"She 1s white---all white---as white az any of the
high and m ighty LaTouehes. Then let her be brought up
a white girl”.

I saw my aunt looking at my mother very gravely and
then she said: ‘

"What of you, ladame? Do you gare so0 little
for your ¢hild that you are willing to give her up like this".

My mother flamed back:

"You €orget” sald she, "that my ancestors were
slaves. Our women gaw their daunghters taken from them and
sold on the blosk like sattle to strangers—- brutes and beastse.
Y 4 mé grandparents e¢ould do that, ean I not be stole enough
to send my ehild to a place where I know her life's hgppinoan
will be found".

"I am not so sure of the happiness” said my aunt
drily, "but I will think 1¢ over".

Think it over she did, and within a few days
af ter that conversation, I found myself on a train, with my
aunt bound for the City of Chiecazo. 0f ecourse, I was
too distraeted and heartbroken at the time to know r
or eomprehend just where I was going. A1l I knew was that
I was being taken from my adored mother. Perhaps 1
would nevér.aee her againe. Perhaps I would never again

see my little brown and black and nigger white playmates.
¥xzxxx I sat vrouched Iin a corner of the seat, sobbing my heart

oute.




My aunt said:

"You must stop eryinge. You must not abandon yourself
to grief in that uneiviliszed fashion. You are now a whlite
girl™.
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"I'm not" I reported wildly. "I hate white people”.

?y aunt sald coldly:

"You will lower your voiee, if you please, when you

address me. Bnyone on the train might hear you".

"I don't gare if they do" I sobbed tompcsﬁuously.
"I hate, I hate, I hate all white people”.

"Then" said my aunt”™ if you do not obey me I shall be
obliged to punish you".

I flashed bask scornfully:

"You can't ——-on the train. The people won't let
you beat me".

"I have no intention of beating you" she replied
eoldly. "but you shall hace nothing to eat till you behave your-

self and a¢t as a white girl should”.

I am going to pass over the several years of my
life spent in Chicagoe My aunt wasnot & rich woman, but
we had a nice little flat near the parky Shzxwataskedmax
I went to sschoolwhwre, unlike dNew Orleans, thefe wereboth
white and blaek ¢hildren. Phey took it for granted that I
was white, and as time passed I almoat forgot myself that
there was leven that one drop taint i1 n my dlood. | From time

to time letters e¢ame from my mother, always with money enclosed.

Not very much money, for I believe she



worked very hard to earn the money to support me, for it

seems that although my father's people were arlistoerats,

they were not at all rish, and my father who had disaproved of
the entire venture had broken off entirely with ﬁy mother

after my departuree I belleve he wrote Tante Marie on

two or three oceasions uzgkuagx deslar ng she had done

and was doing an outdagous thing, and that the imposture

was sure eventually to be discovered. If she would not bring me
bask, he wonld eas his hands of the entire matter. My aunt
replied, for so Ishe cooly inf imed me, that she woukd only
bring me back when I had disproved my right to be a white
girl. It all depended upon my ¢onduet.

58 time passed of ecourse, I had no éesire whatsoever

to ret ru. I agquired a sort of snobbish aversion for ¢olored

people, and I always gvolded ¢ontast with them.

When I was seventeen years old, as we were in very
poor ¢ireumstances and my mother's remittances had Dbecome
smaller and rarer, I had to go to worke I got a Joﬁ
at a newstands in the Ambassador hotel. I think Tante Marie
fe}t very badly about my having to work at so young an age, and
she made me keep at my musie and French lessons, for she always
hammered in to me the fast that eulture was everything,
and if I eould maintain an atmospere of refinement, I would
be welcome anywhere. Also, in her proud moments, she would
re mind me tyat I must zot forget that no matter whi my mother

was, on my father's side I was a LaRhosquee.




