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POSTSCRIPT 

These are the things of which men think, who live: of their own selves and the 
dwelling place of their fathers; of their neighbors; of work and service; of rule and 
reason and women and children; of Beauty and Death and War. To this thinking I 
have only to add a point of view: I have been in the world, but not of it. I have seen 
the human drama from a veiled corner, where all the outer tragedy and comedy 
have reproduced themselves in microcosm within. From this inner torment of souls 
the human scene without has interpreted itself to me in unusual and even 
illuminating ways. For this reason, and this alone, I venture to write again on 
themes on which great souls have already said greater words, in the hope that I may 
strike here and there a half-tone, newer even if slighter, up from the heart of my 
problem and the problems of my people. 

Between the sterner flights of logic, I have sought to set some little alightings of 
what may be poetry. They are tributes to Beauty, unworthy to stand alone; yet 
perversely, in my mind, now at the end, I know not whether I mean the Thought for 
the Fancy-or the Fancy for the Thought, or why the book trails off to playing, 
rather than standing strong on unanswering fact. But this is alway-is it not?-the 
Riddle of Life. 

Many of my words appear here transformed from other publications and I thank the 
Atlantic, the Independent, the Crisis, and the Journal of Race Development for 
letting me use them again. 

W.E. BURGHARDT DU BOIS. 
New York, 1919. 
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Credo 

I believe in God, who made of one blood all nations that on earth do dwell. I 
believe that all men, black and brown and white, are brothers, varying through time 
and opportunity, in form and gift and feature, but differing in no essential particular, 
and alike in soul and the possibility of infinite development. 

Especially do I believe in the Negro Race: in the beauty of its genius, the sweetness 
of its soul, and its strength in that meekness which shall yet inherit this turbulent 
earth. 

I believe in Pride of race and lineage and self: in pride of self so deep as to scorn 
injustice to other selves; in pride of lineage so great as to despise no man's father; in 
pride of race so chivalrous as neither to offer bastardy to the weak nor beg wedlock 
of the strong, knowing that men may be brothers in Christ, even though they be not 
brothers-in-law. 

I believe in Service-humble, reverent service, from the blackening of boots to the 
whitening of souls; for Work is Heaven, Idleness Hell, and Wage is the "Well 
done!" of the Master, who summoned all them that labor and are heavy laden, 
making no distinction between the black, sweating cotton hands of Georgia and the 
first families of Virginia, since all distinction not based on deed is devilish and not 
divine. 

I believe in the Devil and his angels, who wantonly work to narrow the opportunity 
of struggling human beings, especially if they be black; who spit in the faces of the 

3 



fallen, strike them that cannot strike again, believe the worst and work to prove it, 
hating the image which their Maker stamped on a brother's soul. 

I believe in the Prince of Peace. I believe that War is Murder. I believe that armies 
and navies are at bottom the tinsel and braggadocio of oppression and wrong, and I 
believe that the wicked conquest of weaker and darker nations by nations whiter 
and stronger but foreshadows the death of that strength. 

I believe in Liberty for all men: the space to stretch their arms and their souls, the 
right to breathe and the right to vote, the freedom to choose their friends, enjoy the 
sunshine, and ride on the railroads, uncursed by color; thinking, dreaming, working 
as they will in a kingdom of beauty and love. 

I believe in the Training of Children, black even as white; the leading out of little 
souls into the green pastures and beside the still waters, not for pelf or peace, but 
for life lit by some large vision of beauty and goodness and truth; lest we forget, 
and the sons of the fathers, like Esau, for mere meat barter their birthright in a 
mighty nation. 

Finally, I believe in Patience-patience with the weakness of the Weak and the 
strength of the Strong, the prejudice of the Ignorant and the ignorance of the Blind; 
patience with the tardy triumph of Joy and the mad chastening of Sorrow. 

I 

THE SHADOW OF YEARS 

I was born by a golden river and in the shadow of two great hills, five years after 
the Emancipation Proclamation. The house was quaint, with clapboards running up 
and down, neatly trimmed, and there were five rooms, a tiny porch, a rosy front 
yard, and unbelievably delicious strawberries in the rear. A South Carolinian, lately 
come to the Berkshire Hills, owned all this-tall, thin, and black, with golden 
earrings, and given to religious trances. We were his transient tenants for the time. 

My own people were part of a great clan. Fully two hundred years before, Tom 
Burghardt had come through the western pass from the Hudson with his Dutch 
captor, "Coenraet Burghardt," sullen in his slavery and achieving his freedom by 
volunteering for the Revolution at a time of sudden alarm. His wife was a little, 
black, Bantu woman, who never became reconciled to this strange land; she clasped 
her knees and rocked and crooned: 

"Do bana coba-gene me, gene me! 
Ben d'nuli, ben d'le-" 

Tom died about 1787, but of him came many sons, and one, Jack, who helped in the 
War of 1812. Of Jack and his wife, Violet, was born a mighty family, splendidly 
named: Harlow and Ira, Cloe, Lucinda, Maria, and Othello! I dimly remember my 



Meantime the wild rush from house service, on the part of all who can scramble or 
run, continues. The rules of the labor union are designed, not simply to raise wages, 
but to guard against any likeness between artisan and servant. There is no essential 
difference in ability and training between a subway guard and a Pullman porter, but 
between their union cards lies a whole world. 

Yet we are silent. Menial service is not a "social problem." It is not really discussed. 
There is no scientific program for its "reform." There is but one panacea: Escape! 
Get yourselves and your sons and daughters out of the shadow of this awful thing! 
Hire servants, but never be one. Indeed, subtly but surely the ability to hire at least 
"a maid" is still civilization's patent to respectability, while "a man" is the first word 
of aristocracy. 

All this is because we still consciously and unconsciously hold to the "manure" 
theory of social organization. We believe that at the bottom of organized human life 
there are necessary duties and services which no real human being ought to be 
compelled to do. We push below this mudsill the derelicts and half-men, whom we 
hate and despise, and seek to build above it-Democracy! On such foundations is 
reared a Theory of Exclusiveness, a feeling that the world progresses by a process 
of excluding from the benefits of culture the majority of men, so that a gifted 
minority may blossom. Through this door the modern democrat arrives to the place 
where he is willing to allot two able-bodied men and two fine horses to the task of 
helping one wizened beldam to take the morning air. 

Here the absurdity ends. Here all honest minds turn back and ask: Is menial service 
permanent or necessary? Can we not transfer cooking from the home to the 
scientific laboratory, along with the laundry? Cannot machinery, in the hands of 
self-respecting and well-paid artisans, do our cleaning, sewing, moving, and 
decorating? Cannot the training of children become an even greater profession than 
the attending of the sick? And cannot personal service and companionship be 
coupled with friendship and love where it belongs and whence it can never be 
divorced without degradation and pain? 

In fine, can we not, black and white, rich and poor, look forward to a world of 
Service without Servants? 

A miracle! you say? True. And only to be performed by the Immortal Child. 

Jesus Christ in Texas 

It was in Waco, Texas. 

The convict guard laughed. "I don't know," he said, "I hadn't thought of that." He 
hesitated and looked at the stranger curiously. In the solemn twilight he got an 
impression of unusual height and soft, dark eyes. "Curious sort of acquaintance for 
the colonel," he thought; then he continued aloud: "But that nigger there is bad, a 
born thief, and ought to be sent up for life; got ten years last time- 11 



Here the voice of the promoter, talking within, broke in; he was bending over his 
figures, sitting by the colonel. He was slight, with a sharp nose. 

"The convicts," he said, "would cost us $96 a year and board. Well, we can squeeze 
this so that it won't be over $125 apiece. Now if these fellows are driven, they can 
build this line within twelve months. It will be running by next April. Freights will 
fall fifty per cent. Why, man, you'll be a millionaire in less than ten years." 

The colonel started. He was a thick, short man, with a clean-shaven face and a 
certain air of breeding about the lines of his countenance; the word millionaire 
sounded well to his ears. He thought-he thought a great deal; he almost heard the 
puff of the feaifully costly automobile that was coming up the road, and he said: 

"I suppose we might as well hire them." 

"Of course," answered the promoter. 

The voice of the tall stranger in the corner broke in here: 

"It will be a good thing for them?" he said, half in question. 

The colonel moved. "The guard makes strange friends," he thought to himself. 
"What's this man doing here, anyway?" He looked at him, or rather looked at his 
eyes, and then somehow he felt a warming toward him. He said: 

"Well, at least, it can't harm them; they're beyond that." 

"It will do them good, then," said the stranger again. 

The promoter shrugged his shoulders. "It will do us good," he said. 

But the colonel shook his head impatiently. He felt a desire to justify himself before 
those eyes, and he answered: "Yes, it will do them good; or at any rate it won't 
make them any worse than they are." Then he started to say something else, but 
here sure enough the sound of the automobile breathing at the gate stopped him and 
they all arose. 

"It is settled, then," said the promoter. 

"Yes," said the colonel, turning toward the stranger again. "Are you going into 
town?" he asked with the Southern courtesy of white men to white men in a country 
town. The stranger said he was. "Then come along in my machine. I want to talk 
with you about this." 

They went out to the car. The stranger as he went turned again to look back at the 
convict. He was a tall, powerfully built black fellow. His face was sullen, with a 
low forehead, thick, hanging lips, and bitter eyes. There was revolt written about his 
mouth despite the hang-dog expression. He stood bending over his pile of stones, 
pounding listlessly. Beside him stood a boy of twelve,-yellow, with a hunted, 
crafty look. The convict raised his eyes and they met the eyes of the stranger. The 
hammer fell from his hands. 

The stranger turned slowly toward the automobile and the colonel introduced him. 
He had not exactly caught his name, but he mumbled something as he presented 



him to his wife and little girl, who were waiting. 

As they whirled away the colonel started to talk, but the stranger had taken the little 
girl into his lap and together they conversed in low tones all the way home. 

In some way, they did not exactly know how, they got the impression that the man 
was a teacher and, of course, he must be a foreigner. The long, cloak-like coat told 
this. They rode in the twilight through the lighted town and at last drew up before 
the colonel's mansion, with its ghost-like pillars. 

The lady in the back seat was thinking of the guests she had invited to dinner and 
was wondering if she ought not to ask this man to stay. He seemed cultured and she 
supposed he was some acquaintance of the colonel's. It would be rather interesting 
to have him there, with the judge's wife and daughter and the rector. She spoke 
almost before she thought: 

"You will enter and rest awhile?" 

The colonel and the little girl insisted. For a moment the stranger seemed about to 
refuse. He said he had some business for his father, about town. Then for the child's 
sake he consented. 

Up the steps they went and into the dark parlor where they sat and talked a long 
time. It was a curious conversation. Afterwards they did not remember exactly what 
was said and yet they all remembered a certain strange satisfaction in that long, low 
talk. 

Finally the nurse came for the reluctant child and the hostess bethought herself: 

"We will have a cup of tea; you will be dry and tired." 

She rang and switched on a blaze of light. With one accord they all looked at the 
stranger, for they had hardly seen him well in the glooming twilight. The woman 
started in amazement and the colonel half rose in anger. Why, the man was a 
mulatto, surely; even if he did not own the Negro blood, their practised eyes knew 
it. He was tall and straight and the coat looked like a Jewish gabardine. His hair 
hung in close curls far down the sides of his face and his face was olive, even 
yellow. 

A peremptory order rose to the colonel's lips and froze there as he caught the 
stranger's eyes. Those eyes,-where had he seen those eyes before? He remembered 
them long years ago. The soft, tear-filled eyes of a brown girl. He remembered 
many things, and his face grew drawn and white. Those eyes kept burning into him, 
even when they were turned half away toward the staircase, where the white figure 
of the child hovered with her nurse and waved good-night. The lady sank into her 
chair and thought: "What will the judge's wife say? How did the colonel come to 
invite this man here? How shall we be rid of him?" She looked at the colonel in 
reproachful consternation. 

Just then the door opened and the old butler came in. He was an ancient black man, 
with tufted white hair, and he held before him a large, silver tray filled with a china 
tea service. The stranger rose slowly and stretched forth his hands as if to bless the 
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viands. The old man paused in bewilderment, tottered, and then with sudden 
gladness in his eyes dropped to his knees, and the tray crashed to the floor. 

"My Lord and my God!" he whispered; but the woman screamed: "Mother's china!" 

The doorbell rang. 

"Heavens! here is the dinner party!" exclaimed the lady. She turned toward the 
door, but there in the hall, clad in her night clothes, was the little girl. She had 
stolen down the stairs to see the stranger again, and the nurse above was calling in 
vain. The woman felt hysterical and scolded at the nurse, but the stranger had 
stretched out his arms and with a glad cry the child nestled in them. They caught 
some words about the "Kingdom of Heaven" as he slowly mounted the stairs with 
his little, white burden. 

The mother was glad of anything to get rid of the interloper, even for a moment. 
The bell rang again and she hastened toward the door, which the loitering black 
maid was just opening. She did not notice the shadow of the stranger as he came 
slowly down the stairs and paused by the newel post, dark and silent. 

The judge's wife came in. She was an old woman, frilled and powdered into a 
semblance of youth, and gorgeously gowned. She came forward, smiling with 
extended hands, but when she was opposite the stranger, somewhere a chill seemed 
to strike her and she shuddered and cried: 

"What a draft!" as she drew a silken shawl about her and shook hands cordially; she 
forgot to ask who the stranger was. The judge strode in unseeing, thinking of a 
puzzling case of theft. 

"Eh? What? Oh-er-yes,-good evening," he said, "good evening." Behind them 
came a young woman in the glory of youth, and daintily silked, beautiful in face 
and form, with diamonds around her fair neck. She came in lightly, but stopped 
with a little gasp; then she laughed gaily and said: 

"Why, I beg your pardon. Was it not curious? I thought I saw there behind your 
man"-she hesitated, but he must be a servant, she argued- "the shadow of great, 
white wings. It was but the light on the drapery. What a turn it gave me." And she 
smiled again. With her came a tall, handsome, young naval officer. Hearing his lady 
refer to the servant, he hardly looked at him, but held his gilded cap carelessly 
toward him, and the stranger placed it carefully on the rack. 

Last came the rector, a man of forty, and well-clothed. He started to pass the 
stranger, stopped, and looked at him inquiringly. 

"I beg your pardon," he said. "I beg your pardon,-! think I have met you?" 

The stranger made no answer, and the hostess nervously hurried the guests on. But 
the rector lingered and looked perplexed. 

"Surely, I know you. I have met you somewhere," he said, putting his hand vaguely 
to his head. "You-you remember me, do you not?" 



The stranger quietly swept his cloak aside, and to the hostess' unspeakable relief 
passed out of the door. 

"I never knew you," he said in low tones as he went. 

The lady murmured some vain excuse about intruders, but the rector stood with 
annoyance written on his face. 

"I beg a thousand pardons," he said to the hostess absently. "It is a great pleasure to 
be here,-somehow I thought I knew that man. I am sure I knew him once." 

The stranger had passed down the steps, and as he passed, the nurse, lingering at the 
top of the staircase, flew down after him, caught his cloak, trembled, hesitated, and 
then kneeled in the dust. 

He touched her lightly with his hand and said: "Go, and sin no more!" 

With a glad cry the maid left the house, with its open door, and turned north, 
running. The stranger turned eastward into the night. As they parted a long, low 
howl rose tremulously and reverberated through the night. The colonel's wife within 
shuddered. 

"The bloodhounds!" she said. 

The rector answered carelessly: 

"Another one of those convicts escaped, I suppose. Really, they need severer 
measures." Then he stopped. He was trying to remember that stranger's name. 

The judge's wife looked about for the draft and arranged her shawl. The girl glanced 
at the white drapery in the hall, but the young officer was bending over her and the 
fires of life burned in her veins. 

Howl after howl rose in the night, swelled, and died away. The stranger strode 
rapidly along the highway and out into the deep forest. There he paused and stood 
waiting, tall and still. 

A mile up the road behind a man was running, tall and powerful and black, with 
crime-stained face and convicts' stripes upon him, and shackles on his legs. He ran 
and jumped, in little, short steps, and his chains rang. He fell and rose again, while 
the howl of the hounds rang louder behind him. 

Into the forest he leapt and crept and jumped and ran, streaming with sweat; seeing 
the tall form rise before him, he stopped suddenly, dropped his hands in sullen 
impotence, and sank panting to the earth. A greyhound shot out of the woods 
behind him, howled, whined, and fawned before the stranger's feet. Hound after 
hound bayed, leapt, and lay there; then silently, one by one, and with bowed heads, 
they crept backward toward the town. 

The stranger made a cup of his hands and gave the man water to drink, bathed his 
hot head, and gently took the chains and irons from his feet. By and by the convict 
stood up. Day was dawning above the treetops. He looked into the stranger's face, 
and for a moment a gladness swept over the stains of his face. 
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"Why, you are a nigger, too," he said. 

Then the convict seemed anxious to justify himself. 

"l never had no chance," he said furtively. 

"Thou shalt not steal," said the stranger. 

The man bridled. 

"But how about them? Can they steal? Didn't they steal a whole year's work, and 
then when I stole to keep from starving-" He glanced at the stranger. 

"No, I didn't steal just to keep from starving. I stole to be stealing. I can't seem to 
keep from stealing. Seems like when I see things, I just must-but, yes, I'll try!" 

The convict looked down at his striped clothes, but the stranger had taken off his 
long coat; he had put it around him and the stripes disappeared. 

In the opening morning the black man started toward the low, log farmhouse in the 
distance, while the stranger stood watching him. There was a new glory in the day. 
The black man's face cleared up, and the farmer was glad to get him. All day the 
black man worked as he had never worked before. The farmer gave him some cold 
food. 

"You can sleep in the barn," he said, and turned away. 

"How much do I git a day?" asked the black man. 

The farmer scowled. 

"Now see here," said he. "If you'll sign a contract for the season, I'll give you ten 
dollars a month." 

"I won't sign no contract," said the black man doggedly. 

"Yes, you will," said the farmer, threateningly, "or I'll call the convict guard." And 
he grinned. 

The convict shrank and slouched to the barn. As night fell he looked out and saw 
the farmer leave the place. Slowly he crept out and sneaked toward the house. He 
looked through the kitchen door. No one was there, but the supper was spread as if 
the mistress had laid it and gone out. He ate ravenously. Then he looked into the 
front room and listened. He could hear low voices on the porch. On the table lay a 
gold watch. He gazed at it, and in a moment he was beside it,-his hands were on 
it! Quickly he slipped out of the house and slouched toward the field. He saw his 
employer coming along the highway. He fled back in tenor and around to the front 
of the house, when suddenly he stopped. He felt the great, dark eyes of the stranger 
and saw the same dark, cloak-like coat where the stranger sat on the doorstep 
talking with the mistress of the house. Slowly, guiltily, he turned back, entered the 
kitchen, and laid the watch stealthily where he had found it; then he rushed wildly 
back toward the stranger, with arms outstretched. 
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The woman had laid supper for her husband, and going down from the house had 
walked out toward a neighbor's. She was gone but a little while, and when she came 
back she started to see a dark figure on the doorsteps under the tall, red oak. She 
thought it was the new Negro until he said in a soft voice: 

"Will you give me bread?" 

Reassured at the voice of a white man, she answered quickly in her soft, Southern 
tones: 

"Why, certainly." 

She was a little woman, and once had been pretty; but now her face was drawn with 
work and care. She was nervous and always thinking, wishing, wanting for 
something. She went in and got him some cornbread and a glass of cool, rich 
buttermilk; then she came out and sat down beside him. She began, quite 
unconsciously, to tell him about herself,-the things she had done and had not done 
and the things she had wished for. She told him of her husband and this new farm 
they were trying to buy. She said it was hard to get niggers to work. She said they 
ought all to be in the chain-gang and made to work. Even then some ran away. Only 
yesterday one had escaped, and another the day before. 

At last she gossiped of her neighbors, how good they were and how bad. 

"And do you like them all?" asked the stranger. 

She hesitated. 

"Most of them," she said; and then, looking up into his face and putting her hand 
into his, as though he were her father, she said: 

"There are none I hate; no, none at all." 

He looked away, holding her hand in his, and said dreamily: 

"You love your neighbor as yourself?" 

She hesitated. 

"I try-" she began, and then looked the way he was looking; down under the hill 
where lay a little, half-ruined cabin. 

"They are niggers," she said briefly. 

He looked at her. Suddenly a confusion came over her and she insisted, she knew 
not why. 

"But they are niggers!" 

With a sudden impulse she arose and hurriedly lighted the lamp that stood just 
within the door, and held it above her head. She saw his dark face and curly hair. 
She shrieked in angry terror and rushed down the path, and just as she rushed down, 
the black convict came running up with hands outstretched. They met in mid-path, 
and before he could stop he had run against her and she fell heavily to earth and lay 
white and still. Her husband came rushing around the house with a cry and an oath. 
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"I knew it," he said. "It's that runaway nigger." He held the black man struggling to 
the earth and raised his voice to a yell. Down the highway came the convict guard, 
with hound and mob and gun. They paused across the fields. The farmer motioned 
to them. 

"He-attacked-my wife," he gasped. 

The mob snarled and worked silently. Right to the limb of the red oak they hoisted 
the struggling, writhing black man, while others lifted the dazed woman. Right and 
left, as she tottered to the house, she searched for the stranger with a yearning, but 
the stranger was gone. And she told none of her guests. 

"No-no, I want nothing," she insisted, until they left her, as they thought, asleep. 
For a time she lay still, listening to the departure of the mob. Then she rose. She 
shuddered as she heard the creaking of the limb where the body hung. But 
resolutely she crawled to the window and peered out into the moonlight; she saw 
the dead man writhe. He stretched his arms out like a cross, looking upward. She 
gasped and clung to the window sill. Behind the swaying body, and down where the 
little, half-ruined cabin lay, a single flame flashed up amid the far-off shout and cry 
of the mob. A fierce joy sobbed up through the terror in her soul and then sank 
abashed as she watched the flame rise. Suddenly whirling into one great crimson 
column it shot to the top of the sky and threw great arms athwart the gloom until 
above the world and behind the roped and swaying form below hung quivering and 
burning a great crimson cross. 

She hid her dizzy, aching head in an agony of tears, and dared not look, for she 
knew. Her dry lips moved: 

"Despised and rejected of men." 

She knew, and the very horror of it lifted her dull and shrinking eyelids. There, 
heaven-tall, earth-wide, hung the stranger on the crimson cross, riven and blood
stained, with thorn-crowned head and pierced hands. She stretched her arms and 
shrieked. 

He did not hear. He did not see. His calm dark eyes, all sorrowful, were fastened on 
the writhing, twisting body of the thief, and a voice came out of the winds of the 
night, saying: 

"This day thou shalt be with me in Paradise!" 

VI 

OF THE RULING OF MEN 

The ruling of men is the effort to direct the individual actions of many persons 
toward some end. This end theoretically should be the greatest good of all, but no 
human group has ever reached this ideal because of ignorance and selfishness. The 


