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Chapter s

THE CONCEPT OF RACE

I WANT now to turn aside from the personal annals of this
biography to consider the conception which is after all my
main subject. The concept of race lacks something in personal
interest, but personal interest in my case has always depended
primarily upon this race concept and I wish to examine this
now. The history of the development of the race concept in
the world and particularly in America;-was-patarally reflected
in the education offered me. In the elementary school it came
only in the matter of geography when the races of the world
were pictured: Indians, Negroes and Chinese, by their most
uncivilized and bizarre representatives; the whites by some
kindly and distinguished-looking philanthropist. In the ele-
mentary and high school, the matter was touched only inci-
dentally, due I doubt not to the thoughtfulness of the
teachers; and again my racial inferiority could not be dwelt
upon because the single representative of the Negro race in
the school did not happen to be in any way inferior to his
fellows. In fact it was not difficult for me to excel them in
many ways and to regard this as quite natural.

At Fisk, the problem of race was faced openly and essential
racial equality asserted and natural inferiority strenuously de-
nied. In some cases the teachers expressed this theory; in most
cases the student opinion naturally forced it. At Harvard, on
the other hand, I began to face scientific race dogma: first of
all, evolution and the “Survival of the Fittest.” It was contin-
ually stressed in the community and in classes that there was
a vast difference in the development of the whites and the
“lower” races; that this could be seen in the physical devel-
opment of the Negro. I remember once in a museum, coming
face to face with a demonstration: a series of skeletons ar-
ranged from a little monkey to a tall well-developed white
man, with a Negro barely outranking a chimpanzee. Eventu-
ally in my classes stress was quietly transferred to brain weight
and brain capacity, and at last to the “cephalic index.”

In the graduate school at Harvard and again in Germany,
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626 DUSK OF DAWN

the emphasis again was altered, and race became a matter of
culture and cultural history. The history of the world was pa-
raded before the observation of students. Which was the su-
perior race? Manifestly that which had a history, the white
race; there was some mention of Asiatic culture, but no
course in Chinese or Indian history or culture was offered at
Harvard, and quite unanimously in America and Germany,

Africa was left without culture and without history. Even

when the matter of mixed races was touched upon their evi-

dent and conscious inferiority was mentioned. I can never for-
get that morning in the class of the great Heinrich von
Treitschke in Berlin. He was a big aggressive man, with an
impediment in his speech which forced him to talk rapidly
lest he stutter. His classes were the only ones always on time,
and an angry scraping of feet greeted a late comer. Clothed
in black, big, bushy-haired, peering sharply at the class, his
words rushed out in a flood: “Mulattoes,” he thundered, “are
inferior.” I almost felt his eyes boring into me, although
probably he had not noticed me. “Sie fithlen sich niedriger!”
“Their actions show it,” he asserted. What contradiction
could there be to that authoritative dictum?

The first thing which brought me to my senses in all this
racial discussion was the continuous change in the proofs and
argumen T could accept evolution and the survival
of the fittest, provided the interval between advanced and
backward races was not made too impossible. I balked at the
usual “thousand years.” But no sooner had I settled into sci-
entific security here, than the basis of race distinction was
changed without explanation, without apology. I was skepti-
cal about brain weight; surely much depended upon what
brains were weighed. I was not sure about physical measure-
ments and social inquiries. For instance, an insurance actuary
published in 1890 incontrovertible statistics showing how
quickly and certainly the Negro race was dying out in the
United States through sheer physical inferiority. I lived to see
every assumption of Hoffman’s “Race Traits and Tendencies”
contradicted; but even before that, I doubted the statistical
method which he had used. When the matter of race became
a question of comparative culture, I was in revolt. I began to
see that the cultural equipment attributed to any people
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d largely on who estimated it; and conviction came
ﬁigfnigca rus%l zz; I realized whag 1Xf my cd\;famon had been
ed concerning Asiatic and African culture.
SulI)F iz:zeiot until I \%as long out of school and indeed after
the World War that there came the hurried use of the new
technique of psychological tests, which were quickly .ac;ll)}lste%
so as to put black folk a;)solutcly. bcyonceidthle h[;%smbl ity o
ivilizati is ti was unimpressed. 1 had too often
ggzllilzagon' e o pd race hate. And it was
interesting to see Odum, McDougall and Brigham eventually
turn somersaults from absolute sgcnnﬁc proof _of Negro 1?-
feriority to repudiation of the limited and qucst}onablehapp i-
cation of any test which pretended to measure innate human
ce. .
mtggl%:rnl have spoken of “race” and race problems quite as a
matter of course without explanation or definition. That was
our method in the nineteenth century. Just as I was born af
member of a colored family, so too I was born a member o
the colored race. That was obvious and no dSﬁnlthH was
needed. Later I adopted the designation “Negro for the race
to which I belong. It seemed more definite and logical. At the
same time I was of course aware that all members of the Ne-
gro race were not black and that the pictures of my race
which were current were not authentic nor fair portraits. But
all that was incidental. The world was divided into great prz}-1
mary groups of folk who belonged naturally rogether throug
heredity of physical traits and cultural affinity. .
I do not know how I came first to form my theories %
race. The process was probably largely unconscious. The ‘ch -
ferences of personal appearance between me and my fellows,
I must have been conscious of when quite young. Whatever
distinctions came because of that did not irritate me; t'hcy
rather exalted me because, on the Wh_ole, while T was sull a
youth, they gave me exceptional position and a chance to ex-
than handicapping me.
cel";gz?lcrof course, whgrl: Igwent South to Fisk, I became a
member of a closed racial group with rites and loyalties, with
a history and a corporate future, with an art and phllosophyl.
I received these eagerly and expanded them so that when
came to Harvard the theory of race separation was quute in
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my blood. I did not seek contact with my white fellow stu-
dents. On the whole I rather avoided them. I took it for
granted that we were training ourselves for different careers
in worlds largely different. There was not the slightest idea of
the permanent subordination and inequality of my world.
Nor again was there any idea of racial amalgamation. I re-
sented the assumption that we desired it. I frankly refused the
possibility while in Germany and even in America gave up
courtship with one “colored” girl because she looked quite
white, and I should resent the inference on the street that I
had married outside my race.

All this theory, however, was disturbed by certain facts in
America, and by my European experience. Despite every-
thing, race lines € fast. Within the Negro
group especially there were people of all colors. Then too,
there were plenty of my colored friends who resented my ul-
tra “race” loyalty and ridiculed it. They pointed out that I was
not a “Negro,” but a mulatto; that I was not a Southerner
but a Northerner, and my object was to be an American and
not a Negro; that race distinctions must go. I agreed with
this in part and as an ideal, but I saw it leading to inner racial
distinction in the colored group. I resented the defensive
mechanism of avoiding too dark companions in order to es-
cape notice and discrimination in public. As a sheer matter of
taste I wanted the color of my group to be visible. I hotly
championed the inclusion of two black school mates whose
names were not usually on the invitation list to our social
affairs. In Europe my friendships and close contact with white
folk made my own ideas waver. The eternal walls between
races did not seem so stern and exclusive. I began to empha-
size the cultural aspects of race.

It is probably quite natural for persons of low degree, who
have reached any status, to search feverishly for distinguished
ancestry, as a sort of proof of their inherent desert. This is
particularly true in America and has given rise to a number of
organizations whose membership depends upon ancestors
who have made their mark in the world. Of course, it is clear
that there must be here much fable, invention and wishful
thinking, facilitated by poor vital statistics and absence of
written records. For the mass of Americans, and many Amer-

/
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icans who have had the most distinguished careers, have been
descended from people who were quite ordinary and even
less; America indeed has meant the breaking down of class
bars which imprisoned personalities and capabilities and al-
lowing new men and new families to emerge. This is not, as
some people assume, a denial of the importance of heredity
and family. It is rather its confirmation. It shows us that the
few in the past who have emerged are not necessarily the best;
and quite certainly are not the only ones worthy of develop-
ment and distinction; that, on the contrary, only a compara-
tively few have, under our present economic and social
organization, had a chance to show their capabilities.

I early began to take a direct interest in my own family as
a group and became curious as to that physical descent which
so long I had taken for granted quite unquestioningly. But I
did not at first think of any but my Negro ancestors. I knew
little and cared less of the white forebears of my father. But
this chauvinism gradually changed. There is, of course, noth-
ing more fascinating than the question of the various types of
mankind and their intermixture. The whole question of he-
redity and human gift depends upon such knowledge; but
ever since the African slave trade and before the rise of mod-
ern biology and sociology, we have been afraid in America
that scientific study in this direction might lead to conclusions
with which we were loath to agree; and this fear was in reality
because the economic foundation of the modern world was
based on the recognition and preservation of so-called racial
distinctions. In accordance with this, not only Negro slavery
could be justified, but the Asiatic coolie profitably used and
the labor classes in white countries kept in their places by low
wage.

I% is not singular then that here in America and in the West
Indies, where we have had the most astonishing modern mix-
ture of human types, scientific study of the results and circum-
stances of this mixture has not only lagged but been almost
non-existent. We have not only not studied race and race mix-
ture in America, but we have tried almost by legal process to
stop such study. It is for this reason that it has occurred to
me just here to illustrate the way in which Africa and Europe
have been united in my family. There is nothing unusual
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about this interracial history. It has been duplicated thou-
sands of times; but on the one hand, the white folk have bit-
terly resented even a hint of the facts of this intermingling;
while black folk have recoiled in natural hesitation and af-
fected disdain in admitting what they know.

I am, therefore, relating the history of my family and cen-
tering it around my maternal great-great-grandfather, Tom
Burghardt, and my paternal grandfather, Alexander Du Bois.

Absolute legal proof of facts like those here set down is
naturally unobtainable. Records of birth are often non-exis-
tent, proof of paternity is exceedingly difficult and actual writ-
ten record rare. In the case of my family I have relied on oral
tradition in my mother’s family and direct word and written
statement from my paternal grandfather; and upon certain
general records which I have been able to obtain. I have no
doubt of the substantial accuracy of the story that I am to
tell.

Of my own immediate ancestors I knew personally only
four: my mother and her parents and my paternal grand-
father. One other I knew at second hand—my father. I had
his picture. I knew what my mother told me about him and
what others who had known him, said. So that in all, five of
my immediate forebears were known to me. Three others, my
paternal great-grandfather and my maternal great-grandfather
and great-great-grandfather, I knew about through persons
who knew them and through records; and also I knew many
of my collateral relatives and numbers of their descendants.
My known ancestral family, therefore, consisted of eight or
more persons. None of these had reached any particular dis-
tinction or were known very far beyond their own families
and localities. They were divided into whites, blacks and mu-
lattoes, most of them being mulattoes.

white and descended from ¢tien Du Bois who was a
French Huguenot farmer and perhaps artisan and resided at
Wicres near Lille in French Flanders. It is doubtful if he had
any ancestors among the nobility, although his white Ameri-
can descendants love to think so. He had two, possibly three,
sons of whom Louis and Jacques came to America to escape
religious persecution. Jacques went from France first to
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Leiden in the Netherlands, where he was married and had
several children, including a second Jacques or James. In 1674
that family came to America and settled at Kingston, New
York. James Du Bois appears in the Du Bois family genealogy
as a descendant of Jacques in the fifth generation, although
the exact line of descent is not clear; but my grandfather’s
written testimony establishes that James was a physician and
a landholder along the Hudson and in the West Indies. He
was born in 1750, or later. He may have been a loyalist refu-
gee. One such refugee, Isaac Du Bois, was given a grant of
five hundred acres in Eleuthera after the Revolutionary War.

The career of Dr. James Du Bois was chiefly as a plantation
proprietor and slave owner in the Baharma—tstands—with- his
headquarters at Long Cay. Cousins of his named Gilbert also
had plantations near. He never married, but had one of his
slaves as his common-law wife, a small brown-skinned woman
born on the island. Of this couple two sons were born, Al-
exander and John. Alexander, my grandfather, was born in
1803, and about 1810, possibly because of the death of the
mother, the father brought both these boys to America and
planned to give them the education of gentlemen. They were
white enough in appearance to give no inkling of their Afri-
can descent. They were entered in the private Episcopal
school at Cheshire, Connecticut, which still exists there and
has trained many famous men. Dr. James Du Bois used often
to visit his sons there, but about 1812, on his return from a
visit, he had a stroke of apoplexy and died. He left no will
and his estate descended to a cousin.

The boys were removed from school and bound out as ap-
prentices, my grandfather to a shoemaker. Their connection
with the white Du Bois family ceased suddenly, and was
never renewed. Alexander Du Bois thus started with a good
commom-sehool-and perha e high school traming and

—with the instincts of a gentleman of his day. Naturally he

passed through much inner turmoil He became a rebel, bitter

at his lot in life, resentful at being classed as a Negro and yet
implacable in his attitude toward whites. Of his—brether,
%hgnv,—l\ﬁive only a picture. He may have been the John
Du Bois who helped Bishop Payne to purchase Wilberforce
University.
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If Alexander Du Bois, following the footsteps of Alexander
Hamilton, had come from the West Indies to the United
States, stayed with the white group and married and begotten
children among them, anyone in after years who had sug-
gested his Negro descent would have been unable to prove it
and quite possibly would have been laughed to scorn, or sued
for libel. Indeed the legal advisers of the publishers of my last
book could write: “We may assume as a general proposition
that it is libelous to state erroneously that a white man or
woman has colored blood.” Lately in Congress the true story,
in a WPA history, of miscegenation affecting a high historic
personage raised a howl of protest.

Alexander Du Bois did differently from Hamilton. He mar-
ried into the colored group and his oldest son allied himself
with a Negro clan but four generations removed from Africa.
He himself first married Sarah Marsh Lewis in 1823 and then
apparently set out to make his way in Haiti. There my father
was born in 1825, and his elder sister, Augusta, a year carlier,
cither there or just as the family was leaving the United
States. Evidently the situation in Haiti did not please my
grandfather or perhaps the death of his young wife when she
was scarcely thirty turned him back to America. Within a year
he married Emily Basset who seems to have been the widow
of a man named Jacklyn and lived in New Milford. Leonard
Bacon, a well-known Congregational clergyman, performed
his second marriage.

The following year, Alexander began his career in the
United States. He lived in New Haven, Springfield, Provi-
dence, and finally in New Bedford. For some time, he was
steward on the New York—New Haven boat and insisted on
better treatment for his colored help. Later about 1848 he ran
a grocery store at 23 Washington Street, New Haven, and
owned property at different times in the various cities where
he lived. By his first wife, my grandmother, he had two chil-
dren, and by his second wife, one daughter, Henrietta. Three
or four children died in infancy. Alexander was a communi-
cant of Trinity Parish, New Haven, and was enrolled there as
late as 1845; then something happened, because in 1847 he was
among that group of Negroes who formed the new colored
Episcopal Parish of St. Luke, where he was for years their
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senior warden. Probably this indicates one of his bitter fights
and rebellions, for nothing but intolerable insult would have
led him into a segregated church movement. Alexander
Crummell was his first rector here.

~ As I knew my grandfather, he was a short, stern, upstand-
ing man, sparing but precise in his speech and stiff in manner,
evidently long used to repressing his feelings. I remember as
a boy of twelve, watching his ceremonious reception of a
black visitor, John Freedom; his stately bow, the way in
which the red wine was served and the careful almost stilted
conversation. I had seen no such social ceremony in my sim-
ple western Massachusetts home. The darkened parlor with
its horsehair furniture became a very special and important
place. T was deeply impressed. My grandfather evidently
looked upon me with a certain misgiving if not actual dis-
taste. I was brown, the son of his oldest son, Alfred, and
Alfred and his father had never gotten on together.

The boy Alfred was a throwback to his white grandfather.
He was small, olive-skinned and handsome and just visibly
colored, with curly hair; and he was naturally a play-boy.
My only picture of him shows him clothed in the uniform of
the Union Army; but he never actually went to the front. In
fact, Alfred never actually did much of anything. He was gay
and carefree, refusing to settle long at any one place or job.
He had a good elementary school training but nothing
higher. T think that my father ran away from home several
times. Whether he got into any very serious scrapes or not, I
Flo not know, nor do I know whether he was married early
in life; I imagine not. I think he was probably a free lance,
gallant and lover, yielding only to marital bonds when he
found himself in the rather strict clannishness of my moth-
er’s family. He was barber, merchant and preacher, but al-
ways irresponsible and charming. He had wandered out
from eastern New England where his father lived and come
to the Berkshire valley in 1867 where he met and married my
brown mother.

The second wife of Alexander Du Bois died in 1865. His
oldest daughter, Augusta, married a light mulatto and has de-
scendants today who do not know of their Negro blood.
Much later Alexander Du Bois married his third wife, Annie
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Green, who was the grandmother that I knew, and who knew
and liked my father Alfred, and who brought me and my
grandfather together. Alexander Du Bois died December o,
1887, at the age of eighty-four, in New Bedford, and lies
buried today in Oak Grove Cemetery near the Yale campus in
New Haven, in a lot which he owned and which is next to
that of Jehudi Ashmun of Liberian fame.

My father, by some queer chance, came into western Mas-
sachusetts and into the Housatonic Valley at the age of forty-
two and there met and quickly married my brown mother
who was then thirty-six and belonged to the Burghardt clan.
This brings us to the history of the black Burghardts.

In 1694, Rev. Benjamin Wadsworth, afterwards president of
Harvard College, made a journey through western Massachu-
setts, and says in regard to the present site of the town of
Great Barrington, “Ye greatest part of our road this day was
a hideous, howling wilderness.” Here it was that a committee
of the Massachusetts General Court confirmed a number of
land titles in 1733—34, which had previously been in dispute
between the English, Dutch, and Indians. In the “fifth divi-
sion” of this land appears the name of a Dutchman, who
signed himself as “Coenraet Borghghardt.” This Borgh-
ghardt, Bogoert or Burghardt family has been prominent in
Dutch colonial history and its descendants have been partic-
ularly identified with the annals of the little town of about
five thousand inhabitants which today still lies among the hills
of middle Berkshire.

Coenrod Burghardt seems to have been a shrewd pushing
Dutchman and is early heard of in Kinderhook, together with
his son John. This family came into possession of an African
Negro named Tom, who had formerly belonged to the family
of Etsons (Ettens?) and had come to the Burghardts by
purchase or possibly by marriage. This African has had be-
tween one hundred and fifty and two hundred descendants, a
number of whom are now living and reach to the eighth
generation.

Tom was probably born about 1730. His granddaughter
writes me that her father told her that Tom was born in Africa
and was brought to this country when he was a boy. For
many years my youthful imagination painted him as certainly
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the son of a tribal chief, but there is no warrant for this even
in family tradition. Tom was probably just a stolen black boy
from the West African Coast, nameless and lost, either a war
captive or a tribal pawn. He was probably sent overseas on a
Dutch ship at the time when their slave trade was beginning
to decline and the vast English expansion to begin. He was
in the service of the Burghardts and was a soldier in the Rev-
olutionary War, going to the front probably several times; of
only one of these is there official record when he appeared
with the rank of private on the muster and payroll of Colonel
John Ashley’s Berkshire County regiment and Captain John
Spoor’s company in 1780. The company marched northward
by order of Brigadier-General Fellows on an alarm when Fort
Anne and Fort George were taken by the enemy. It is re-
corded that Tom was “reported a Negro.” (Record Index of
the Military Archives of Massachusetts, Vol. 23, p. 2.)

Tom appears to have been held as a servant and possibly a
legal slave first by the family of Etsons or Ettens and then to
have come into the possession of the Burghardts who settled
at Great Barrington. Eventually, probably after the Revolu-
tionary War, he was regarded as a freeman. There is record of
only one son, Jacob Burghardt, who continued in the employ
of the Burghardt family, and was born apparently about 1760.
He is listed in the census of 1790 as “free” with two in his
family. He married a wife named Violet who was apparently
newly arrived from Africa and brought with her an African
song which became traditional in the family. After her death,
Jacob married Mom Bett, a rather celebrated figure in western
Massachusetts history. She had been freed under the Bill of
Rights of 1780 and the son of the judge who freed her wrote,
“Even in her humble station, she had, when occasion required
it, an air of command which conferred a degree of dignity
and gave her an ascendancy over those of her rank, or color.
Her determined and resolute character, which enabled her to
limit the ravages of Shays’s mob, was manifested in her con-
duct and deportment during her whole life. She claimed no
distinction, but it was yielded to her from her superior expe-
rience, energy, skill and sagacity. Having known this woman
as familiarly as I knew either of my parents, I cannot believe
in the moral or physical inferiority of the race to which she
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belonged. The degradation of the Afrlcan must have been
otherwise caused than by natural inferiority.”

Family tradition has it that her husband, Jacob, took part
in suppressing this Shays’s Rebellion. Jacob Burghardt had
nine children, five sons of whom one was my grandfather,
and four daughters. My grandfather’s brothers and sisters had
many children: Harlow had ten and Ira also ten; Maria had
two. Descendants of Harlow and Ira still survive. Three of
these sons, Othello, Ira, Harlow, and one daughter Lucinda
settled on South Egremont plain near Great Barrington,
where they owned small adjoining farms. A small part of one
of these farms I continue to own.

Othello was my grandfather. He was born November 18,
1791, and married Sarah Lampman in 1811. Sarah was born in
Hillsdale, New York, in 1793, of a mother named Lampman.
There is no record of her father. She was probably the child
of a Dutchman perhaps with Indian blood. This couple had
ten children, three sons and seven daughters. Othello died in
1872 at the age of eighty-one and Sarah or Sally in 1877 at the
age of eighty-six. Their sons and daughters married and
drifted to town as laborers and servants. I thus had innumer-
able cousins up and down the valley. I was brought up with
the Burghardt clan and this fact determined largely my life
and “race.” The white relationship and connections were
quite lost and indeed unknown until long years after. The
black Burghardts were ordinary farmers, laborers and ser-
vants. The children usually learned to read and write. I never
heard or knew of any of them of my mother’s generation or
later who were illiterate. I was, however, the first one of the
family who finished in the local high school. Afterward, one
or two others did. Most of the members of the family left
Great Barrington. Parts of the family are living and are fairly
prosperous in the Middle West and on the Pacific Coast. I
have heard of one or two high school graduates in the Middle
West branch of the family.

This, then, was my racial history and as such it was curi-
ously comphcated With Africa I had only one direct cultural
connection and that was the African melody which my great-
grandmother Violet used to sing. Where she learned it, I do
not know. Perhaps she herself was born in Africa or had it of

1600

v
58
A
&
~
3
g 3
2 2 B
e ro—9g
Gl IS S
= o~ e~
Rl =z
= z =
e
8
£ | 2
Q 2
o 3
g L=
S

Tom](l'/go)
Mom Bett—Jacob Burghardt — Violet

|
|
|
|

W)
(W)

1700

U&-‘
£
& 5
=l
[y %]
J—
—
=3

5 I

E 8

@] T

o__ =

g O

o

«

=

o

|

I

l

Alfred I. (1825)-—Mary S. (1831)

|

Othello (1771) — Sarah Lampman

|

William E. B. (1868)—Nina (1872)

|

|
!

Alexander (1803)—Sarah Marsh Lewis

(W) James (1750)

1800

Yolande (1900)—Arnett Williams

1900

Du Bois Williams (1932)

[NOTE: “W” indicates white pevsons; others are

Negroes or Mulattoes. ]




638 DUSK OF DAWN

a mother or father stolen and transported. But at any rate, as
I wrote years ago in the “Souls of Black Folk,” “coming to
the valleys of the Hudson and Housatonic, black, little, and
lithe, she shivered and shrank in the harsh north winds,
looked longingly at the hills, and often crooned a heathen
melody to the child between her knees, thus:

Do bana coba, gene me, gene me!
Do bana coba, gene me, gene me!
Ben & nuli, nuli, nuli, nuli, ben d’ le.

The child sang it to his children and they to their children’s
children, and so two hundred years it has traveled down to
us and we sing it to our children, knowing as little as our
fathers what its words may mean, but knowing well the
meaning of its music.”

Living with my mother’s people I absorbed their culture
patterns and these were not African so much as Dutch and
New England. The speech was an idiomatic New England
tongue with no African dialect; the family customs were New
England, and the sex mores. My African racial feeling was
then purely a matter of my own later learning and reaction;
my recoil from the assumptions of the whites; my experience
in the South at Fisk. But it was none the less real and a large
determinant of my life and character. I felt myself African by
“race” and by that token was African and an integral member
of the group of dark Americans who were called Negroes.

At the same time I was firm in asserting that these Negroes
were Americans. For that reason and on the basis of my
great-great-grandfather’s Revolutionary record I was accepted
as a member of the Massachusetts Society of the Sons of the
American Revolution, in 1908. When, however, the notice of
this election reached the headquarters in Washington and was
emphasized by my requesting a national certificate, the secre-
tary, A. Howard Clark of the Smithsonian Institution, wrote
to Massachusetts and demanded “proof of marriage of the
ancestor of Tom Burghardt and record of birth of the son.”
He knew, of course, that the birth record of a stolen African
slave could not possibly be produced. My membership was,
therefore, suspended.




