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Chapter 4/New Orleans (1) 
(Version 2, 6/26/98)

After packing my suitcase, I bought a ticket on the All 
American Bus 1in© and left for New Orleans one foggy morning. 
I changed buses four times; the last change was in Dallas, 
Texas. 1*h©n I caught a Trailways bus that was already waiting 
in the bus station, The Trailway日 Bus rolled right into New 
Orleans at thr©© 〇 ■〇丄ock in the morning.

When エ stepped off th© bus a lady acquaintance that I 
had met on zhe bus was with me. This lady was looking for a 
friend to meet her, but no on© came. With great 
disappointment, she came along with m© to the address ofmothr :::：:::: rr:;;_ t〇 _  what
my mother would b© like, and also if I should call her Janie 
or mother. I hadn't seen h©r since エ was five or six years 
o丄d and sh© brought me back to grandfather1̂  farm after 
taKing m© to the boardinghouse she was living at in New 
Orleans.

In a few more seconds, I was knocking on th© door. A 
smiling dark skinned lady cam© to th© door. When she saw who 
I was, she spoke with a soft voice, 11 Lee Brown, I am your 
mother.H 細  my mother eiribraced m© エ felt good, エ was very 
glad to se© her. Even though w© was separated for so long I 
still had that mother feeling, you know, lov© for my mother.
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That1s why I can't understand people who was raised up by 
their mother but they don't have feeling for her. I was 
separated, but I still had lov© for my mother.

Suddenly Jeanette, my half-sister, ran from a room and 
started hugging and kissing me. Th© last time I saw Jeanette 
w© was children. Sh© was three years old then. How, sh© had 
grown up to b© a beautiful young lady. When I first arrived 
at Janie’s house, ェ didr^t ]01ow my half-brother, Pete, who I 
hadn*t met yet, wasn»t raised by Jani© either. Pete was 
married and living some other place in New Orleans. Only my 
half-sister stayed with Janie. (By th© way, I decided to call 
my mother by her first nam© which was Jani©. Pet© also called 
her Janie.)

Despite all th© excitement, th© lady who cam© along was 
eventually introduced. It was about three-thirty in th© 
morning. With all the talking and getting acquainted all over 
again, before we knew it, it was daybreak.

Jani© wasn't so ill as I ©xp©cted she would b© when I 
arrived in New Orleans. At seven o*clock Jani© left th© 
house, went to th© store, and brought back some food sh© 
fixed for breakfast. Jeanette got dressed and went to work.

After breakfast the lady acquaintance and I left the 
house to find her friend. W© walked dovm Rampart Street. In 
and out of bars. W© continued walking for hours. Finally at 
th© last bar on th© street, w© found her friend. Î h© lady 
thanked m© for helping. Then w© parted. Althoucrh this was my
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first time getting around in New Orleans, it wasn't difficult 
finding my way back to Janie's house.

During all the first conversations I had with my mother, 
I vTanted to ask her why she hadn't com© to get m© to live 
with her when grandfather died. Did sh© ever try to find out 
who I stayed on the farm with or what エ was doing? So many 
questions I wanted to ask Janie, but I only felt gratitude 
being in her presence. Without corrplaining about things that 
happened in the past, I settled dovm to make New Orleans my 
home for th© time being.

I rest©d around the hous© for a day or so, then I 
started inquiring about a job. Jani© thought about a man 
named Walter, vAio was a member of a union. Sh© said, "Walter 
lives three blocks from th© house and h© might b© able to 
tell you where to find work." I thought Walter might be at 
work in the morning, so I waited until th© evening befor© 
going to his house.

Walter had just com© in from work. I introduced myself, 
then I told Walter that I was Janie's son, who had just 
arrived from Los Angeles, California. I also asked Walter 
what union h© was a member of. Walter said h© was a member of 
Local 207 ILWU, th© Warehouse and Distribution Workers' Union 
located at 420 Gravier Street. H© said th© president's name 
was Andrew Steve Nelson. H© told m© about th© union and the 
work. With directions from Walter on how to find the union 
hall, at ten thirty th^ next morning I arrived at th© union 
hall, I waited twenty minutes before th© president^ a black
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man, cam© through the door. Inside his office, I introduced 
myself and showed him my traveling card from L o c a l 12. H© was 
a tall, dark fellow, and h© seemed very friendly. W© sat down 
and talked and h© asked different questions about my 
experience. I told him エ was looking for work エ asked if he 
had a job open. H© answered, "W© can get you a job." I told 
th© him, "Sine© you have a 3 0b open, 1 1d like to transfer to 
your union." H© accepted that. Then, he wrote out a worksheet 
for m© to tak© to the Federal Barg© Lin© to give to Orange 
Dicki©, who was the shop steward.

Later on, when I got to Know Nelson better, I found out 
that h© had been in th© union for some years and that th© 
president befor© him was also a black man, a man named 
Spooner. Nelson was an organizer, something like a business 
agent. Helson worked along with Spooner at th© union hall, 
and when Spooner left, Nelson became th© president.

Th© Federal Barg© Lin© was located at th© Galvez Street 
Wharf in New Orleans. Nelson had written down th© directions. 
エ caught a streetcar, transferred to Canal and Galvez, stayed 
on th© Galvez bus until it cam© to th© end of th© line. When 
I got down to th© F©dera丄 Barge Lin© I asked som© men,
MAnyone know Orange Dickie? 11 They said, "Oh, yeah. See that 
big man driving that tractor? T^hat1 s Dickie . 11 I stopped him 
and told him brother Andrew Nelson from Local 207 sent me 
there to see him . エ gave him my worksheet. He taken me 
upstairs to se© th© personnel manager. Th© personnel manager 
signed m© up, and told m© to com© to work th© next morning.
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Feeling great about getting this job, I couldn't wait to 
get home to tell Janie. Janie was sitting in th© front room 
when I got home. I told her about getting th© job. She said,
11 You'f© lucky to get a job so soon . 11 I explained to Janie, 
"It*s not luck when you belong to a union, and you're 
determined to work. Members of th© union often look out for 
each other. I didn^ have no trouble cause I had my 
travelling card from L o c a l 12 • 11

The next morning when I went to the union hall I was
given a number to check in by. Local 207 had a few rooms in

ド W  丁  人

the same building with th© transport workers union. Mirng Sims 
was th© office secretary. Sh© kept th© office organized, and 
when I got to b© an officer later she helped m© with my 
correspondence.

On© thing I liked about this n挪  job was the wag©日 -- 
on© dollar and twenty-five cents an hour. In addition, th© 
others workers helped m© to get started. This work was almost 
th© same as when I worked in th© warehouse in Lob togeles, 
except this time it was on th© dock loading and unloading 
boxcars and barges. W© v/as loading things like ground-up 
oyster shells in fifty pound bags, canned goods, raw sugar, 
cases of beer, all kind of different things.

In as much as I had gotten a job, I was now anxious to 
1 0 0k New Orleans ovier and g©t acquainted with some people* I 
soon found out it was a fact: New Orleans had th© most 
beautiful black women in th© world. Black women ©very color 
of th© rainbow! I also went to the French Quarter where most
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of the mulattos live» Bars stayed open all night. Each bar 
had a dance floor. Unlike most bars in California, you could 
bring your own bottl© and put it on th© table.

A week passed, before I had got to meet Pet©, my half- 
brother, and hie wife, Henriett©. They cam© over to th© house 
and w© got acquainted. We talked a long tim© about how many 
years w© v?as separated from each other. Pet© was the oldest 
in th© family. Hie grandparents raised him. Now it was 
obvious: Jeanette, Pet©, and I had different fathers. Under 
those circumstances, エ could easily s©© why our family 
members was so separated. But as time passed, we became a 
close family, and th© differences between us seemed very 
unimportant.

After a few weeks working on th© dock, Walter Green and 
Chester Langley (sp) took me to th© union meeting. W© had 
gotten to know each other at work. 1*h©y cam© by to get m© and 
took m© to an Executive Board meeting. There was both men and 
women there, black and whit©. I remember Albert J . Taylor was 
the recording secretary. I got to know him. H© was th© on© 
who took th© minutes. H© was a heavy drinker, but h© kept 
qood minutes. (It v?as his minute book that was sto丄en out th© 
union hall later.)

They talked about improving th© organizing at th© cotton 
compress, th© feed mills, the barge lines, th© packing 
company. Attending this meeting for th© first time gave m© 
mor© confidence toward helping my people. I start©a attending 
meetings and speaking at th© meetings.
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On th© job th© men 丄ik©d the way I talked and they 
elected m© shop steward at the Federal Barg© Lines, and I was 
placed on th© Executive Board in the union. My constant 
involvement was in righting for better working conditions for 
union members. Th© workers on th© dock had on© hour for 
lunch. Whenever I called for a noon meeting nearly half an 
hour would b© spent on discussing working conditions and th© 
trad© union movement with th© workers. I could 日©e that 
they didn*t have no upgrading for black workers on th© dock. 
The only thing th© brothers could do was common labor. So エ 

talked with Nelson about getting upgrading. l!h©y should put 
the jobs on th© Joul丄©tin board so black workers could do 
other work, like cooper or watchman or crane operator. There: : r:i; ::;r:；rLr
cleaning and painting barges, which was a better job cause 
you didn't have to do no heavy lifting. Whit© workers could 
get the better jobs. I proposed to put th© jobs on th© 
bulletin board and give a person 40 hours to see was he 
qualiriecl for different jobs like crane operator. N©1 son and 
I worked together on this in th© union.

Nelson and エ started talking mor© about th© trad© union 
movement and political issues and conditions that existed in 
th© black community. W© became good friends. He used to:;r a： ::rz  i：t
of the family. He would make a salad . . .  .1 used to know
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how to make that salad. I should have put down the recipe. 
Now I don’t r©m©rrib©r what goes in it, but it was a good 
salad!

On© time エ f©ll down on the street and sprained my back 
and Nelson com© over in his car from th© union hall to take 
me to the doctor. H© was like a brother. H© practiced what 
h© preached, and h© preached, what h© practiced.

Him and I lik© on Friday w© used to go to th© oyster bar 
0 r to the Snow White restaurant or Dooki© Chase's to have 
11mch or dinn©!：. We talked a丄丄 the time about mobilizing the 
trad© union movement and. building unity and improving 
conditions on th© job, W© talked about strategy and tactics 
for organizing at th© cotton compress or th© fertilizer plant 
01: the feed mills.

I was concerned, and Nelson was concerned, to try to 
help our people. W© knowed that they was getting mistreated 
with low paid 3 0 0s, bad housing, bad health, no seniority, 
things lik© that. So w© discussed conditions that existed in 
th© black community.

On© night Nelson invited m© to attend a political 
meeting in th© Building on Canal Street • I
had been talking about things we needed to do and h© said h© 
could tak© m© to a Communist Party meeting where they would 
train you how to work and organize people. I didn’t know too 
much about th© Party. In Los Angeles at th© Armour Packing 
Company ther© was this Spanish f©l丄ow who used to talk to m© 
about th© Party, and it sounded very good to m©. I was
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interested in anything that would help m© to so something in 
unions and for black folks.

At th© meeting Nelson introduced m© as a member of his 
union who had ：311st got in from L o c a l 12 in Califoamia. エ said 
a few words, let them know that I was glad to b© there. I 
knowed that I wanted to get involved in a program for better 
conditions for workers, To m© rrry main aim was to upgrade and 
help black workers. My main thing was to get rid of Jim 
Crowisn, to bury Jim Crow.

This was my first time to attend such a meeting. I 
listened to th©m talk and ェ 1 0 0ked at th©ir program, and to 
m© it was a damn good program. I could see that capitalism 
was not gonna solve th© problems of working people, it only 
helps a few people. I wanted to help black ro丄les and I 
figured that th© Party could help black folks cause 
capitalism was not gonna solve the problems of black people, 
it's only a few that's gonna get th© crumbs from th© table. 
You must have a socialist country.

I attended every time th© Communists had a meeting. 
Nelson would let m© know when a meeting as scheduled. After 
attending these meetings for a while, I joined th© Communist 
Party. Tfliey wasn't so anti-Communist then, so I was out in 
th© open about being in th© Party.

In th© meantime, I went out with several girls. On© girl 
in particular was my steady. Her name was Shirley. Shirley- 
lived a few houses down th© street from Janie's house. W© 
kept company for a long time. Shirley was a young girl. She
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would meet m© ©very evening after work. W© walked home 
together. On© night after our date, Shirley asked m© to marry 
her . エ talked this ov©r with Janie. Janie said that if a 
qirl asks you to marry her, "You should think th© matter over 
before marrying her, because sh© might b© pregnant i" I 
decided I wasn't ready to settle down and didn't want 
marriage standing in the way of th© struggle for my people I 
was getting involved with.

Nelson was on some kind of national committee of th© 
Party and h© went to its meetings. When h© cam© back h© 
would t©lat© things to m© and we talked about political 
issues affecting black people and th© whole country. There 
was only a few black people in th© party at that time and 
Nelson was doing a lot of th© work. There was four other 
black people in th© Party then -- Wright, Johnson, and 
Edwards and a nurse who was bad news cause sh© tumea out to 
b© an informer. Later w© got more brothers to join th© Party. 
I had a lot of confidenc© in th© white people in the party 
cause they acted like human beings. l!h© district organizer, 
who was white, and his wife bought m© some books . C . J.
Mest© cato© from th© international and him and I would go 
around selling "Political Affairs" and books. (One time 
Nelson told us w© was supposed to b© organizing for th© union 
not selling books 1)

Meanwhile, I started studying. I read books on Marxism, 
V.I. Lenin's philosophy, African history, and Black history 
in America. With knowledge from these books, I was better
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able to struggle aix>und political issues in the community and 
on th© job. This was in the year 1944.

I attended party meetings and special meetings of th© 
party to get accustomed to fighting around issues, staying 
active, and getting acquainted with other party members. I 
learned how to run meetings, s©t up committees. Sometimes w© 
had all-day meetings on how to organize people, how to get 
them to register to vote by educating them, how to work with 
politicians, how to fight Jim Crow. Th© reason I liked the 
party wae because th© program opposed capitalism and 
advocated socialism for th© working class. Î h© Party also 
fought against Jim Crowism, for better education, decent 
homes, health institution日， and th© necessities or life 丄i k© 
food, and clothing.

Every child should get a high school education or 
special trad© school training to b© able to earn a living, 
and this should b© paid for by th© federal government; also, 
four years of college. In this way a child won't have to drop 
out of school to help his parents earn a living. With th© 
highest possible degree of education, a child would jo© abl© 
to earn his own living. Special trades like lawyers, doctors, 
nurses, any jobs that call for special education should b© 
paid for by th© federal government, regardless of race, 
color, creed. I learned this should b© don© when I was in th© 
Conummist Party meetings.

Even though I had lived in Los Angeles for nearly five 
years, in a short while I fell m  lov© with Hew Orleans. Th©
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people her© was more friendly toward each other, at least, 
more so than in California. Neighbors wouldn't pass you 
without speaking, and sometimes they would stop and have a 
long conversation with you. T̂ h© people seemed so concerned 
about your well-being and they would often invite you over to 
dinner and make you welcome in their home. I enjoyed the 
Creole food that was served in restaurants and in homes, 
Actually this Cr©ol© food is the best you can ©at anywhere. 
On© of my favorite dishes is gumbo and oyster loaf, which X 
at© all th© time. T^hes© are some of th© reasons I fell in 
lov© with Hew Orleans so quickly.

In 1945, on© Sunday at a general membership meeting of 
Local 207, I noticed a beautiful brown-skinned lady in th© 
meeting. I didn't get a chance to meet her that day. In the 
meeting that day a union member nominated m© to to to a 
convention, which -was to b© held in Detroit. I declined th© 
nomination. Then th© union member spoke on my declining. H© 
eaid, "I nominated Brother Brown to go to th© conventionrrrzi：™ ；
as it turned out I didn't go to th© convention. This was th© 
day this beauti±ul lady started paying attention to me.

On© Friday night エ met her at our Local Executive 
meeting* Sh© was sitting about thr©© seats in front of m© in

about th@ need for unity, and about how w© needed to organize 
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other jobs besides just th© barge lines. I talked about how 
w© had to work together, workers at th© barge lines, th© feed 
mills, th© fertilizer plant. After th© meeting had adjourned, 
th© lady cam© over and shook my hands and told me, "I liked 
your talk. It was very good and you shook up th© union reps,M 
I told her ェ didn't have anything personal against any of the 
union officers. ェ was only trying to get them involved in 
building a strong rank-and-fil© Local.I went on to tell her 
that a strong rank-and-file 110cal means better working
: : : B  一 一 — —

As our conversation continued, she told m© her name was 
Rose. Ros© said that she heard th© union member say in th© 
last general membership meeting that I didnft have a wife. 
Then エ asked Rose wh©r© sh© lived and if sh© had com© to th© 
meeting alone. Sh© told me, sh© said sh© cam© to th© meeting 
alone. I asked her if I could ee© her home, Sh© said "Yes".

My intention was to build a better relationship with 
Ros© and to get her mor© involved in union affairs， She 
seemed to b© very interested in my talk at th© meeting and in 
th© union, Ros© was shop steward on her job, working in th© 
feed mill in th© city. Ros© and I left th© Union hall and 
took a bus to her home. Before we reached her home, w© 
stooped at a bar about a half block from her house. Rose 
ask©d me if I drank. I told her, "Yes'1. W© ordered two 
glasses of draft beer and sat for about an hour or longer, 
talking and getting acquainted. Ros© and I t违 lk©d on
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different subjects. I talked a little about myself and my 
activities in th© union. I didn't t©11 her at that time that 
I was a member of th© Communist Party. (Later Rose found out 
I was in th© Party when we got arrested at a Progressive 
Party meeting, but sh© never expressed no interest in joining 
th© Communist Party.)

When Rose and I finished our drinks, w© went to her 
home. Roe© asked m© in. One© inside, we talked some more, 
until it became late at night. I stood up and said, 111 
believe I better go." Then Rose said, "It's getting so lat© 
and th© buses run slow* I don't think you should go back 
acrose th© Industrial Canal at night, because it«s very far. 
While you ar© standing waiting on a bus, someone might try to 
rob or hurt you. I suggest you stay her©• 11

Without any hesitation, I accepted her invitation. To 
me, Rose was quit© impressive and desirable. ェ told Ros© I 
didn't have to work the next day which was a Saturday, All I 
had to do was to go pick up my paycheck Saturday afternoon.
At th© time I was v?orking on Galvez Street Wharf, loading and 
unloading boxcars and barges.

Next morning Ros© went to th© grocery store and bought 
some food for breakfast. Hot only was Ros© beautiful, but sh© 
was a real good cook!

At that time, I was still living with my mother and 
sister across from th© Industrial Canal in a two-room 
apartment. Inhere wasn't too much room for th© three of us . ェ 

discuBsed this problem with Rose. Sh© told me, if I would

Ch 4/New Orleans 1/ Page 1 4



like to, I could stay with her, cause sh© had plenty of room 
and only her sister's son lived with her.

I agreed to live with Rose. So I went to pick up my 
paycheck that evening and went by my mother's house. I gave 
Janie some money and told her I was going to live with a lady 
who was a member of my union. エ told Jani© I was doing this 
so it wouldn't b© so crowded and I would always com© by to 
see her. Sh© agreed with me； my sister didn't have any 
comment on th© svibj ©ct.. I took som© of my c丄oth©s and went 
back to Rose's house to live.

As time passed, Rose and I grew very close to each other 
and w© was able to help each other in th© labor movement• 
However, this was only half th© picture. Rose was separated 
from her husband. She hadn^t mentioned that sh© had any 
children until w© was living together for a whil©. Ilien Rose 
sent for her children, who was living in th© Mississippi 
Delta with their grandmother. Ros© had fiv© children, three 
girls and two boys, including th© boy who was living wicn her 
when w© first met. This was not her sister*s son, but one of 
her own. Actually, it didn't matter to m© that sh© had 
children. I liked th© companionship. All Rose's children 
accepted me and エ accepted them. Before long w© was living 
together as a family. Her children called m© their father.

Several years later. Rose had a son for me• W© named him 
Lee Brown, Jr. H© was b o m  at th© Flint-Goodrich (sp?) 
Hospital.H© weighed 12 pounds and w© called him ,,Brov7ni©H 
for short, As we continued living together, Rose, under th©
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law in th© state of Louisiana, became my common-law wif©.
With my family and beautiful common-law wif© and my trad© 
union activities エ had a full life.

By this tim© I was a shop steward at Galvez Street 
Wharf, on th© Negotiation Committee, Executive Board member, 
memioer of th© Political Action Committee of my 1 0 cal, member

As a m©nrib©r of th© Communist Party in 1946, I was active 
in my club, which was known as th© French Quarter Club. Later 
I was transferred to th© Trad© Union Club. I worked very 
c丄ose with th© District Organizer, エ gained much knowledge 
about th© 丄abor movement. A l s o , エ learned how to get involved 
in issues that was facing black workers in th© South.

エ was gaining know丄©dg© from reading a lot of literature 
about the union and th© Party. C.J, M©st©, an o丄d-tim© trade 
unionist and member of the Party, kept m© up with th© 
literature. H© kept m© well-informed on issues that w© was 
facing ahd had to get involved around： Jim Crowism, 
segregation, discrimination. He pointed out to me these was 
th© reasons wages was low and w© had bad working conditions. 
The 腿 ;jojrity of th© workers wasn11 organized in a union. Th© 
Jim Crow system kept th© workers divided, ©specially in the 
South. That is on© of th© bosses1 main weapons that they us© 
against th© workers to keep them divided, which meant that w© 
would alway日 hav© problem日 facing the black worker日 and poor 
people in th© South.
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This also meant the black workers would be denied a 
right to vote, education, health institutions, and adequate 
housing. Conditions would remain the same, in the ghettos, 
©specially in th© South. Millions of black children would go 
to bed hungry unless the unions would try to organize the 
workers in the South, both black and whit©.

To change this would mean that black workers would have 
to fight to register and vote as first-class citizens of th© 
United States of America. Also, it would mean they would have 
to fight for decent wages on jobs, as well as job security, 
seniority rights, health and welfare plans, pension plans 
all of which should be open for all workers 1

A union means black and whit© vrorkers working together. 
In doing this we can destroy our main enemy -■ Jim Crowi日m 
and discrimination. As 1 0ng as th©日e exist, problems will 
always confront th© workers in th© South and in th© whole 
nation.

C.J, M©st© and I discussed all of these issues 
frequently, while w© was having lunch. Years have passed and 
gone, and I don't know, at this time, if Mest© is living or 
dead.

I got myself involved in a lot of th©日© problems that 
was confronting black and poor workers in th© South. I fought 
for th© right to register and vote,

One December Rose and th© children was away in th© 
Mississippi Delta visiting her parents for th© holidays. With 
nothing to do on© night, I went walking the streets about
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twelve o'clock, as was usual for me, just to observe people. 
For a while I was standing on the corner, just watching 
people's behavior. Then I walked down a poorly lit street 
going to a bar on that street. エ noticed three youngsters 
coming toward me.

When they got close to me, on© of the youngsters asked 
me if I had a match. Not realizing what th© youngsters had 
in mind, I ran my hand into my pocket. With on© hand in my 
pocket, on© of the boys hit me over the head with a garbag© 
can top. T*hen they took my leather gloves, my wallet, and my 
overcoat. (It so happened that I didn’t have much money in my 
wallet, only three dollars.) If エ had known in advance what 
they planned to do, I would have protected myself better. 
During th© robbery, the youngsters seemed so frightenedI They 
seemed like they wasn't in th© business of robbing too long.

As soon as I recovered, I went to th© Twelfth Precinct 
and reported th© robbery.エ 酿 de a statement to a policeman 
what had happened, what was taken. Ill© policeman told me, 
"Nigger, you didn't have a damn thing!" I explained that I 
could have gotten hurt or killed with people robbing on th© 
streets and not any protection. エ told the police, "You 
neopl© ar© not concerned for black people, robbing and 
beating each other up in this city . ' 1

Then th© policeman told me, "Run, nigger!" I told the 
policeman I didn't have no reason to run. What I■m gonna run 
from him for, vdien I was the victim -- not th© robber! H© 
probably wanted to shoot m© in th© back, the son-of-a-bitch!
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I told him, HI s©© now black people have no protection in 
this city from you whit© racist, segregationist policemeni"
I.ve always spoken up for myself. My grandfather taught m© to 
speak up for myself when I was being attacked by the unjust. 
That was th© reason I wasn't afraid to speak up to these so- 
called peacemakers. This was all amusing to th© policemen. 
They was laughing about th© whole thing. I told the 
policemen, HThat's all right. Forget iti" See, that's th© 
kind of thing that provokes you and motivates you to fight, 
cause you know what kind of shit you living with, and some 
black folks can not protect themselves * The police used to 
stop me on th© street and make m© put up my hands and ask m© 
all kinds of questions.

Then I left th© station. Sine© Ros© and th© children 
wasn't at home, I went and spent th© night with my cousin. 
Early th© next morning, walking down th© streets, I met a 
friend. H© went back with m© to th© seen© of th© robbery, W© 
looked around trying to find out if on© of th© youngsters had 
dropped my wallet. With no such luck, w© went in and out of 
bars to se© if I recognized any of th© youngsters. My friend 
and I soon gave up. Then w© went to th© office of th© 
Pittsburgh Courier, a national black newspaper. Th© young 
news reporter of the Pittsburgh Courier took my statement. I 
told him what had happened, about th© robbery and th© bad 
attitud© of th© police at th© Twelfth Precinct. ェ aek©d th© 
reporter to go to th© Superintendent's office with my friend
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and myself. The Superintendent was like th© chief of police. 
The three of us went to th© Superintendent's office.

Seemingly w© was well received by the Superintendent.
A.A. Wallace. I mad© th© same statement to th© him that I had 
made to th© reporter. When th© Superintendent finished 
hearing my complaint, he said, "This is th© first time anyone 
cam© in this office and mad© a complaint about th© police."
H© went on to say, "I had been hearing rumors about th© 
policemen for a long time--in th© black communities. But no 
on© had th© guts to com© forward and make a complaint until 
now.11 Th© Superintendent asked m©, "Could you r©cogniz© any 
of th© policemen again?11 I told him, HY©s iM Khen th© 
Superintendent asked mef "Did you get th© policeman's badge 
number?" I said I hadn't. Then th© Superintendent said, "The 
officers ar© on th© night shift. Can you com© back at night 
and identify them?"

Th© newspaper reporter who cam© with us was concerned 
about what happened to black people in th© South, rnh© 
reporter began talking with th© Superintendent about what had 
happened and took notes while h© was talking. Then th© 
Superintendent asked m©/ "What action do you want m© to take 
to clear up these problems?11 I said, 11 As a first step, you 
should hire black policemen/ because I feel that th© black 
people need some protection against crime in th© black 
c o m m u n i t i e s 咖 ©!! Wallace had nerve enough to ask me, 11 Do 
v〇u want to b© a policeman?" I said, HNoi My job is to fight 
for th© rights of my people her© in the South."
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The Superintendent didn't give us any direct resolution 
to this problem, except that h© wanted m© to com© at night to 
th© Twelfth precinct to identify the policemen. W© talked 
awhile in th© Superintendent's office and left. One© outside 
th© reporter advised me not to go back to th© police precinct 
at night alone, because all th© policemen stuck together and 
they wouldn't tell you which on© was on that Friday night 
anyhow. Added to this, some friends told m© not to go at 
night cause I would b© leaving myself open to get hurt or 
framed by th© police. August Harris, th© union's whit© 
business agent, said don’t make that mistake, going back to 
th© police station at night. I still was angry about th© 
behavior of th© policemen when I reported th© robbery, but I 
didn^ go back that night or any t i m e . .

Two black newspapers supported me - - th© Pittsburgh 
Courier and th© Louisiana Weekly. They put in their papersr ;rzr: r  ::iing
of getting better security for th© black communities in New 
Orleans. Later on, two black policemen was put on th© force. 
Th© black communities felt a little safer. Whit© police 
couldn't relate to th© black people. Black people was more 
afraid of th© police than they was of th© criminals. White 
police at that tim© was racist and deadly against th© black 
workers in th© South.

These ar© some of th© things I faced in the South. T*h© 
whit© police department was anti-labor, anti-black. It was
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th© same as Fascism in Germany. The police could b© worse 
than th© criminals against th© black workers and th© poor 
people.
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CHAPTER FOUR

精帽



C h ap te r 4/New O rleans (1)

After packing my suitcase, I bought a ticket on the All 

American Bus and left for New Orleans one foggy morning. I changed 

buses four times; the last change was in Dallas, Texas. Then I caught

Trailways Bus roiled right into New Orleans at three o'clock in the 

m orn in g .

met on the bus was with me. This lady was looking for a friend to 

meet her, but no one came. With great disappointment, she came 

along with me to the address of mother's house, that had been given 

me. As we came near the house I was trying to imagine what my 

mother would be like and also if I should call her Janie or mother.

二::：:::二
spoke with a soft voice: "Lee Brown, I am your mother." As my 

mother embraced me, at that moment， I didn't feel any emotion or 

love, only respect, in knowing this was my mother and at last we had 

u n ite d .

Suddenly Jeanette, my half-sister, ran from a room and started 

hugging and kissing me. The last time I saw Jeanette we were 

children. She was three years old then. Now, she had grown up to be 

a beautiful young lady. My half-brother, Peter, whom I hadn’t met 

yet, wasn't living with Janie, but was married and living some other

Trailways ^9uis that was already waiting in the bus station, The

When I stepped off the bus a lady acquaintance
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place in New Orleans. Despite all the excitement, the lady who came 
along was eventually introduced. It was about three-thirty in the 
morning, with all t te  talking and getting acquainted all over again. 
Before we knew it^vvas daybreak.
During all the conversation I had with my mother, I wanted to ask 
her why she hadnft come to get me to live with her when 
grandfather died. Did she ever try to find out whoダ I stayedへon the 
farm with or what I was doing? So many questions I wanted to ask 
Janie, but I only felt gratitude being in her presence. . . and these 
questions beGamermffieTrtinnatter

It was seven o'clock when Janie left the house, went to the 
store, and brought back some food for breakfast. Jeanette got dressed 
and went to work.

After breakfast the lady acquaintance and I left the house to 
find her friend. We walked down Rampa Street. In and out of bars. 
We continued walking for hours. Finally the last bar on the street, we 
found her friend. The lady thanked me for helping. Then we parted. 
.Although this was my first time getting around in New Orleans, it 
wasn't difficult finding my way back to Janie's house.

When I first arrived at Janie^ house, I didn^ know my half- 
brother, Peter, wasnft raised by Janie either. Only my half-sister 
stayed with Janie. (By the way, I called my mother by her first name 
which was Janie.) Janie vvasn^ as ill as I expected she would be when 
I arrived in Nefw Orleans. Nevertheless, without complaining about 
things that happened in the past， I settled down to make New 
Orleans, my home for the time being.
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I rested around the house for three or four days, then I started 
inquiring about a job. Janie thought about a man, named We\ltert who 
was a member of a union. She said, f, Walter lives three blocks from 
the house and lie might be able to tell you where to find work.” I 
thought Walter might be at work in the morning, so I waited until 
one evening before going to his house.

Walter had just come in from work. I introduced myself, 
then I told Walter that I was Janiefs son, who had just arrived from 
Los Angeles, California. I also asked Walter what union he was a 
membei^pf. Walter s今id he was a member of Local 207 ILWU located 
a t  4 2 0 treet. He said the president’s name was Andrew 
Nelson. With directions from Walter on how to find the Linion hall, at 
ten thirty the next morning I arrived at the union ha ll.I  waited 
twenty minutes before the president, a Black man, Cĉ me through the 
door. Inside his office, I introduced myself and showed him my 
traveling cards from Local12 in Los Angeles，California. I asked the 
president if he had a job open. He answered, ,fYest this union has an 
opening and will be glad to give you a job." I told the president 
••Since you have a job open，I’d like to transfer to your union•” He 
accepted that. Then, he wrote out a worksheet for me to take to the 
federal barge line to give to Orange Dickie, who was the shop 
steward.

The Federal Barge Line was located at Galwston Street Wharf 
in New Orleans. The president had written down the directions. I 
caught a streetcar, transferred to Canal and Galveston, stayed on the 
Galveston bus until it went to the end of the line, walked one block 
and turned left. Mter following these directions, eventually I made it
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to the right place. Orange Dickie was pointed out to me. He was busy 
driving a tractor. I stopped him and gave him my worksheet. Then 
we went upstairs to see the personnel manager. The personnel 
manager signed me up, and told me to come to work the next 
morning.

Feeling great about getting this job， I couldn’t wait to get home 
to tell Jennie. Janie was sitting 111 the front room when I got home. I 
told her about ha\ing gotten the job. She said, " You were lucky to 
get a job so soon.M I explained to Janie, ,fItfs not luck when you belong 
to a union, and cire determined to work. Members of the union often 
look out for each other1'1

The next morning when I went to the union hall I was given a 
1111mber to check in by and also to call out a number when passing a 
window. The most pleeising thing about this job was the wages: one 
dollar and twenty-five cents an hour. 111 addition, the workers were 
splendid in helping me get started. This work was almost the same 
when I worked in the warehouse in Los Angeles, except this time it 
was on the dock loading and unloading boxcars and barges.

In as much as J^had  gotten a job, I was now anxious to look 
New Orleans over and get acquainted with some people. I soon found 
out it was a fact: New Orleans has the most beautiful Black women 111 
the world. Black women every color of the rainbow! I also went to 
the French Quarter where most of the mulattos liw. Bars stayed open
all night. Each jbar had a demce floor. Unlike most bars in California,
\i4S^ ! '-€pfe-could bring your own bottle and put it on the table. The weather,
1101 in the summer, was very cold in the winter. Occasional floods.
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passed, before I had^tlie^'pteaswe^o-f meeting Peter, my fV
half-brother and his wife, Henriette. Peter and I got acquainted. We 
tcilked a long time about how many yecirs we were separated from 
each other. Peter was the in the family. His grandparents
raised him. As time passed， we became a close family. Now it was 
ob\ious: Jeanette, Peter, and I had different fathers. Under those
circumstances, I could easily see why our family members were such 
distances apart. Since I became a man, these things seem very 
unimportant now.

In the mecintime, ^gfter a fevv 
Walter Green and Chester La

;s working on the dock, 
le to the union meeting.

Attending this meeting for the first time gave me confidence toward 
helping my people. Every attempt was made on my part to attend 
frequently. In doing so, I became an acceptable member and was
placed on the Executive Boa^d in the union. My constant involvement 
was in fighting for better working conditions for union members. 
Shortly, the union members elected me shop steward on the docks. 
In doing so, this gave me more of an advantage to enforce union
contracts by methods of communicating with employers on jobs. The 
workers on the dock had one hour for lunch. Whenever I called for a 
noon meeting nearly half an hour would be spent on discussing 
political issues with the workers. Also, vve discussed the conditions
that existed in the Black community. Later I discussed the politiraL— 
Issues-^ound ^ie nation with Bro. Nelson.

One night Bro. Nelson invited me to attend a political meeting
in th [ing on Ccinal Street. I wasnft aware at the time that it
would be a Communist meeting. This was my first time to attend
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such a meeting. Being a new face in the group, the District Organizer 
asked people, after the meeting， to give comments or make

\
criticisms. My statement was that I enjoyed the meeting and the 
discussion was helpful. At that point, the District Organizer said,
•’Come back again•”

I attended every time the Communists had a meeting. Bro. 
Nelson would let me know when a meeting as scheduled. After
attending these meetings for a while, I became a member of the y  
Communist Party in the United States of America.

1 In the meantime, I went out with several girls. One girl in 
^  particular was my steady. Her name was Shirley. Shirley lived a few

houses down the street from Janie^ house. We kept company for a
long time. Shirley was a young girl. She would meet me every 
ex ening after work. We walked home together. One night after our 
date, Shirley asked me to marr\r her. I talked this over with Janie. 
She explained that if a girl asks you to marr>T her, "You should think 
the matter over before marrying her, because she might be 
p reg n an t!I decided I wasnft ready to settle down and didn't want 
marriage standing in the way of the complete struggle for my people 
that I hadn’t yet begun.

Meanwhile, I started studying. I read books on Marxism，V.I. 
Lenin’s philosophy, African history, and Black history in America. 
With knowledge from these books, I was more suited to struggle
around political issues in the communitv and on the job. This was in /
the year 1944.1 continued on the job acti\lties and political action in 
the community.
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Frequently I attended party meetings and special meetings of 
the party to get accustomed to fighting around issues, staying active, 
and getting acquainted with other party members. The reason I liked 
the party program was because the program opposed capitalism and 
advocated socialism for the working class. It also fought against Jim 
Crowism, for better education, decent homes, health institutions, and 
the necessities of life like food and clotiiing.

Unquestionably， every child should get a high school education 
or special ti*ade school training, so he or she can earn a living and 
this should be paid for by the federal government; also, four years of 
college. In this way a child won’t have to drop out of school to help 
his pcirents earn a living. With the highest possible degree of 
education, a child would be able to earn his own li\lng. Special trades 
like lawyers, doctors, nurses, any jobs that call for special education 
should be paid for by the federal government, regardless of race, 
color，creed. I learned this should be done when I was in the 
Communist Party meetings.

Even though I had lived in Los Angeles for approximately five 
\ ears, in a short while I fell in love with New Orleans. The people 
here were more friendly toward each other at least, more so than in 
California. Neighbors wouldn't pass you without speaking, and 
sometimes they would stop and have a long conversation with you. 
The people seemed so concerned about your well-being and would 
often invite ypu over to dinner and make you welcome in their 
home. I enjoyed the Creole food that was served in restaurants and 
in homes. Actually this Creole food is the best you can eat an^vhere. 
One of my favorite dishes is gumbo and oyster loaf, which I ate all
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the time. These are some of the reeisons I fell in love with New 
Orleans so quickly.

In the year 1945, one Sunday at a general membership 
meeting of the Warehouse and Distribution Workers* Union Local 
207, I noticed a beautiful brown-skinned lady in the meeting. I 
didn^ get a chance to meet her that dew. 111 the meeting that day a 
union member nominated me to to to a convention， which was to be 
held in Detroit. I declined the nomination. Then the union member 
spoke on my declining. He said, ” I nominated Brother Brown to go to 
tlie convention, because Brother Brown doesn’t have a wife and I 
figured he was the best qualified nran to go to the convention." 
Anyway as it turned out I didn^t go to the convention. This was the 
day this beautiful lady started paying attention to me.

One Friday night I met her at our Local Executive meeting. She 
was sitting about three seats in front of me in the meeting. She kept 
looking back me, and smiling. Shortly afterward, I got up, stood on 
the floort and made a comment about the good and welfare of all our 
union members. .After the meeting had adjourned, this beautiful lady 
came over cind shook my hands and told me, MI liked your talk. It 
was very good. And you hit the union representatives where it hurt 
and you shook them up!" I told her I didn't have anything personal 
against any of the union officers. I was only tr\ring to get them 
involved in building a strong rank-and-file Local.I went on to tell 
her that a strong rank-and-file Local means better working 
conditions on jobs, welfare, and pension plans with job security. I 
told her all these facts to try to inform her on Trade unionism， so she 
could become a better Trade Unionist.
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As our conversation continued， this beautiful lady told me her 
ncane was Rose. Rose said that she heard the union member say in 
the last general membership meeting that I didn’t have a wife. Then 
I asked Rose where she lived and if she had come to the meeting 
alone. Rose imswered that she lived on a certain street in the city and 
she Ccime to the meeting alone. I asked her if I could see her home. 
She said "Yes”.

My intention was to build a better relationship with Rose and 
to get her more involved in union affairs. She seemed to be very 
interested in m\' tcilk at the meeting and in her union's affairs. Rose 
w c\s shop stewai'd on her job, working in the feed mill in the city.

Rose and I left the Union hall and took a bus to her home. 
Before vve reached her home, we stopped at a bar about a half block 
from her house. Rose asked me if I drank. I told her，’’Yes”. We 
ordered two glasses of draft beer and sat for about an hour or longer, 
talking and getting acquainted. Rose and I talked on different
subjects. I talked a little about myself and my activities in the union.ハ〉
Apparently, I didn^ tell Rose,I was a member of the Communist 
Party. What I did tell her was that I became a member of the union 
in 1938 in Galveston, Texas. The union I was a member of was the 
Labor Union. My salar>7 in that union was 35 cents an hour, working 
in the shipyard， Todd Dry Dock. When Rose and I finished our drinks， 
we went to her home. Rose asked me in. Once inside, we talked some 
more， until it tjecame late at night. I stood up and said’ ” I believe I’d 
better go•” Then Rose said， n It’s getting so late and the buses run 
slow. I don’t tliink you should go back across the Industrial Canal at 
night, because itfs ver>r far. While you are standing waiting on a bus,
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someone might try to rob or hurt you. I suggest you stay here.”
Without any hesitation at Rose's suggestion, I accepted the 

invitation. To me， Rose was quite impressive and desirable I told 
Rose I didn^ have to work the next day which was a Saturday. All I 
had to do was to go pick up my paycheck Saturday afternoon. I was 
working on Galvez Street Wharf， loading and unloading boxcars and 
barges.

Next morning Rose went to the grocer>r store and bought some 
food for breakfast. Not only was Rose beautiful, but she was a real 
good cook.

At that time, I was living with my mother and sister across 
from the Industrial Canal in a two room apartment. There wasn't too 
much room for the three of us. I discussed this problem with Rose.
She told me, if I would like to, I could stay with her, because she had 
plenty of room and only her sister's son lived with h e r.. . .

I agreed to live with Rose. So I went to pick up my paycheck 
that evening and went by my mother’s house. I gave my mother 
some money and told her I was going to live with a lady who was a 
member of my union. I told mother I was doing this so it wouldn't be 
so crowded and I will always come by to see her. Mother agreed with
me; my sister didn^ have any comment on the subject. I took some 
of my clothes and went back to Rose’s house to live.

As time passed, Rose and I grew close to one another and we 
were able to h^lp each other in the labor movement. However, this 
was only half the picture. Rose was separated from her husband. She 
also hadnft mentioned she had any children until vve were lMng 
together for a while. Then Rose sent for her children, who were li\1ng
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in Delta, Mississippi with their grandmother. She had five children, 
including the boy who was li\ing with her during the first time vve 
got acquainted and was not her sister*s son, but one of her own. 
Actually， it didn’t matter to me that she had children. All Rose’s 
children accepted me and I them. Before long we were living 
together as a family. Her children called me their father.
Several years later， Rose had a son for me. We named him Lee 
Brown, Jr. He weighed 12 pounds when born and we called him 
”Brownie” for short. As we continued living together, Rose was 
known in the state of Louisiana as my common-law wife. With my 
family and beautiful common-law wife， I continued my trade union 
activities，

I was a shop steward at Galvez Street Wharf, on the Negotiation 
Committee, Exec^xtive Board member, member of the Political Action 
Committee of my Local, and member of the Trustee Committee, and 
one of the advisers on the Three-^lan-Committee to our Union 
president.

As a member of the Communist Party， I was active in my club， 
which was known as the French Quarter Club. I was transferred to 
the Trade Union Club. I worked ver>r close with the District Organizer. 
I gained much knowledge about the labor movement. Also, I learned 
110w to get involved in issues that were facing Black workers in the 
South.

^  Also I wê s gaining knowledge from reading a lot of literature 
about the union and the Party. An old-time trade unionist and 
member of the party kept me up with the literature. He kept me 
well-informed on issues that vve were facing and had to get involved
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around: Jim Crowism，segregation，discrimination. He was a loyal 
trade unionist and Party member. He pointed out to me these were 
the reasons wages were low and vve had bad working conditions. The 
majority of the workers weren’t organized in a union. The Jim Crow 
system kept the workers divided， particularly in the South. That is 
one of the bosses* main weapons that they use cigainst the workers to 
keep them divided, which meant that we would always have 
problems facing the Black workers and poor people in the South.

This also meant the Black workers would be denied a right to 
vote，education， health institutions， and adequate housing. Conditions 
would remain the same, in the ghettos, particularly in the South, 
millions of Black children would go to bed hungry unless the union 
would tr>T to organize the workers in the South, both Black and white.

It would mean the Black workers would have to fight to 
register and vote as first-class citizens of the United States of
America. Also, it would mean they would have to fight for decent 
wages on jobs, as well as job security, seniority rights, health and 
welfare plans, pension plans: all of which should be open for all 
workers to fully partake!

A union means Black and white workers working together. In 
so doing, that means we can destroy our main enemy: Jim Crovvism 
and discrimination. As long as these exist, problems will always
confront the workers in the South and in the nation as a whole

white qfficer of the union and I discussed all of these issues
frequently, while vve were having lunch. Years have pcissed and gone, 
and I don’t know, at this time， if this union officer is living or dead.
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I got myself involved in a lot of these problems that were 
confronting Black and poor workers in the South I fought for the

7
right to register and vote, /  、

In the month of December Rose and the children were away in 
Delta, Mississippi visiting her parents, for the holidays. With nothing
to do one night, I went walking the streets about twelve o'clock 
night, as was usual for me, just to observe people. I was standing on 
the comer, being ver>" concerned and interested in my Black peopled 
behcixior. Then I walked down a poorly lit street going to another bar 
on tlrat street. I noticed three youngsters coming toward me.

When they came close to me, one of the youngsters asked me if 
I had a match. Not knowing what the youngster had in mind, I ran 
my hcind into my pocket. With one heind in my pocket, one of the 
youngsters hit me over the head with a garbage can top. Then they
took my leather gloves, wallet, and overcoat. (It so happened that I 
didn’t have much money in my wallet.) If I had known in advance 
their intentions, I would have protected myself better. During the 
robber\r, the youngsters seemed so frightened! Actually, they seemed 
as if they weren’t in the business of robbing too long.

As soon as I recovered, I went to the Twelfth Precinct and 
reported the robber>7. I made a statement to a policeman what had 
happened. The policeman told me, ”Nigger, you d id n ’t have 

I explained that I could have gotten hurt or killed with 
people robbing 011 the streets and not any protection. I told the 
police, "You people are not concerned for Black people, robbing and 
beating each other up in this city.” That the policeman didn’t know 
was that I was a well-informed, active trade unionist.
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Then the policeman told me: ”Run，nigger!” I told the policeman 
I had no reason to run. Why should I run from him, when I was the 
victim -- not the robber! I added: ” I see now Black people have no 
protection in this cit>- from you white racists and segregationist 
policemen!”
I tove always spoken up for myself. My grandfather taught me to 
spec^k up for myself when I was being attacked by the unjust. That 
was the reason I wasn’t afraid to speak up to these so-called 
peacemakers. Naturally this was amusing to the policemen. They 
continued laughing about the whole thing. I told the policemen, 
"That’s all right. Forget it!”

I then left the station. Since Rose and the children weren’t at
home, I went and spent the night with my cousin. Early the next 
morning, walking down the streets, I met a friend. He went back
with me to the scene of the robber>r. We looked around tr>ring to find 
out if one of the youngsters held dropped my wallet. With no such
luck, vve went in and out of bars to see if I recognized any of the 
youngsters. My friend and I soon gave up. Then we went to the office 
of the Pittsburgh Courier, a national Black newspaper. The 
nevvsreporter of the Pittsburgh Courier took my statement. I told him 
precisely what had happened: about the robber>r and the a to ip t
^\ttitude of the police at the Twelfth Precinct. However, I asked the 
reporter to go to the Superintencfenしoffice with my friend and 
myself. (The Superintendentfs office is known in some cities as the 
Chief of the police department.) The reporter agreed to go to the 
Superintendent’s office with us. Seemingly we were well received by
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the Superintendent. I made the same statement to the police 
Superintendent that I had made to the newsreporter.

When the Superintendent finished hearing my complaint, he 
said: ”This is the first time anyone came in this office and made a 
complaint about the police.” He went on to say, ” I had been hearing 
rumors about the policemen for a long time—in the Black 
communities. But no one had the guts to come forward and make a 
complaint until now.” The Superintendent asked me, ”Could you 
recognize any of the policemen again?” I told him，”Yes!” Then the 
Superintendent asked me, ”Did you get the policeman’s badge 
number?” I told him, ”No.” Tlien the Superintendent said, ”The 
officers are on the night shift. Can you come back at night and 
identify them?”

The newspaper reporter who came with us was concerned 
about what happened to Black people in the South. The 
nevvsreporter began talking with the Superintendent about what had 
happened and took notes while he was talking. Then the 
Superintendent asked me: ’’What action do you want me to take to 
clear up these problems?” I said， ”As a first step， you should hire 
Black policemen, because I feel that the Black people need some 
protection against crime in the Black communities.” Then, the 
Superintendent asked m e:f! Do you want to be a policeman?" I said, 
”No! job is to fight for the rights of my people here in the South.” 

The Sup穿rintendent didn’t give us any direct resolution to this 
problem, except he wanted me to come at night to the Twelfth 
precinct to identify the policemen. We talked awhile in the 
Superintendent's office and left. Once outside the nevvsreporter
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ad\ised me not to go back to the police precinct at night alone, 
because all the policemen stuck together and they wouldn’t tell you 
which one was on that Friday night anyhow. Added to this, even 
some friends told me not to go at night, because I would be leaving 
myself open to get hurt or framed by the police. Except for the facts,
I still wasn’t satisfied with the behavior of the policemen when I
reported the robbery. Evenso I didn’t go back at night or any time 
thereafter. ,__n

Black newspapers supported me. They put 111 their papers that 
Lee Brown was asking for Black policemen to be put on the police 
force in New Orlecins. This was the first beginning of getting better 
security for the Black communities in New Orleans. Sure enough— 
Black policemen were put on the force. Then the Black communities
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felt a little safer. White police couldnft relate to the Black people.
Blcick people were more afraid of the police than they were of the 
criminals. White police cit that time were racist and deadly against 
the Black workers in the South.

These are some of the things I facea in the South. The white
police department was anti-labor, anti-Black. It was the same as 
Fascism in Germany. It was a crime against the Black workers and 
the poor people. If anyone was fighting for Black police to be put on 如 1

the police force during that time, beside myself, I was not aware of
it.
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