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Abstract

My project is entitledrhe City has ChangeThem: Storytelling, Memory, and the Family
Photo Albumlt is an interdisciplinary work that consists of five parts. Four of the paresama
analytical component as well as a personal story to accompany them. Along with the writings
therearealsosenet een i mages from one of my familyos
project is to locate a family through memoir and photos, and trace them through the American
phenomenon known as the Great Migration. | used my maternal grandmother, Malgueen
Goldsmith,and my father, James Woods, as anchors to the memoir pieces. | outline their
departure from theouth, their subsequent relocation to New York City, their search for,work
interactions witin their own communities and the larger social context in whiopltted and
raised a familyfrom the mid1940s to roughly 1975. The purpose of the project is for the
researcheto view the African American family photo album as a serious historical object
believe it to be an historical artifact as well as a viseabrd that warrants the same serious study

as other more traditional historical objects.
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The migants were gradually absorbed

into the economic, social, and political life of the city,
They have influenced and modified it.

The city has, in turn, changed them.

o St. Clair Drake and Horace H. Cayton, Black Metropolis
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Preface

At Home in the World

We shined like the new things we were.
0 Patricia Smith

My first camera was a Koddkkralite 10 with a built in flasland a strap thatever
would stayfirmly on my wrist The camera came with a roll of 110 mm film ang AA
batteries that | eagerly stuffed irttee back oft as fast as | could aribenwaited impatiently for
thelow whine and the orange light that told me flash was readylt was the only present |
played withthatday.

| was 10 and it was Christma4979

Most of thephotosl took that dayare of my mother cooking chitlins, kiag cakes,
stuffing the turkeyandmixing potato saladT h e r e 6 s fathervacaumingmwyth his
headphones on, probably listening to Miles DaviS€harlie ParkerTherest are of my extended
family, cousins, aunts, uncles, and grandparents sandwiched togeibieliving room, not
minding the closeness of bodiasthe heat radiating fromur thick beigewall-to-wall carpet
Rum vodka and Har veyds inBeavyglass umbemsmrgoverdizedo wed f r
pillows androyal blueplastic coveredofa.Thechildren snatched chse doodles and potato
chips from the coffee tahland ran back to the den with their goodigishout the adultgver
seeing.

Even though evergne of my first pictures turned obilurry, when Ipicked upmy prints
from the drugstore later that weekhought they were masterpiecesemembesmiling all the
way home in the car. With this batch of batiken pictures, had been officially baptized into

the unofficial hobby ofny parentand their friendd photography



As long as | can remember my pat®owred camerasThey were always big artaulky
with zoom lenses antumerousshutter adjustment$heyhad hugelack itchy strapghat clung
to theirnecks and gavihem the appearance @National Geographic photographevenwhen
we were onlyat the Bronx ZooMy parentdoved these machines. They tinkered with the speeds,
adjusted the light, the portable flashes, the shutters, anything to make the pictur®betttre
years the mix of @nons, Pentaxes, and Nikons have gone from neckigitcto box to storage
unit. And in theemptyplace were always bigger and better cam#raseventually became
digital.

For my father and mothemhé camerdecame ool to verifythatthe dreams they had
whispered to one another before they were imdhad actually come true. Anbose dreams
alwaysincludedtheir family, friends, homes, cars, jobs, sports, vacatiansg especiallyheir
only child. The pictures were a visual pirtohthe armto provethattheyexistedin a world that
sometimeghose to denyheir existence. And more importantly the pictuiresn those cameras
breathedife into dreams that wergatched on the badeatof a Greyhoundousin 1960andin
the Jim Crowrail car of the Silver Meteor in 1948hephotosare also proof o4 life lived well
and proudly by my parents.

My family photcs are alsa map, sstarting point for me and future generations of what
the African American family looks like, not what it could look like, but whatdeslook like.

Our family album andothers like itact as a foil against the negative and cruel visualizatibns
whatAfrican Americancanand havéoeenrepresented aanimalistic, childlike, unintelligent,
andviolent! Insteadmy albumshowstherealandbeautifullife of one family Not every picture
is a happy onelhe photos are opensive, confused, enlightened, surprised éliah a good

way), and sont@anesclearly angrypeople But taken as aollection the images serve as

I Willis, Deborahp. 17 Willis argues that vernacular photographers used the medium to challenge
stereotypes that showed blacks as subordinates to whites. Blacks subverted the representations by offering
alternatives imagesthat were positive and reaffirming. These representations were closer to the way black
lives were truly lived.



resource on how a life can be fashioned through reirorerty bringing parts of past with you

in your suitcase and moldintdpemlike clay into the sculpture you want to see.



Figure 2. Living Room at 949 East 2¥4treet, Bronx, New York around 1971



This picture(figure 2) is one of my favorite | & mat sure who took. It might have been
my father, just testing one of his many camerasn@r mo tcéusinLe&os,who lived with us
until | was twoandwas also an amateur photograpliart the photo, feels like it was probably
taken bymy mother simgy becausef the huge urn of fake flowersinthe phdto. donét have
solid reasoning behind why tflewersare in the phat, Il just dondét feel my f
have cared much abatltem, but my mother would havend still does.

| t stramgethat | like this picture, because as a chitis was a roonhwas never allowed
to spend time inlt was a roommeservedsolelyfor adults. My parents placed amspokerbut
hefty value on this room and the objett it. Theweight ofit wasperceptibleo anyone who
evercame to visit usAnd yet, brty years latewhenever | look at this photogragtcan stillsee
the raucous holidagarties hearmy father humminghelatestModern Jazz Quartetbum,and
the soundsony mot h er 0 sas tshe gesipedanithogny graedmotheon the phone.

Thephoto i arti n e, r eal | y .AStdle® might deabetrerovard. dndli t .
havenodt b eThane ale icreades throughout the plioéd have confeom looking at it
toomanytimesT her eb6s a p e kRfroméghe drrand penst Keep inlthgndag as
well. The imperfect way | treat the photo might have somethingto dowiththet o it sel f .
perfect.l stare at thigperfect, quietoomandfeel lonely afterwardsl he roomis too clean and
looks ikewe don 6 ttheee¥ ¢ 1© sHisiarge Tingd Campthas this room in mind when
shewrites A Phot ography captures a given moment in
time offering a means of creating an image of our livesand selvesaswo ul d | i ke t o be
There was never atiniemy lifet hat my f amil y di dn@aoutsiderat t o be
Even in the photo, perfection is sewn irtte heat heavy brocaded cream fabric curtains with
tremendous blue roses to match thesfic covered satin loveseat/hile aperfect picturechild

version of myselsits in the midst, watching.

2 Campt,p.5
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This picture(figure 3) is one of score of baby pictures my mother took of me for my
father while he was at wor k. ltds another pict
bottomandthe corners are a little scuffeddy mom hasdozensof pictures of me at this age
throughout théarouse in various spacand in many of our family albums. Skays that when |
was this age, arourtdlol guess my f avorite pl ace tMycldsest was i n
guess as to whig that | missed him and there was lots of jumkis closefor atwo year old to
get into.(l imagine now that someone would have called Child Protective Services on my parents
for having me in a closet, biitwas the 1970s. | also sat thackseats ofars without aar seat
or seatbeltrode a bike without a helat, anddrank wholemilk, but somehow | survivedily
fatheiGs shoe shine box is to the left, opened, most likely by metoandpart again, most likely
by me. Hisshoe shindrush is turned upside dowandthe chamoiscloth is exposedas ishis
brownpolishfor his favorite shoeEven as | 6 m wr i t iodogthatidhe s, | can
distinctacridnessof shoe polishas itwafts out of that small brassan.And whether his shoes
were brown, black, or blue, the shoe polish was alwayKitkiebrand.It also seems there &
important call | can take only in my pajameasgth the companyf acanister vacuum cleaner and
thehangingsleeves of my fathé&jackets shirts, and suithovering over meThe closet was my
homeandat the same time itavs n 6 t .
When | talk to my mother about this photograph her thoughts assoomplexas mine
Y ou wergjust a childwho liked to play in the closet is her response the question ofvhy |
loved to be irDaddyésclosetBut my madindofthghstograpfd o esndt dxpl ai n
think of this photo so muctnd why | havedecided it should explaithe complicated
relationship my father and | have. Scontinue tacling to thisimage And like bell hooks)
believe that this is one of the photoatth pr ovi des a way[myfatherjftha¢é t o knov

makes it possible to love him agaamd past all the other images, the ones that stand in the way

3hooks,p. 44. hooks talkherehn ow s he and her sisters Areadd a photo
because of #ir relationship to himlin my casd read this photograph in termsmwfy complex relationship
with my father andny motherd o e s n6t fireado the photograph the same



of |%bonlgwish youcould preserve the feelisgs you do théook of themoment in the
photograph.

Most of the photographs of my family and friends are take¢he Northeast Bronin the
late 1968 to mid-1980s an area thastands in sharp relief to theirnt out shells and blight that
were(and sometimes still ar&yoadcasbn nightly newscasts aoss the country or in movies like
Fort Apachethe Bronx | lived a fairly happy lifemore likeOssie and Harriebr Leave it to
BeaverthanGood Time®r evenThe Wire Ourfirst house was one of mamyivate houses
owned or rentetly migrants from théAmericanSouth, Europe, and the Caribbeail the

adults worked during the dathe children undefive stayed with grandmothes aunties orthe

dayswhen they dbdokdidandhbheeofidaey chil dren went

neighborhoodnd someémes beyondhe neighborhoad

Our narrow, tall privatehouseat 949 E 214" St., wasmy homefor the firstfive years of
my life. My momwasa nurseand my dad @ office worker. When | was siwe moveden
minutes awayo aco-op buildingwhere my gardfather was theorteror janita and my
grandmothedid dayb work for manyof the tenantsinstead of the factory workers, bus drivers,
and construction workers who lived with us on 2e now lived withpostal workers, nurses,
teachers, a few college essors, office managers, social workers, and laboratory opefators.
suppose waverei mo v i n g o n familpio thd 1070sesitconh tkkeffersonsWe lived

there in relative happiness for almost thirty years.

4hooks, p44
5When Grandmothers and aunties were unavailable, men who were oukpbwgoungster who were
not in schoolwatched the children, albeit not quite as closely as the wadwetior me, my grandmother,

one of my aunts, or one of the dozens of female

spent any timéeing watched by a male family member.
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PART 1



Figure 4. Daddy and John Wkins (his father), Cleveland Tennessee. October 1939
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One Way Ticket

| pick up my life

And take it away

On a oneway tickeB
Gone up North,

Gone out West,
Gone!

0 Langston Hughes

My f ami | ydhse Branx was arresuilt of both sidemrticipatingin the greatest
voluntary movement of Americans in the twentieth century, the Great Migration. They were part
of the six million blacks who left thouth and moved to other parts of the countrgst notably
to the urban areas of New York City, Philadelpaston, Washington, D.C., Chicago, Newark,
New JerseyGary, IndianaClevelandOhio,andSt. Louis, Missourf. The first major wave of
themigration startedight after World War lwhen blacks were used to substituteEaropean
immigrants in Northern factas..

My f a mstory stards gluring the second wave of the migration from 1940 to 1970. My
maternal grandparents and mother meé journey in 1948 from Branchville, South Carolina,
and my fathetravelled to Harlem from Cleveland, Tennessee i6QL9hey were part o
movement that was epic in scopatlargely ignored and downplaydy sociologists and
historians as it wasappeing?, even though athe historiarira Berlin notes,

The 1.5 million black migrants who departed the region [thélt§auring the 1940s

more than equaled the sum total of those who left the South during the previous three

decades, and the migration continued in

black men and women who exited the South between 1940 ancb®&&t doubled the

number vino left between 1910 and 1930.

6 Wilkerson,p. 9
7 Grossmanp. 3
8 Wilkerson, p.539
9 Berlin, Ira. p. 155
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How couldagroup of people beverlookedas they were shifting the economsogial, and
political bal ance of t hsociodtogisismtiothgr&c a i cds dinde e
the movenent of African American familieas an important historical moment?
Like many familiesmy family wasfleeing aJim Crow system that constrictédte
movement®f blackpeopleandwasdelayedfrom being overthrowrue toMcCarthyism ° This
delay retardethe economic,growthnd political and social progreséthe South for decades
fosteringspace®f division and inequality forlacks in the South. As historian Grace Hale
explains,
the construction of a culture of segregation enabled southern Europesaiténs to
identify their place in an American nation that was fast becoming modern. To hold the
Negroes t@ lower status was to help lifthite southerners, with their regional inferiority
complexes, to a false level of equality with northern whitehipest!!
Theblacks who lived and loved the land of the South became unwitting victims of a system they
had no veted power in, and therefon@adno sayin what happenednstead of continuing to fight
the overt and discrete forms of Jim Crow, my family deciddéave the Southehindand
hopefully find salvation in the North
It ddhi s Aimoment & t h &owdod iy famifytassctons merseevdh wi t h .
this historical moment? How does my famihake the decision o | eave everything
known and everythingthe6 ve earned to go to a world that i
thenchoose tdashion themselves into NortherneBid they transform themselves or did they
justadapt?

| think they did both

10 Biondi, p. 275
1 Hale, p 183

12
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Figure 5. Postcard from South Carolinawrtesy of the Rubenstein Librafpuke University
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The Silver MetearMalqueen

They Say itods better up There
0 Patricia Smith
Winter 1948 Charleston, South Carolina to Penn Station

She wa9 now, andhad had her share of heartbreak. At $4e ha lost her mother to a
mysteious diseaseandhad togive up her dreams of being a schoolteacher and living in the city
with her aunt. Instead she returnedBmanchville to a father whwas clueless about raising
childrenor balanang checkbook& At 2, her twins were born dead astie had been shaken so
badlybyits he wasndét sur e i fTheaedwas nwadootdr® do td, o hdspital e o r
that woul dbébve taken her.

And now she was | eaving the onl y.THetrame she 60
that took all the Negroes outta the So@mewabbound f or the unknown. She
the route. Her brothers had left years before. had joinedhe army and anothdeft the
indignities of the South and their father. Her sister &arad takerhis samdrain two years
before when she got married anweéntto New YorlCity,s 0 s he woulwkenthadgygoadbe al on
thereBut it wouldndét be the same as msheaalgd at her
i Momm@hey wo tobetherif the hbuse anymore, laughing and cooking, and going to
Mays Chapel She woul dnagainfoadomggtimea house

The coat she had on was too long and hung onto the floor. Hersidtar had sent it
for Christmas last year. They nev@uldremembethats he wasndt even 5 feet
allgiantsHer f eet werenodét even touching the floor a
ruint by the hair oil in Betty Maeds hair and
car was talking, laughing, looking out the window, excited like they were gothgfimir. She
di dnét know anybody here. She was al one. Her |

hair was flattening out. And her pantyhose were falliogd. All this and juggling a six year old

14



and an infant into comfortable positions, while she kept the tears from forming. This was
supposed to be a happy time. There were only good things in New York. Good things.

Maybe going to NewadWor k emcut | d mbagkttwe rtemd t b g «
Phil adel phia. She hadnét minded PAndwhendhe !l phi a s
hated something he made everybody miserable. T
Harold Jr. They slippedoutdflar olsd 8¢ er Mar yés housaadcauphi | e s he
the train back t@rangeburg She had hated that they | eft Mar
sogood to them, but Harold woulbt be talked out dieaving Hec o u | fiddhagob, and he
didn 6t wa nin theapost officewitk hisfour olderbrothers.His brothers and sisters there
thought theyactedtoo country andwvereré smart. Theyalwayshadto prove themselves. And
Harold had hacenough. When Harold made up hitnd, there was no talkingense tdim, it
was easier to pacdtll their things, the childreand just leave. It was 1946, Junior wababy
Betty Mae was 4, the twins were still dead, amthake matters worse they had to sit in the
Coloredcar when thewrrived inWashirgton, DC.

When they returned to Branchville, things had changed. And living there went from
bearable to horrible. She endured thdignity of living in the sharecropper shack because their
own house had been rented out, ahd endurethe longsearctesfor jobs. But then Junior got
polio from one of their neighbor@neday he had a fever,andthe ndayh e coul dnét wal k
Suddenly living in Branchville had become like a straitjaditet. i t hadndét atdeen f or
thechurch folksshe surely would have gone insane. Junior was plactakibig community
hospitalin Orangebug (Mama arrangedvith the folks that ran things the countyto get him a
bed) Thensomehow she got someone to drive them to Charleston with Junior to get better help.

She didndét know what Momma had promiereBdt t hose
thehospital bills were building, and their saving drained. Something drastic had to happen.

AfiThey say thereds | ots of jobs in New Yor k.

AWhods they?

15



iYoslirsters. o

AHmMmMphO

AiHar ol d, 6 Mommal heaied ,ai mBno tngtbultrieckdhd her e no |
It was settled, Harolevouldgo and findwork. d 6 d have to | eave again
This time hedd go to New Yor k.

Hebéd go first. Hed6d send for them | ater.

This was later.

The train slugged up the tracks and Betty Mae in her pretty dress slept drabtheas
gettingfidgety.She was taoThis time it had to work. Harold could not be impatient and stubborn
this time. There was too much at stake. New York had to be their new home. Her childeen had
have a stable place to lideinior had to have hospitalsandad® or s t hat di dndét <car
bl ack boy, just that he was sick. Shhewaas gi vi
going from being a landowner to be a tenant. She was sacrifi@ntife. He had to sacrifice too.
Thishadt o wor k. tHe greudddshellogea to someone else if it meant her children would
have a better life. Harold was stubborn, but so was she

Theywere goingtst ay wi th Maggi e, Har o Mdgiedotedl der s
on he, Betty Mae and the baby and told her not to mind the other sisters and brothers. Maggie
and Momnma were the only ones who stood up for her. Even Harold would forget sometimes,
especiallywhelme was too busy being the Ababy of the -

In Philadelpha, t he only thing that mattered to Ha
living on Woodstocktreetanderasing their memoriesft he Sout h. They all sai
be buried. o They had I|lived in the Nesrth so | on
Southerners anymore. But wa bhlehuny i ti$ lllothérdmayb ur y t he
havehadigoodo jobs i n t he hoyssvorkingihthe postafficefito ur Gol ds

Harold was different, ha&vas meant to work on the land. It was time thing he did better than

16



most and the rulingvhite folksof the countyv o u | @lowhimtodoitEven Momma coul dr
get them to change .té&veaytimehabroughsthepmdude hoghie markigtr u |l e s
place in the wagon they ignored him, or tlygywe him pennies for all his hard work. They treated
him like he was a sharecropp&.ut t hey wer e Alieyowned theirewndandp per s !
They had the deed. Bititvastheir skinthatwas the difference. She knew that. So did Harold.
Maybe New Yorkavu | d n 6t care so much about their skin,
ignore it. She hoped he would get work soon. She needed her own kitchen, her own stove, her own
hat rack, even if there were only two rooms she needed it to be theirs and thedrs al
The windows of the train shook and she looked around the dark, cold rail car. All these
people are going too. Are they scared too? She adjusted all their coats. It was winter time. Almost
Christmas. The seats were lumpy and her back ached whilekh&dots, but she still smiled.
Theydédd spend their first Christmas in New York
the shoeboxes that Momma had made for them filled with food. Everyone on the train had a
shoebox filled with fried chickenigees of pie, cornbread or biscyitmything to keep their
stomachs from grumbling through the ride. She picked at the food and looked out the windows
and counted the stops from Charleston until Penn Station. Looking out at the rocks and dirt speed
byhetrshe knew shedd never go back to the South t
But in Branchville she had known people, had thiagsl hadived on land that was
owned by black fol ks. I n New York she would 1

live in a box han to be disrespected and starve on your own land

17
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Figure 6. Nana (Malqueen). On Rye beach 1963 with family friends.
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Figure 7. Granddaddy (Harold)n his wayto my christening, February 1970
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Up South

The picture of my grandmothext Rye Beacln 1963 (figure6) is the earliest picturef
herthatl havel t 6 s @edariestipHotp of her thadir entirefamilyhasl t 6 s al so t he 1
candidphota My grandmother was a formal woman wdmmetimesvore whitegloves and
kitten heel s Shemevhresain the #ogroosleamd onrwills, or shodwithout a
straightb a ¢ k . I't could have been because she was on
than she already waBut more than likely it wasdrause of the training she received from her
mother and aunt as a young gireeng her in @athing suit for the first timed,blushed My
grandmot her didndét enjoy the camera, and was a
amazingaspect of the photo for my entire family is that my grandmothettiisgsieisurely on the
sand.For a long time my mother anddfused to believe it was her and thought it was her sister
Sara insteadB u t i Bhiis relaxedr with the faint smikhe usually wore when she was in
her own world and barely listening to ydhe wore that smile t&h when my grandfather spoke
or went on a tirade about dinner, being tired or the Mets losing the baseball game. And even in
this relaxed moment, there is hair out of place, her legs aueckeddemurely behind her and |
i magine that thereb6s iasawang tme shrroe lezlags vatmheher | egs
youngest soMichael in front of her | t fibssisandtohlyetime | see herdeen herimperviows
mask of respectability and dignity.

My g r a n dmeskivds @ defelsse mechanism to tiedattoJim Crow lawshatled
tomy g r a n digcigiondorieave the land they had worked for years and move to New York
City. They were both the last of theaspectivdamiliesto leaveMygr andf at hlkadds si bl
moved toeitherPhiladelphicor New York In Philadelphia fiveof hissiblings livedon the same
streetand twoof hissisterdived within blocks of one another in the Bronklany of the men in
my family took advantage of wars and drafts andtleé South never to returwhile some of my

aunts andemalecousins married and left with their husbahdging to find work when they
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arrived Then there weralsomanywomen in my familywho justwent to the North otheir
own!?It wassurprisingt hat my grandf at her deftthasouth. They wened mot h e
all landowners and in some casesl professional careeBut theywere not immune to white
supremacy or to theolitical, social, and economiwld that whitedvad over th&outh Aslra
Berlin makes clear
Behind the hammer bl ows of economic change
immutablecommitment to white supremacy. Represented most horrifically by the
broken, mutilated bodies that swayed from a lynch nabseprotocols of white
supremacy were embedded in the most commonplace acts of everyday life.
So they left thesouth, hoping that theyould no longerhave to worry aboutiolence hate and
the intimidationthey endured every day.
For my grandfather the intersectioneMeryday life and white supremacgcurred when
he attempted to be a farmer in Branchwdltelsell his produce at market. Unlike his brothet®
became soldiers and then postal workers in Philadelpblzadalways wanted to be a farméte
had alwaysvorked with his hands and was moseaisevhen he wasoiling in thedark South
Carolina soil But he constantly had to tglleople outsidef Branchvillethath e wasnét a
sharecroppemhich was difficult because so many Black farmers in that regioinn the most
of the southwere Most independent white farmers had agents or people who would help them
sell their products at mark&and sincemy grandfathed i dn 6t have one he was f
produce himself. He was blocked in the markets because of his skin color anddwever
make enougimoneyto feed his growing familyThe inabilityto feedhisa mi | y wasndét | us
economics it was also about pride. The idea of being an American malemisdiedn the
ability to feed and clothe your ittiren and take care of them with your hard work. My

grandfather had grown up in a middle class Black fartilyonfusechim tonow be considered

2 Berlin, p. 160
B Berlin, p. 163
1 Grossman, p.51
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poor. He was a formal man who took pride in his appearance, and never wanted for money
(Figure j.twasno6t wunusual for him to weamwutedknyess pant
week. Formality was a uniform that he wore regularly and wore Welbelieved it was
necessary to dress well in order to repel the many rejections by the whites who thought he was
trying to be more than he should be. And Goldssjitkt did somehings differenlly than other
people To be denied a chance through no fault of his own was unacceptable Thhirhoice
had to be madehether to stay in South Carolioato goto anorthern citywhere there was
work.
And then the conversationfii ch never c¢changes, even over t
say itbdébs better up there, it begins, and it
lowers his head/to the table and feels the day collapse beneath hi$§ shirt.
Thewoman who came up withefplan was naty grandmother, Malqueebut my
gr andf at h kara@Gkethonght ithvasrtime to close up the house and move to
Philadelphiatoleave the South to be with the rest of her family.
So while Branch Rickey and Jackie Robinson wergynaténg Major League Baseball in
1946% Harold and Malqueen, my mothéser brother and my gregtandmother Lara, gondghe
Silver Meteor headefibr Philadelphia.
Philadelphia was aulturalshocktothemT hey moved i n with Mary,
sisterwho waked inanoffice as a secretanind every daymy grandfather went to look for
work. His four other brothers: Stanford, Leroy, Samuel, and Alonzo all worked in some capacity
at the post office. The post office jobs had allowed them to obtain a new tiygagfn the
North, a taste adin establishedniddle class. AssabelWilkerson notesn Warmth of Other
Sunsmy great uncleand auntsvere parb fa sdlid though tenuous middle class of Pullman

porters, postal workers, ministers, and business men who weresitxikeep the status and

15 Smith, PatriciaShoulda been Jimi Savannah fi Fi x i NMegx to nSttahredo p. 5
16 Biondi, p.34
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gains they had wod’ And even though my uncles and aunts owned their own row houses they

were stildl restricted to the bl dwebfmgecti ons of
grandfather 6s si bl i ngomsmolethanewd doore awdyofrondae oc k St r e
another,. & Wi | ker son €kexdloalinarsstridted themhteetie ,oldelt housing in

the least desirable section of town no matter what their class, but théjeddad make the best
ofitandhadcreatd a wor |l d within®a world for themsel ve

In Philadelphia, m grandmother tries to adapt as much as she can, but my grandfather
has a di f f i chleltotwork dt timepost dffideGesc awrsee unl i ke his brot
been in the Armyha s firished high schoahnd is unskilledThereare too many people amad
one understands their accentheir own family thinks thegct too much life country folkand is
constantly telling them how to act, how to dress and how to take care of their childreas a
hard time finding menial wrk in Philadelphia. Frustratehd broke theget back orthetrain,
back to Branchville.

What my grandparentddnd@ know about Philadelphia is that there are sttatit
systemgegardinghe employment oflacks inthediy of Br ot herly 1 ove. The
has its own caste system thahile not asoppressive as the onlgely abandoned in South
Caroling is | constrictive and weigled towards whites arfBuropearimmigrants. Many migrants
began to say t htehwii¢nthey talkedtow Naithém citeolike Philadelphia.

Cities that looked like they held promise, but still kept the remnarssutherrracism?®® Even

those blacks who did have joberetreated poorly and discriminated agdirmhose whavere

able toget jobsoutsideof t he domestic sphere (daybds work, |
of their jobs andaced daily discriminatianEven skin color seemed to be a job requirement for

some,

" Wilkerson, p.287
B Wilkerson, p. 287
19 Countryman, p10
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i Bendix Aviation had pl adesd Uanntedd &t att @ sf e
Empl oyment Serviski (08&8) wbmenfitogwor k as n
Shipbuilding in Chester, south of Philadelphia, had announced plans to hire 9,000 black
workers but to maintain a rigidly segregated workpfice.
My grandfaher wasnodt the right color, didné6t have t
wanted in Philadelphia. And like many, he decided that going easehe best, and only
alternative for his family. At | eanghewasn Br anch
equal
While moving back to Branchville was not ideal foy mother and her parents, their
decision to mov eMaryaigrentanadesenvedat attaimpts bpfore deciding
whether or not to stay in the NothThis contradictsvhatmany historians like James Gregory
who believethati Bl ack Southenmurcér $ ewe revolvingedoogig?anedd i n t he
remainedn whatever city they first came t@/hile giving up on the South and never returning
was an option for some migrs, especially menparlene Clark Hine notedbatmany migrants,
especially womerc o u | comptetelysettle in theNorth because they often had children or
elderlyrelativesstill in the southwho were dependent on them financiatiyfor care Many
womenwould go back and forth many timgsever able to fully commit to one place or anofier
My grandfatherds restl essness Ryd8theg t hem f

werecompelledo get back on the train once agaiome North.

* k %

20 Countryman, p 29. These companies were also targets of the NAACP and other civil rights groups during

t he 19 4 0Untnudately hedMSACP victories came too late to help my grandfather.

2L Wwilkerson, p. 36970

22 Gregory,p.17

2 Hine, p. 132 Manywomen had two households to take care of until they could make a full transition to

the North. It took my grandmber three trips to unite her family after they left Branchville in December

1948. She had |l eft her toddler son who was stricken
schedule for her school age child (my mother who was 6) until she wea®ai®t him and her mothar-

law. Shedroppedher motheiin-law in Philadelphia, therodethe rest of the way to New York with three

small children by herself on the train
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In asimilartime anddifferentplace in the Soutlfanotheryoung man is angry about the
things heds seen in his hometown and in the So
stays in a place he loves and fears.

My father, James Woodsyas a witness teoutherncivil rightshistory, aswasany
southerner who lived through the 1950s and 60s isdhéh. For himthis history was part of his
formative years The events leading up to what is now known as the moderaidbgights
movement wer@apeningwhen my fathewas a teenager in Cleveland, Tennessee. And they
were occurring, in some cases, to teenagers just like him.

In 1955, Emmett Till was killed for supposedly whistling and talkhegwrong wayto a
white womanin Mississippi He was 14 yars old and from Chicago. His mangled and lynched
body was put in an open casket by his mother so the world could seaaghddndo her sonA
photograph of the murdered teen in his casketiwasery black newspaper in the South as well
asJetmagazne. My faher was 16 years old, a sophomore in high school. When | was younger
and asked him aboiith e s BEverybneknéw about it, and they were mad. But there was
nothing to do but be mad. Those crackers would kill you if you said anything atfoiwe
were all just mad at school and talked about how we would have killed those crackers if we had
ever found them. o

There were other events that mayvith the mind of a young man trying to underst
why t he c on segdtetthe hitesigneithibldck l6ttering he sees near his hathe,
downtown and inevery storeincluding the onéis mothershopsin on Wednesdays, the days
Negroes were allowed to go downtownBlack woman gets arrested in Montgomery, Alabama
for not giving up her seanthe city bus to a White person in 1998mes is 14. James is 15,
when the court in Washgton, DC says thatldck children can go to school withhite chldren,

but no one in Cleveland, TiMakes it happen. Instead thevernorefuses to compel local sobi

The signs 1 0m referring to heresamé¢lyhespehilted Diugn
ONL YODNO NE GERVEDHEREO or A COLORED ONLYO.
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boards to comply with the law sayirfit [The Browvn decision] did not purpotb require the
states to mix arbitrarily persons of different races in the scladols.

Even though some counties in TenBlaeks®3ee donod
my fathergraduategrom College Hill high school in Cleland.H e 6 sfirst higle school
graduate in his family. With his diploma in habdddy looks for work. The only workvailable
is the work he halleen doindefore at the country club, collectibglls and caddying for the
white judges, businessmen, and Church of God pasitis.isthe club where they called him
fiboyband Af or g ¢andwotldroutinelpaskwhare his father was.

During my fat,//leevs| adaodd emeptsanostneexisteaty e
because of the presce of the Church of God (COGh evangelical protestant church that
headquartered in Clevelaaddis almost theonly denomination in Cleveland.ike the public
restrooms, the churdh Clevelandjs segegated into a black COG and aite COG Thewhite
COG doesné6t wamavemenhie Clavélando lit convingesitblack counterpart
that itGs in the best interest of tiack people of Cleveland to not get imwed with these
i o ut s iverg Suadaydthe Rarents of the young peopleéddeto keep their young closad
to dousetheir anger or the meager jobs you have will be fést.

But the sitin and protesmovemens cometo Tennessee anywayn 1955, folks in
Tennessee are aware of thes boycotts in Montgomemandduring a time whethe state denied
blacks the opportunities to become bus drivers, mechanics or managers in any bus companies in
the state”® In early 1960, on the heels of the unlawful prosecution of a blackmrBurton

Countywho was charged with killing a whitte deputy

25 ovett,p. 52 Although he governor does recognize that blacks are tax payers and should haveocaccess t

equal education, he will not put any resources toward hetpidgsegregate the school system.

26 Lovett, p. 30 Even by 1950 [four years before Brown v Board of Education of Topeka, Kansas, and

three years before my fat her b evenosntidsdfigrednefighool ] t h
schooleducation for Negro citizens.

2T Lovett, p.133

28 Lovett, p.107-109
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do it, riots break out in Chattanoogahich isonly 20 miles from Cleveland over the newly
formed sitin movement.

The waron civil rights was coming closer and clogerCleveland whether the COG
wantdl it to or not. But the younddcks of Cleveland (and their parents) had to ask themselves.
fiHow do you stay in a warzonehen you have nartillery to fight with®d

My f at her 6 sYoaun sdwoenrd twas: i

28



Figure 8. Daddybowling at the Harlem Lane$962
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A Greyhound Bus James

We watch them catch buses in the evening,
The black shadows of their backs
The last we see of them.

0 Jacqueline Woodson

Fall 1960 /Cleveland, Tennessee to Harlem, NYC

The bus seemed like a good idea at the time. Hell, it was h@ea unless you had a
car . Whi ch he Theyhardlihaththesbusdaredongét bn the bus. But they did have
a plan; they were going to New York City. And to make it even better, they were going to live with
Bubbads aunt , ddartsentirPHarkem!dis dream was lcaening true! He would
find wor k, he would see all his Jazz idol s, h e
she could come next, and stop working for those folks. She was already starting to stoop over
some fronbeing at the stove so much.

But first theydd have to take Gary back hon
younger and di dnA8theywalkedthetohgnoad tothel besaldgmenephew
Gary trailed behind.

fiGo on back toarModnma an 6em G

ANah, | wanna go with you!o
AiNah. rmGow.onYour momma and granmommadl | kil |l
depot with me. Go on. o
ANo. O
iGar. Coémon now. Il &m going, but 1611 be bac
ANo vyouliedyen O6Ri.chi e, an 6éem didnét come back
i We | | |, Then yow cah come back with me. But | gotta have a place for us first. And
you a kid. Go on now. 0
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ANo. o
So they walked the mile back fbstreet where dmma was on the porch looking
worried, and then looking angry when she saw him and Gary.
iBoydmoYmama and daddy | osiné their minds ovel
AGoing with JameWalta to see Harl em. 0
Yed He was going tdlarlem! But the only reason he was able to go was because Mrs.

Pierce was a b otheavisadthisehterpMse obimg té6 New York would have

been nipped in the bud before it even got star
or revered, but his mother was definitely one
wasnodt that he bwats sah emojrmunsatd swabsonyg,t usually wr ol

But this time he was determined to leave Cleveland, the white signs with the black letters telling

him where to stand, sit, or drink were too much. And she must have known it. So shedet him g

this time. On this bus. If he had known what the bus was going to be like, Gotdamn! He might

have walked!
Though the Greyhound was gleaming and sitrethe outside as #at ready to go up

the highway towards New Yorkegtinside was hot and clamnTje seats in the back were sticky

and scratched. Some still smelled of the last body that had sat in it, and of course the bathroom

was nearbyFor someone trying to sleep in the back, the bad smell of thewaiteonly matched

by the annoying sound dfdé door opening and closingnd though he knew it was the price to

pay forfreedomas he sat in his seat he thought to him

Greyhound. And | 61| never ever sit in the back
Twentytwo hours later and they were another world. A new depot. In the middle of a

city far from where they came from and far from where they still had to go. But he still smiled, he

was finally in New York! He had Bubba, his bag, and his records and before he knew it he was on

his first ride on asubway on hisway uptoHarleemn d Mr s. Pi erceds apart mer

|l ook too Acountryodo when he got on the AAO0 trai
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smiling and looking arond at everything. 8l kept qui et . H dolkgdon then 6t want
train to know he wasnédét a New Yorker. (Though

already.) As the train sped up the tunnel he ¢
able to go to the Apllo and see all the people faolized. In Harlem there would be black folks

doing things and saying things dckfakdvhoomereim hear d
the movie®r on the radio lived there. All the boxers had homes there, even Clay had a place

there,and maybdh e 6 d kwdby one or two of those fol ks. Anc
loved instead of that Tennessee hetthk, or those drab Christian songs. The Jazz folks never

did come South. He didndét bl ame them. But now

Clevel and was a Jazz man, but him. I n New York
understand his obsession and not think him weird. He could hardly contain himself. But he had

to. He looked to his right, he was with Bubba, and Bubba was,Butdba anche saw New York

a | ot differently. Bubba didnét think there wa
dif erent, it was utevemdendaditssseale. | and, 0 b

He was the only one from his family to come. His brethdra w coul dndét wunder

why AWalto didndédt just find something to do in
start being a manRunning behindMa r s hal | or ATie Dyeod going to
perfectly good jobs to be had at the paper mill. Marshall would hawenbe s et i f hedéd | u

work in the paper mill.
But he didndot want to.

And neither did AWalt. o

AYoubll be back. 0
ATherebds nothing in New York. o
AThose people there are evil .o

AYou can work right here. o
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But he ctredtdworkrighetteeHe canét st omach working rig

Fetching golf Dballs for judges and businessmen
stooped over and clearly anold man.,Hoe canét stay in Cleveland an
So he leftJust like many of hisiendswhower endt i n the ar my. Bubb

Raymond, they all took a Greyhound bus at one time or another. Leaving Cleveland. Some with

small bags, paper bags, or no bags at all. But leaving just the same. Leaving boyhood for

something elséloo bad henly hasten dollarsl ef t . Hedl | have to get a |
one thing for sure.

The next time he goes back to Clevel and, h €
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Pubisted by Mooae abizson e NY, 2

Figure 9. Postcard from Tennessee, courtesy of Rubenstein Ljbrary
Duke Univesity
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PART 3
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Working Day and Night

The New York of 1948 waa promised land for Blacks who were leaving the
southincludingmy grandparentsThe era after th&second World Wais one of prosperity in
New York.The second influx of migrante New York Cityis even larger than the one after the
First World War In New York, between940and1950 the black population increases in New
York by 62 percent (rising from 458,000 in 1940 to 700,000 to 18480 while migrants aae
to New York City looking for eonomic prosperity, they also came looking for a social equality
that is absent in th@uth Adam Clayton Powell Jr. echoes this sentiment when he says that
blacksii wi | | iddeviths)@hing shdrt of complete equitypolitical, economic, educational,
reli gi ous®Yettmeditytsrosoutacttob® he @A pr o miwaskodedtohendo it
There is widespread and legal job discrimination that prevents manyribdacknd women
including my grandfather from gettirigbs in the various defense plants in the New York area
like Grummart® And while theNorth is supposed to be a place where not much discrimination
exists the reality is that racism is just as rampant and just as prévalenn ways t hat ar e
reported o in the same waythatthey were in the South.
My grandfather who had always worked with his handsfaa®d to find jobs that used
little of his intelligence and all of physical brawn. He was a janitor, a porter, and a super.
Working from dawn to dusk. Ad while my grandmother did not have to work outside the home
in South Carolinafor herNew York was not as kind. Her limited skills as a teach@mnot offer
any sustainable work. Her schedule also had to be flexible to allow falimyu nc | edssdoct o

appointmentsSo like many women she began doing @lagyork.

2% Biondi, Martha. p.3

30 Biondi, p.1

31 Biondi, p.3

32 Biondi, p.81. Biondi gives the example of Josephine Baker and her husband having to go tsixhirty
hotels in New York before they were allowed to rent a room. Instead of the white signs with the black
letterstht s ai d fi Col o rhepheaseiniNexotk or nfmy busihesseswas fiPAger Not
to Serve Negroes. o0
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In New York City whenlh ack women | ooked for dayds work
manystoa on street corners hopisgmeone would pick them up. It was no different than the
South wheewhit e women who di dndt have money for a fu
out 6 wo me n *The only thihgehatdvasydifferent in the Bronx and other New York
boroughs was that the womestno hiredwere usually middle class Jewish, Italian and Polish
womenwhd i ved in Westchester or Long I|Island. Many
women for work¥*My gr andmot her was never one of the wo
stood on the corner for work. Her sistar-laws worked in the offices of mewhose wives
stayed at home and they always needed a housekeeper or a babysitter. My grandmother started
small and eventually had her own clientelerafidle class women who loved her services. And
my grandmother was able to make her own hours.

Butherri es were simple. Just because you were
dressasone,sheal ways dressed as though she was going
Shedd wal k out on wamteurof cash for hgy sewieeandmeany timdsot h e s
was called an uppitiegra And her daughters and granddaughters were never to do this work.

So when there were big jobs and a client would
or granddaughters to hemp wouko TBThevdveéeegodtthl
do®* o

The domestic work that female migrants deaielyrestricted to house cleaning. The
move to the North for manglackwomen was about caregiving and aiding the men and women
who had already made the trip NarBor my greaggrandmother and many women like her, the
need to help relatives adapt to living in the North or help with their daily lives was the reasons for
their migration. My great aunts were all married and had children and needed someone to watch

thda r children while they did daMakgaWayoutof or wor

33 Boehm, 147
34Boehm, 101
3% Interview with Betty Goldsmith
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NoWayf emal e migrants tell their stories of why

promi sed | an dgomayreadonowaeto ke fa catedfiver children In her story

Ester Woods cites her brotherds need for helop

hosp t al . i Andlfrahklyt hme Olsewd pt b bame hemeWwith thos
Long before the modern feminist movemeblack womerhave outside jobs and are

coming home to be wives and mothers in otdesurvive in their new world. Migrant women are

working just as hard as men to make surettiefiPromised Landlives up to their dreams.

3¢ Boehm, LisaMaking a Way Out of Now Way. 98.
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Figure 10. Nana and Granddaddiiarold & Malqueen)-1963
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