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Over the years Lord, I've treasured my quiet moments here; my time out with you. I know heaven 
is elsewhere, but it's been good to have had this haven here. This house of yours, Second Baptist 
Church, which has been a bedrock of this community; a bolster through all my battles. 
 
It never ceases to thrill me, when I think of the architect, Paul Revere Williams, a native of Los 
Angeles; the first qualified Black architect, on this side of the continent. It gives me extra pleasure 
to sit here – knowing it was designed by one of our own. This pioneering figure, who went on to 
design numerous buildings, for whites as well as blacks; such as the Hollywood stars, Frank Sinatra 
and Lucille Ball. 
 
As well as spiritual sustenance, this building has provided space, for community upliftment. I 
remember the NAACP conventions here. Our great brothers who spoke here, such as Martin, 
Malcom and William. It was William DuBois, who backed my ticket for the Vice-Presidency, after 
the initial nomination by Paul Robeson. I've been blessed to have worked alongside these men, 
none more so than Joseph Bass; who was first my employee, as editor of the California Eagle, then 
became my husband – sharing love, as well as a passion for activism. You remember Lord, when he 
passed on; I came here as often as I could, snatching time with you, whenever it was possible. You 
had the knack of taking me from the doldrums, to a brighter place. As I feel the weight of age and 
the effects of a stroke, I wanted to come here, maybe for the last time - before they take me back 
to the nursing home; before you take me to my resting place. 
 
But what a life, Lord! I came West in 1910, for the improvement of my health. From selling 
subscriptions for what was then called the The Eagle (formerly The Owl); with the deathbed wish 
of the founder John Neimore, a former slave, I took over control, of this, the oldest Black 
newspaper in Los Angeles – renaming it the California Eagle. 
 
Do you remember how disgusted I felt, how livid I was, after watching Birth of a Nation? I was 
incensed that Hollywood, that purveyor of national entertainment, would depict the black 
population in such a warped and demented fashion. If I'd seen Griffiths on the street, I think I 
would have warped him! 
 
The one consolation of the above episode was the activism it produced. Black communities 
nationwide showed their disapproval, through media protests and cinema picketing. Something we 
all agreed on - censorship or ban. Neither of these two options was taken up. Still, through the Los 
Angeles NAACP and the Eagle, it felt good to be a part of a nationwide endeavour. But that first day 
when I came in after watching it, I must have seemed like a volcano - overflowing with lava, ready 
to burn the sinners! How is it possible to laud the Klan as national heroes? In falsifying us, they 
distorted themselves. You must have wondered what had walked through your front door that day! 
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You sent Joseph to me. The twelve tribes and Egypt had to share their Joseph - I had mine to 
myself! You presented him to me, with a history of journalism, editing and publishing; with the 
vision to use the printed word, to its full potential – its power to inform and inspire. He was the 
original godsend. That film struggle in 1915 was the first big campaign we'd worked on since our 
marriage the previous year. Every day I thanked you Lord, for sending him to me. 
 
It is good for me to come here. Crowds and noise aren't good for me, as fatigue besieges me 
sometimes. But this quite interaction with you is the best dismantler of the wall. 
 
And sometimes I cry Lord. It just comes out. Not the quite tears of time past, but a gushing torrent, 
wherever I happen to be. Yesterday I was talking to a fellow activist, who'd been a part of the 
Sleepy Lagoon struggle. We reminisced about those Mexican American youth, some as young as 
thirteen, who'd been badly beaten in the cells. Then the avalanche came, unstoppable! Didn't 
realise I could produce so much water! I think I cried too, for the sweetness of solidarity. So many 
supporters, so many volunteers; from all across the communities. Support came from synagogues 
as well as churches. From local initiatives and nationwide groups. From the unions and political 
organisations. Some sold pamphlets, others organised benefit dances - public and private. All 
channels of media were utilised. Talking of media, celebrities such as Orson Welles, Rita Hayworth 
and Ira Gershwin, were supporters of this cause. An army of beautiful volunteers, defending the 
beauty of justice. You gave us victory, Lord. After two years in San Quentin, those twelve Mexican 
America youth, wrongly convicted, on different accounts of murder, were released. A victory for 
the young men and their families; a victory for inter-community support. In these never-ending 
trenches, it's good to get a victory now and again. A lot of people woke up, when they encountered 
Sleepy Lagoon. That young as well as old can be recipients of law enforcement brutality - and the 
resultant fabrication. Realising for the first time that this kind of treatment was visited most often, 
on those of the minorities. A lot of eyes were opened: we prayed they'd stay open awhile longer. 
Thank you Lord – for bringing awareness and action, then justice and laughter. 
 
Talking of unity, I sometimes feel a little sadness, a loss for the struggle; that Garvey and DuBois, 
couldn't appreciate each other – two dreamers, born in the same vision. Ahhh, Marcus and 
William, two of our greatest men; towering figures, who spent so much time, belittling each other. 
Seeing the benefit of both organisations, I joined both, becoming a founding figure in their 
chapters here. When I came here that evening, fed up with a UNIA financing issue, I left here, my 
mind made up to break away; to form our own chapter. I still retained admiration for Marcus 
Garvey. I've remained a member of the NAACP, since signing up in the twenties 
If I'm rambling Lord, just let me know. I fear this is the last opportunity I'll have, to speak with you 
here - so please indulge an old woman. 
 
Who remembers John Grider? A member of the legendary Bear Party, who blazed the trail to 
Californian statehood. He wasn't the only black man in that small force, that were instrumental in 
the founding of  the 31st state. How can we still be seeking protection within the law? In our 
seeking, we found ourselves - forming the Home Protective Association. We fought against housing 
restrictions and predatory landlords. I practically wrote ''Open Letter to the Citizens of Maywood'' 
right here! Ran it through my mind, while I sat here. Right here, I had discussions with myself, 
about tone and language; then went home - and began to commit it to paper. I had no effect on 
those residing there; it remained an all-white area. We fought the landlords, expert in extortion. 
Restrictions over there, meant overcrowding here. The predators licked their lips, stalking the 
unprotected, stumbling through the slum. But I remember one of the victories, I know you must 
too. Because the group of women came in here, elated, before going on to a cafe, to have a 



celebratory snack. We came to say thank you, for your support, in saving the home of Mary 
Johnson; evicted from her new residence, in a restricted area. About a hundred church women, 
went to the house and picketed it, drawing attention to this disgrace. Through female solidarity, 
she later re-entered her new house, which she began to transform into a home. That's why our 
visit was short that evening. We were exuberant; needed to talk, gain feedback, swop ideas, tell 
anecdotes, share laughter; to salute each other. 
 
Then, after the evening lightness, the heaviness of early morning. After our celebration of each 
other; morning brought the return of the phantasms - the invisible ones that we had learnt to see. 
In relentless pursuit, like a gang of ghouls from your worst nightmare - they came raging through 
my life. What did they gain? Who benefited?  Everything I had to say, I wrote down, or spoke of in 
public – and in my autobiography. I had nothing to hide. They knew which associations and 
organisations, I belonged to. They wasted time and resources, to keep Edgar J. Hoover happy. In 
watching me, they watched the wrong person. They wasted everyone's time, including mine; 
couldn't run the Eagle as effectively. So many lives were ruined during that period. The nation lost: 
because we lost the visions and actions, of so many good and talented people. Through association 
and affiliation, many got trapped by implication. Those watchers had forgotten that red is just 
another colour, that there is red in our flag also. Red didn't choose to get twisted, to be used as 
torment; a reason for torture. Red got captured, chained and abused; by two men, with the same 
first name. If there is that place that burns eternally, I do believe there is a designated spot, waiting 
for Joseph McCarthy.  
 
I'd rather think of my Joseph. My loving husband and fellow soldier; we fought the atom bomb 
together. Through the war, we'd touched the nadir of humanity; now they wanted to reach, the 
apogee of destruction. We already had this bomb, that missile; that gas, this toxin. Why more? 
During the war, the Eagle had supported the Double V campaign; the nationwide endeavour to 
support the fight for equality at home, as well abroad. We sort of supplemented that in California, 
with our Negro Victory Association to improve access to employment (war industries) and housing. 
 
After all the suffering, it seemed like they needed to top it, to triumph over it – a trophy of their 
making, by dropping the atom bomb. Ahhh Lord, we will be the instigators and victims, of the last 
holocaust. 
 
I've began to slur, so I'm glad this isn't a verbal conversation. They couldn't have thought of a 
better word for it – for in one stroke, your life is instantly transformed. But I'm still breathing; 
reminiscing and talking with you – It's comforting to know, that hasn't changed. 
 
Something else that's timeless, is the togetherness of women. Do you remember I couldn't stop 
grinning, when I heard about the women who'd gone down to the United States Employment 
Services office, to complain against the discrimination faced by Black women; seeking work and a 
wider range of it, rather than only the cleaning positions. This happened during wartime also. After 
they congregated en masse at the offices, the ban was promptly lifted. This all stems from them 
complaining to the Eagle. Subsequently, a local minister and I convened a meeting, at a nearby 
church. It was this same minister, Rev. Clayton Russell, who supported us in the Negro Victory 
Campaign. He used the airwaves, I used the printed word. From this meeting, a plan of co-
ordinated protest was put into place, with the resultant action, at the employment office. The 
women went, the women won. 
 
Never really thought deeply about disability, until I found myself in a wheelchair - the problems 



and humiliations of access. Try as you can, there are barriers put there, by those that do not know. 
If I'd known then Lord, what I know now -  throughout my life, I would have campaigned for those 
with disabilities also. But time has reminded me, that time is moving on. 
 
Did we move the traditional equation? Did we find a positive alternative - a plus within the ragged 
sum? For me, it demonstrated new possibilities. The chance to say what needed to be said, on a 
national platform. Not forgetting also, that in accepting the nomination, I became the first Black 
women, to run for the Vice-Presidency of the United States. As I said in that Chicago convention 
acceptance speech, it was ''History for myself, for my people, for all women''. Henry Wallace was 
running for president. We knew, we were never going to win; not against the history, network and 
finances, of the other two. But we showed the potential of an alternative. I spoke all over the 
place, for the Progressive Party. At the end of each day: dry mouth, sore throat and aching head. 
Remember how I'd come in here tired, push off my shoes and just sit here. Greeted you when I 
came in, said farewell when I left – that's all. I came to sit in silence, in the quiet of your house. 
 
So many battles, Lord - everlasting confrontation. Whether with the Southern California Telegraph 
Company over employment discrimination, or with the Klan over libel. Couldn't believe when the 
Ku Klux Klan, took Joseph and I to court! It just seemed absurd, almost surreal, that they would 
take us to court, on a charge of libel. Others must have seen it also, for we won the case. We just 
told the truth. Anyway, the Eagle couldn't afford to be slanderous! 
 
The F.B.I. seemed to thrive on libel; the dark doyens of defamation. They are the masters of 
ruination. The Eagle was sold, after it became a victim of the Red Scare Wars. I sold it to someone, 
who wasn't associated with the colour red. A colour, given to us like all the others; cursed and 
damned. While some were illumined, others were darkened by it. 
 
I wrote my last Sidewalk article, in 1951, then sold the Eagle. Someone else would be the observer 
of its flight. 
 
Oh Lord. It's getting dark and the evening service will begin soon. I guess my friend is ready to go 
too. Thank you for the strength you gave me. For the brilliant people I've met, at the intersection 
of my pathways. For the opportunity, to get to know other communities – and to fight alongside 
them. I have always called your name – and you have blessed me.  I am grateful that in my 
retirement, you led me to that house by a lake. For it was there that I turned my garage into a 
reading room, for the local people, especially the younger ones. A place to read books, journals 
and newspapers; a place to gather, read, digest and discuss. It also became a venue for voter 
registration. I wanted to stay involved – and this was the best way I knew at the time. It was good 
to see young and old, enjoying education together; to see a converted garage, become a 
community hub. 
 
Thank you for the counselling, in the attribute of tenacity; so we could fight the executioner. We 
beat one or two; sentences commuted to life - the lucky few who went free. But so many innocents 
lost their bouts; felled by state knockout. Punch drunk through fabrication, they were extinguished 
by gas or electricity.  
 
Thank you for letting me experience the sweet sensation of camaraderie; from that community 
and this congress. Those treasured times of togetherness from our chorus of cohesion. Thank you 
especially, for giving me the strength of sisterhood. For our sharing of tears and laughter. We 
marched and we picketed; we wrote and we spoke. Thank you for time, in the Sojourners for Truth 



and Justice. For our great role model, our elder sister, Sojourner Truth.  
 
I thank you for giving me Joseph. My husband; friend, soulmate, confidant, and fellow activist. The 
troubled times were more bearable with him beside me. We dreamt in duet; voted for the same 
vision. Thank you for the experience of love; for the twenty years, of sweet symbiosis. Thank you 
for the one called Joseph Bass.  
 
Thank you for this quiet house, reserved for reverence. For the myriad chats we've had here. The 
many moods it's seen me in - but always welcoming. A place to close my eyes, to loosen my shoe 
straps. A place to search for solution. I would open the door, stepping from mayhem menagerie, 
into meditation marvel. In your quiet house, I found pieces of salvation. I kept them close to me, to 
sustain me, as I exited your house, to re-enter this thing called humanity. So much to be grateful 
for. But most of all, I thank you for those pieces of salvation. 
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