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Document A

George F. Kennan American Diplomacy (1951)

A democracy is peace-loving. It does not like to go to war. It is slow to rise to provocation. When it has once been provoked to the point where it must grasp the sword, it does not easily forgive its adversary for having produced this situation. The fact of the provocation then becomes itself the issue. Democracy fights in anger -- it fights for the very reason that it was forced to go to war. It fights to punish the power that was rash enough and hostile enough to provoke it -- to teach that power a lesson it will not forget, to prevent the thing from happening again. Such a war must be carried to the bitter end. 

This is true enough, and, if nations could afford to operate in the moral climate of individual ethics, it would be understandable and acceptable. But I sometimes wonder whether in this respect a democracy is not uncomfortably similar to one of those prehistoric monsters with a body as long as this room and a brain the size of a pin: he lies there in his comfortable primeval mud and pays little attention to his environment; he is slow to wrath -- in fact, you practically have to whack his tail off to make him aware that his interests are being disturbed; but, once he grasps this, he lays about him with such blind determination that he not only destroys his adversary but largely wrecks his native habitat. You wonder whether it would not have been wiser for him to have taken a little more interest in what was going on at an earlier date and to have seen whether he could have prevented some of these situations from arising instead of proceeding from an undiscriminating indifference to a holy wrath equally undiscriminating.

Document B:

Correspondence between John and Abigail Adams March 31 –May 7, 1776
MARCH 31, 1776

ABIGAIL ADAMS TO JOHN ADAMS

        I long to hear that you have declared an independency. And, by the way, in the new code of laws which I suppose it will be necessary for you to make, I desire you would remember the ladies and be more generous and favorable to them than your ancestors. 

        Do not put such unlimited power into the hands of the husbands. 

        Remember, all men would be tyrants if they could. If particular care and attention is not paid to the ladies, we are determined to foment a rebellion, and will not hold ourselves bound by any laws in which we have no voice or representation. 

        That your sex are naturally tyrannical is a truth so thoroughly established as to admit of no dispute; but such of you as wish to be happy willingly give up -- the harsh tide of master for the more tender and endearing one of friend. 

        Why, then, not put it out of the power of the vicious and the lawless to use us with cruelty and indignity with impunity?  

        Men of sense in all ages abhor those customs which treat us only as the (servants) of your sex; regard us then as being placed by Providence under your protection, and in imitation of the Supreme Being make use of that power only for our happiness."

APRIL 14, 1776

JOHN ADAMS TO ABIGAIL ADAMS

        As to your extraordinary code of laws, I cannot but laugh.

        We have been told that our struggle has loosened the bonds of government everywhere; that children and apprentices were disobedient; that schools and colleges were grown turbulent; that Indians slighted their guardians, and negroes grew insolent to their masters. 

        But your letter was the first intimation that another tribe, more numerous and powerful than all the rest, were grown discontented. 

        This is rather too coarse a compliment, but you are so saucy, I won't blot it out. 

        Depend upon it, we know better than to repeal our masculine systems. Although they are in full force, you know they are little more than theory. We dare not exert our power in its full latitude. We are obliged to go fair and softly, and, in practice, you know we are the subjects.

        We have only the name of masters, and rather than give up this, which would completely subject us to the despotism of the petticoat, I hope General Washington and all our brave heroes would fight."

MAY 7, 1776

ABIGAIL ADAMS TO JOHN ADAMS

        I cannot say that I think you are very generous to the ladies; for, whilst you are proclaiming peace and good-will to men, emancipating all nations, you insist upon retaining an absolute power over wives. 

        But you must remember that arbitrary power is like most other things which are very hard, very liable to be broken; and, notwithstanding all your wise laws and maxims, we have it in our power, not only to free ourselves, but to subdue our masters, and without violence, throw both your natural and legal authority at our feet. 

Document C: 

State Laws on Color 1865-1927.

Alabama

Title 1, Sec. 2.  Meaning of certain words and terms: …The word “Negro” includes mulatto.  The word “mulatto” or the term “person of color” means a person of mixed blood descended on the part of the father or mother from Negro ancestors, without reference to limit of time or number of generations removed. (1927, p.716)
Arkansas
41-808.  “Persons of Negro race” defined: …defines “person of Negro race” as “any person who has in is or her veins any Negro blood whatever.” (Acts 1911, No. 320, Sec 3, p.295.)

Florida

Sec. 1.01.  Definitions: …The words “Negro,” “colored,” “colored persons,” “mulatto,” or “persons of color,” when applied to persons, including every person having one-eighth or more African or Negro blood. (Rev. Gen. St. 1920, Sec. 3939; Comp. Gen. Laws 1927, Sec. 5858.)

Georgia

Sec. 79-103  Persons of color, who are: All Negroes, mulattoes, mestizos and their descendants, having any ascertainable trace of either Negro or African, West Indian, or Asiatic Indian blood in their veins, and all descendants of any person having either Negro or African, West Indian, or Asiatic Indian blood in his or her veins shall be known in this state as persons of color.  (Acts 1865-6, p. 239; 1927, p. 272.)

Sec. 53-312.  “White” person defined: The term “white person” shall include only persons of the white or Caucasian race, who have no ascertainable trace of either Negro or African, West Indian, Asiatic Indian, Mongolian, Japanese or Chinese blood in their veins.  No person, any one of whose ancestors has been duly registered with the State Bureau of Vital Statistics as a colored person of person of color, shall be deemed to be a white person.  (Acts 1927, p.277.)

Kentucky

(Note: “Colored children,” within the meaning of Section 187 of Kentucky Constitution, include all children wholly or in part of Negro blood, of having any appreciable admixture thereof; and a child having one-sixteenth Negro blood may not attend a school with white children.)

Mississippi

(Note: Art. 14, Section 263 of the Constitution of Mississippi which prohibits marriage of a white person with a Negro or mulatto, or a person having one-eighth or more Negro blood, does not determine the status of a person as to whether he is white or colored under Art. 8, Section 207 of the Constitution, which provides for separate schools for children of the white and colored races.  The word “white” under Section 207 means a member of the Caucasian race and the word “colored” includes not only Negroes but persons of mixed blood having any appreciable amount of Negro blood. [Moreau vs. Grandich, (1917) 114 Miss. 560, 75 Sp 434].)

Virginia

Sec. 1-14.  Colored Persons defined: Every person in whom there is ascertainable any Negro blood shall be deemed and taken to be a colored person.

Document D:
Henry Seidel Canby reflects on growing up in Wilmington Delaware circa 1890-1895

Source: Henry Seidel Canby, American Memoir (Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1947).

These, indeed, were our barbarians, and better than the old barbarians, for they were singularly gentle, and beat up each other only when they were drunk.
As for the rank and file of the unskilled, the stokers in the power plant, the Irish who dug ditches and carried bricks up the scaffoldings of new houses, the Greeks in the fruit-stands, and the Italians sweating on the embankments — they meant nothing to us, were only population. The Irish laborers would stagger home drunk on Saturday nights through our street, hugging the maple trees and talking to themselves, and that was ludicrous with a touch of horror. They were human ani­mals, but extra-social. And they were Catholics, which put them still farther out of our world. They did not speak our language, even the servant girls who were usually Irish, al­though it was an English that they used. They had their own life, and it never occurred to us to think of that life as part of ours.

The Negroes were different. We all had Negro 'waiters' in our houses, who were good friends to boys. They would steal little things and lie, but in important matters they could be trusted. They sang spirituals while they polished the knives in the pantry, and only ha-ha-ed when a watermelon rind found a mark in the wool. Their wives, who did the washing, helped when we had company, filling the kitchens with chuckles when they came. They were part of Us, molded to our needs, a powerful element in that easy good-humor which ran all round the town. When they were sick or destitute, we took care of them if they were our darkies, but of course what they thought, if they thought, and what they wanted, if they wanted more than we gave them, was not significant. They lived, naturally, in slums of their own, where it always smelled 'darky,' and they were supposed to like it that way. Perhaps they did. Some­times a 'waiter' went 'mean,' though not often, yet we were well aware that the savage in them was not entirely dead. It broke out in the young females, lanky Negro girls who walked up and down our street from the darky school. They would

chase a small white boy, and, catching him, spit on his hair, claw his cheeks, and submit him to other horrid indignities. We dreaded them like fire — but a few years later they would be good-natured and useful like the rest. Down state and up state both they sold their votes, like the poor whites, but were not paid so much, for they weren't really interested in politics, and often would take their two dollars and just go home with it.

That was our town and age, socially considered, although merely to look at it this way is to give a twentieth-century view of its structure.   To us it was a unity, indissoluble and un­changeable, like the Union. It was a culture with mores, it was a Life in which one quickly knew one's place, and began that difficult weaving of emotions with experience that is called growing up, in a set of circumstances which one could not and did not really wish to alter.   Time moved slowly while your personality twisted and doubled on its course. The town waited for you.  It was going to be there when you were ready for it. Its life seemed rich enough for any imagination, and you had only to catch up with one set of experiences in order to feel the pulse of some still mysterious reality beating behind the fu­ture.  You belonged — and it was up to your own self to find out how and where.   There has been no such certainty in American life since.

Document E:
Rachel Carson: Silent Spring: A fable for tomorrow (Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1962)
There was once a town in the heart of America where all life seemed to live in harmony with its surroundings. The town lay in the midst of a checkerboard of prosperous farms, with fields of grain and hillsides of orchards.
 . . .

Then a strange blight crept over the area and everything began to change. Some evil spell had settled on the community: mysterious maladies swept the flocks of chickens; the cattle and sheep sickened and died. Everywhere was a shadow of death. The farmers spoke of much illness among their families. In the town the doctors had become more and more puzzled by new kinds of sickness appearing among their patients. There had been several sudden and unexplained deaths, not only among adults but even among children, who would be stricken suddenly while at play and die within a few hours.

There was a strange stillness. The birds, for example -- where had they gone? Many people spoke of them, puzzled and disturbed. The feeding stations in the backyards were deserted. The few birds seen anywhere were moribund; they trembled violently and could not fly. It was a spring without voices. On the mornings that had once throbbed with the dawn chorus of robins, catbirds, doves, jays, wrens and scores of other bird voices there were now no sound; only silence lay over the fields and woods and marsh.

On the Farms the hens brooded, but no chicks hatched. The farmers complained that they were unable to raise any pigs -- the litters were small and the young survived only a few days. The apple trees were coming into bloom but no bees droned among the blossoms, so there was no pollination and there would be no fruit.

The roadsides, once so attractive, were now lined with brown and withered vegetation as though swept by fire. These, too, were silent, deserted by all living things. Even the streams were now lifeless. Anglers no longer visited them, for all the fish had died.

In the gutters under the eaves and between the shingles of the roofs, a white granular powder still showed a few patches: some weeks before it had fallen like snow upon the roofs and the lawns, the fields and the streams.

No witchcraft, no enemy action had silenced the rebirth of new life in this stricken world. The people had done it themselves.

Document F:
“Whitey on the Moon” by Gil Scott Heron (1972)

A rat done bit my sister Nell with Whitey on the moon.

Her face and arms began to swell and Whitey's on the moon.

I can't pay no doctor bills but Whitey's on the moon.

Ten years from now I'll be payin' still while Whitey's on the moon.

The man just upped my rent last night cuz Whitey's on the moon.

No hot water, no toilets, no lights but Whitey's on the moon.

I wonder why he's uppin me. Cuz Whitey's on the moon?

I was already givin' him fifty a week but now Whitey's on the moon.

Taxes takin' my whole damn check,

The junkies makin' me a nervous wreck,

The price of food is goin' up,

And as if all that (stuff) wasn't enough:

A rat done bit my sister Nell with Whitey on the moon.

Her face and arms began to swell but Whitey's on the moon.

Was all that money I made last year for Whitey on the moon?

How come there ain't no money here? Hmm! Whitey's on the moon.

Ya know, I just about had my fill of Whitey on the moon.

I think I'll send these doctor bills

airmail special....

to Whitey on the moon.

Background: Canby, Henry Seidel, 1878–1961, American editor and critic, b. Wilmington, Del., grad. Yale, 1899. He taught at Yale for over 20 years, achieving professorial rank in 1922. He established and edited (1920–24) the Literary Review of the New York Evening Post, afterward joining with others to found and edit (1924–36) the Saturday Review of Literature; Seven Years' Harvest (1936) is his intellectual diary culled from its files.





State Laws on Race and Color (1865-1927)


State constitutions and laws concerning the Negro made it necessary for the state to define “Negro” (colored).  This selection is concerned with the various legal definitions of “Negro” agreed upon for the purposes of upholding and enforcing the state constitutions and laws.





During the seventeen years she worked in the US Fish and Wildlife Service, Rachel Carson learned about the problems of pesticides. Undaunted by the chemical companies' hostility and by the public's high enthusiasm for pesticides, she wrote a book called Silent Spring, which caused a major shift in public consciousness about the environment.





The Preamble


We the People of the United States, in Order to form a more perfect Union, establish Justice, insure domestic Tranquility, provide for the common defense, promote the general Welfare, and secure the Blessings of Liberty to ourselves and our Posterity, do ordain and establish this Constitution for the United States of America.








