This is the biography of the black US scientist George Washingron
Carver who was born ar the fag end of American slavery era;
became an orphan to struggle against hard times; bur evenrually
worked his way up to become a renowned agronomist and an
educationist with a progressive vision. What is remarkable is the
manter in which he manages to stick to his commitment despite
odds, his dedication to gain educartion and his sincere endeavour
to uplift his black brethren and the larger humanity. The original
Marathi edition of this biography has positively influenced its
readers that range from students, farmers, teachers to social
workers. This English version shall have wider outreach and
inspire more and more readers to see an opportunity in every
challenge in life.

The author Veena Gavankar is a renowned biographer in Marathi
literature. Her very first book Ek Hota Carver made her household
name in Marathi reading community. She is known for her
interactive and matter of fact narrating style. All her well-
researched biographies have introduced socially committed
personalities, She is a recipient of many critical acclaims and
awards including Maharashtra State Literary Award. Her other
works include Dr. Ida Scudder; Sarpatadnya Dr. Raymond Ditmars;
Dy. Saalim Ali; Dr. Khankhoje-Nahi Chira; Lise Meitner;
Bhagirathache Waras; Rosalind Franklin: The Dark Lady of DNA.

The translator John Eraveli is a postgraduate in English
Literature. He taught English language and literature in Burhani
College of Commerce & Arts, Mazgaon, Mumbai for 27 years.
Although this book is his first major atrempt in translating a
work into English, the translation is in conformity with the spirit
of the original Marathi version.

| Rs. 75.00 ISBN 978-81-237-5838-1

NATIONAL BOOK TRUST, INDIA

A Man Called

- CARVER

Veena Gavankar

Translation

John Eraveli




5

A Man Called

CARVER




Creative Learming Series

A Man Called

CARVER

Veena Gavankar

Translarion

John Eraveli

o

Narional Book Trust, [ndia



ISBN 978-81-237-5838-1

First Edition 2010 (Saka 1931)

© Veena Gavankar, 2009
Translation © National Book Trust, India

Ek Hota Carver (Marathi original)
Rs. 75.00

Published by the Director, National Book Trust, India
Nehru Bhawan, 5 Institutional Area, Phase-1I
Vasant Kunj, New Delhi - 110070

Dedicated
to the fond memory of
late
Dr. Nisar Merchant

dentist, poet, philanthropist
and a friend



Contents

Author’s Musings
Acknowledgement

Translator’s Note

Mary’s Boy Child

A Zealous Aspirant

End of the Beginning
Freedom Stricken

O Alabama!

‘1 Will Come’

A Tryst With Tuskegee

A Ganges in Flux
Chemurgist

“Son, You Have Gratified Us”
‘I Am Not Mine’

Science Shall Liberate You
[ Am A Son of This Soil
Lead Kindly Light...
Fulfilment

‘Mahanirvan’
Relevant Facets of G.W. Carver’s Life

Xvii

15
37
63
68
78
83
103
118
128
130
147
155
169
181

198
201



Author’s Musings

[ am a contented housewife and mother. After graduating from
University of Pune with B.A. and a diploma in Library Science,
I worked as a librarian in a college for four years. Books have
always been my passion from childhood and I read avidly any
book that came on my way. Biographies and autobiographies
are my hot favourites.

Once, while ploughing through second-hand books lying
on pavements in Fort area (South Mumbai), I chanced upon a
thin book on a black scientist. The price was a mere fifty paise.
Quite affordable. Eking some moments out from household
chores, I began reading this book. I read once and was not
satisfied. I could not grasp the contents completely. Facinated, I
read the book again. This time I read savouring it’s core message
bit-by-bit. I was awe-struck by an extraordinary personality. The
grandeur of the theme was beyond my comprehension. I realised
for the first time in my life the advantage of an acquaintance
with the English language. I was acquainted with a great life.
The book written by Shirley Graham and Georgie Lipscomb
struck at the roots of vanity in my heart—that [ was well read.
Had I not got the privilege of acquainting with the protagonist
of this book, an irreparable vacuum would definitely have
remained in my life. A rare and inexplicable sense of fulfilment
had come to dwell in me.

It was my habit to read out to the children one or other
story before putting them to sleep. Sheetal, my elder daughter
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could read herself while Anoop needed the stories to be read
out aloud. They had already become fans of characters like Rana
Pratap, Rani of Jhansis Banda Bahadur and the like. I felt that it
was high time to introduce them to Dr Carver. Putting off the
lamp, I began to narrate the ‘story’. After some time I thought
that the children were fast asleep. Now I was free to read. I lit
the lamp and saw that their eyes were wide open. Sheetal’s eyes
were moist with tears. I asked her, “Why are you so sad?” She
told me, “Mother, what would have been Carver’s feelings when
he came to know that the brigands had kidnapped his mother
and that he was bartered for a horse? How did he manage to
complete his education in top colleges. Definitely, he might have
remembered his mother and felt for her. Isn’t it? How would he
have recollected her fate?”

I was speechless. Her questions embodied my own
apprehensions. Somehow, I pacified her. She slept again.
Following night, when Anoop insisted on hearing the ‘story’ of
Carver all over again, Sheetal said: “Mother, can I tell you a
better way out? You write down what you have narrated to me
tonight. I can then read it out to him later.”

On the following day, I was ready with an old and unused
diary. I opened the book and started to write. I thought that
within two or three hours the writing would get over. Fifteen
days passed. And lo! The diary was full.

By then Carver had pitched his tent in my heart. [ yearned
to know more about that monumental personality. My husband
searched the length and breadth of USIS library for more books
on Carver. He chanced upon a remarkable biographical sketch
written by Elliot Lawrence. I read the book twice and jotted
down references. Then, armed with notes from these books and
the narrative from the old diary, I re-wrote the whole ‘story’.
And that narrative filled a school exercise book of three hundred
pages. How soon did six months elapse! I began to finish my
household chores like busy working women and engaged in
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writing till the children returned from school. Days fluttered
away. | read and re-read at my own pace. I felt one day, that my
narration had grown beyond the grasp of my ten-year-old
daughter.

Charu Despande was a B.Pharma student endowed with a
rich literary talent. He used to come to us occasionally, for a
friendly chat. When Charu was laid up with fever, making virtue
out of necessity, [ entrusted the manuscript for his reading. Charu
who recovered on the fourth day rushed to my home with
increased enthusiasm. He said, “This indeed is a work of art and
not mere transliteration. Why can’t you brush this up and give
to some periodical for serial publication?”

These words boosted my confidence. Without wasting a -
moment’s time, I sent the manuscript to Mr Samant of Goregaon
for his critical appreciation. His response was much quicker than
I expected, he said, “This narration is pretty good and has a
gripping style. There is some scope for improvement here and
there, like the rippling growth of Tuskegee school, Booker.
T Washington’s activities and a more graphic description of the
desolation of Alabama.”

Soon thereafter, my hectic search for more books began.
found some reference books in Mumbai University Library. Mr
Vasant Save of the USIS library managed to retrieve the following
books: [1] ‘Georgie. W. Carver’ by Recham Holt, and [2] “The
Man Who Talks with the Flower’ by Glean Clerk. Holt’s book
was a treasure trove of fresh information and full of Carver’s
photographs and memoires. I was thrilled. Once again, I
continued writing for hours together, as if I were enchanted.
Reference notes and other necessary data piled up on my table.
Once again, I re-wrote the whole subject matter from beginning
to end. Steadily, there emerged a narration of about 200 foolscap
pages in length. I do not know how one and a half years rolled

over.
Mr Manerikar said, “Why are you keeping this book undet
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wrapn! P'ublish i This scientist is practically unknown to readers
of Macathe language. T shall send Eknath Bhoir. He will prepare

# press copy of this narrative in his elegant handwriting.”

Iknath, a young man from the Aagri community engaged
in salt making, was coming up on his own, struggling against
odd circumstances. Gathering all writing materials, he started
to copy the narration. One day he came and said, “I have stopped
writing for the time being. I need to read the whole script to
grasp it’s content. The copying process disturbs my reading pace.
['am eager to know what happened to this orphaned boy.” After
two days he came back and said, “I understand now my own
struggles better. I regard him as one of us. There is no doubt
that all like us should read this.”

[ felt that my own struggles were going to bear fruit. Though
Georgie Carver came late to our midst, he is now part of our
family of four. Our defects were bared in front of him. Yet we
could see in his benevolent eyes a language of consolation. If
one could only console that ‘Orphaned Himalaya’ even for once!

Whenever I prepare herbal potions for children, Dr Carver
stands near me. When drying pulses and cereals in summer, he
would be there too. He says:

“Daughter, you must have learnt to do all these either from
your mother or mother-in-law right at home. Sure? Eighty years
ago I had to knock at the doors of my ignorant and impoverished
brethren to teach them these. How difficult was it to educate
them then!”

Photographs of early struggles in Tuskegee that were in Dr
Washington’s book are dancing in front of my eyes. My mind
zooms into a Tuskegee that was there decades ago. | enter the
laboratory run in old log-cabins and see the broken terracotta
pots, old tin containers, simple kerosene stoves, empty bottles,
shapeless rubber bushes and a Carver sitting statuesque in their
midst...
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“Even a village school has a better laboratory,” hearing my
comment he laughs.

“When I came for the first time into the desolation of
Alabama these were my only equipments. All my struggles to
redeem Alabama were experimented with these now broken
tools...,” he said calmly.

Though I have learnt from Dr Carver how to roll and safe-
keep the cotton strings used for tying packets, I admit that I
can’t work sitting in a place for a long time like him. When [
read about great social workers like PJ. Devaras and Baba Amte,
I go to Carver and ask him:

“Doctor, would you do us a favour? We need you now. Would
you be kind enough to be born as a son of India? You already -
served America more than enough? How much did Dr
Washington yearn for at least half a dozen Carvers in your
country? Groom one of us ...otherwise, here will emerge another
Alabama.... Like that of 1890s...stripped of forests...desolate
wilderness...”

Veena Gavankar
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Translator’s Note

Ek Hota Carver has been a great treat for the Marathi readership
for the last two decades. The personality of Georgie Washington
Carver, a black scientist and philanthropist, is so genuine that it
begins to loom large in one’s mind’s horizon from the very first
reading of the book.

I strongly feel that it was high time for Dr George
Washington Carver to have been introduced to a wider
readership, the English-speaking world. The life and times of
Carver has a great significance in our times.

This translation work is dedicated to the fond memory of
late Dr Nizar Merchant who introduced me to the book and its
author.

With liberal encouragement from the author, her husband
Chandrakant Gavankar, and my family 1 could complete this
translation in little more than two year’s time.

[ acknowledge my indebtedness to my friend, lawyer, Milind
Kanekar, who lent me a friendly hand when I had been
floundering with this translation at crossroads. This is a book on

~a black scientist conceived and written by an Indian author in

Marathi. Translating it into English idiom posed some problems.
This translation of Ek Hota Carver titled ‘A Man Called
Carver’ is a tribute to a well-spent life, that of Georgie
Washington Carver. [ gladly present this translation to the English

readership for their generous acceptance of the same.
John Eraveli



MARY’S BOY CHILD

“Heh! Get up....you lazy bum....must I come up there...ch?”
Hearing Moses’ angry screams, the little black boy woke
up from his sleep. He was quite frightened and got up in a hurry.

There was still time for the sun rise. Yet the old man was in
a hurry!

“Other boys of your age know how to tend cows and draw
milk. They can also mind pigs and poultry well. You dumb
creature.... God knows what is going to befall you with these
bony-rickety limbs of yours?”

“What's the commotion there dear? Don’t harass the poor
boy. He is only ten and is tired due to yesterday’s exertion,”
Suzan said soothingly. ,

“Okay...okay. You tell me now. Who will help me in the
fields? There’s not a penny left in my hat...planting in this season
has not gone off well. Even the standing crops would fail due to
such laziness,” Moses went on grumbling.

He panted and continuouslycoughed.

“O dear! Don’t worry so much. By the grace of God
everything is going to turn well for us. Look at this feeble little
fellow...I can say for sure that he is going to be hale and hearty
before long.”

“May be! It’s for his sake that I had to lose my fine horse.
Who will make good my loss? Tell me...eh?”

Q
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Moses Carver was ‘a German farmer who had settled down with
his wife in the hamlet called Diamond Grove, in the state of
Missouri, United States of America. He had a black slave called
Mary whom he had puchased from General Grant for $ 700.
Moses disliked slavery in his heart of heart. Yet, he purchased
Mary as a companion to his lonely wife at home and as an
occasional helping hand in the fields.

A log-hut was built near the family stable for Mary’s stay.
Her husband was a lumberman. He had almost always been in
the forest and visited her only rarely. Of late, when those
occasions became very rare, she began to feel concerned about
him. As if to confirm her worst fears, the awful news struck her
one day like a bolt from the blue—that her husband had been
killed in an accident some two months ago. What poor life of a
slave! At least in this case she was fortunate enough to hear the
news.

The wounds of Mary’s sorrow had hardly been healed when
Diamond Grove was rudely shaken one night by her pitiful cries
for help. This happened sometime in early 1860s. Slave trade
was still flourishing in many parts of America. Abducting slaves
and re-selling them was a lucrative business.

One such gang spotted Mary. They raided the hamlet on
the same night and carried her away. Hearing her cries for help
Moses sprang to her hut with his loaded rifle. Listening to the
fading clatter of horses’ hooves, he stood there in dejection.

Suzan was frozen with fright. When she was able to reach
the wood-hut with Moses’ help, she was shell-shocked to see
Mary’s elder daughter breathing her last. Her eldest son Jim was
shivering all over and hid himself in a dark corner. So he was
spared. Mary and her two-month-old child were carried away.

Many black slaves were similarly abducted from Diamond
Grove and it’s vicinity on that fateful night. Moses somehow
waited for the day to break. With the help of some influential
farmers of the locality he strived to secure the release of Mary

* Mary’s Boy Child - }

and her child. He was even ready to part with a portion of his
land-holdings in the bargain. In spite of holding hectic
negotiations with the abductors, Moses did not succeed in getting
Mary back. He could only carry home her two-month-old child
who was at the threshold of death.

The sickly child could hardly breathe and no one expected
that it would survive for long. Weak breathing and recurring
bouts of whooping cough continued to plague the child’s feeble
life. Yet, Susan’s determined efforts salvaged the tender bloom
from the jaws of death.

Gradually, the child’s long spells of cough abated and he
began to swallow smashed gruels in bits. In the fitness of time it
crawled and then began to cavort and toddle around. Danrage
to his vocal chords was compounded by an affliction of infantile
asthma and so he could not babble like other children in due
course.

Yet, he began to grow up under the loving care of the Carver
family, being blissfully ignorant of the fact that he had been
bought back by ransoming a fine horse. No one knew thereafter
the whereabouts of this boy child’s unfortunate mother. It was
not easy for Moses to dispel the nightmarish experience of Mary’s
abduction, however much he tried. He was well aware of Suzan’s
efforts in bringing up the child. Moses never considered Mary as
a mere slave. He had a soft corner somewhere in his heart for
Mary’s boy-child. And Suzan knew that well.

Q

The civil war ended and slavery was legally abolished in the
United States. Ordinary life frayed by a prolonged and disruptive
war began to be on the mend. Agricultural activities began to
pick up momentum. Vegetation around Diamond Grove and
the neighbouring Ozark Mountain ranges bloomed immensely
and blushed with flowers and berries in sheer bliss. The orphan
child of the Carver household began to live and move under the
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benevolent warmth of a blooming nature.

When the boy was ten, Moses entrusted to him the care of
the garden in the backyard of the household. The boy liked those
works and did them with a lot of interest and care. He used to
give the garden a face-lift by creating new beds for planting fresh
saplings and transplanting some of the existing ones to spots
where more sunlight would be focussed. That was his hobby
and a fine way of spending his leisurely hours usefully.

Mrs Muller was a new settler in the neighbourhood of the
Carver household. One day she paid a visit to the Carvers for a
friendly chat and was thrilled by the sight of the beautifully kept
garden in the backyard of the household. She did not know the
names of some of the plants there. Seeing her embarrassment
Suzan called the ‘little gardener’ who came there instantly
crooning some distant tunes.

“Suzan, you only told me that the boy was dumb...how is it
that he is humming now?”

“Oh! He is in fact dumb. Beyond uttering occasionally some
broken words, he cannot communicate much. He seems to be
very happy in the company of flowers, fruits, plants and seed-
sprouts. His mother used to croon such soulful tunes when she
was happy.”

Mrs Muller could not hide her amazement at the sight of
the beautifully kept garden. She openly expressed her
appreciation for the boy by patting on his back. He wondered:

‘Do people like her know anything about plants? Is their
appreciation of plants genuine or mere display of curiosity?’

Moses Carver was well aware of this dumb boy’s wider
interests such as his general ability for observation and his
acumen for close examination of plants and insects. Even the
smallest of them could not escape his scrutiny. The plants in
Moses’ homestead grew safe and sound because of the boy. Moses
was immensely pleased with him.

The queer friend circle of this lonely-mute boy consisted of
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the bushes of the woods, twittering little birds therein and the
tiny fishes of the ponds. Occasional thrashes from Moses were
incapable of snapping off the strange bond that the boy had
developed with them. Once he had woven a little nest using dry
barks, leaves, hay and threads. It looked very natural. Suzan
would solemnly affirm to the passers-by that it was indeed crafted
by her lovely-mute boy.

This boy had no difficulty in getting easily absorbed into
the world of plants and insects. Lying prone on the ground he
used to observe seed-sprouts, termites and the like for hours
together. These ecstatic moments provided him with an
amazingly fit language of plants and bees. A déeper knowledge
thus gained, enabled him to share with them even their
infirmities and sorrows! In such moments it looked as though
he would merge with them while becoming a living tree himself.
Often Moses would comment:

“If you want to know the mind of trees, their likes and
dislikes and deal with them, then learn from our boy.”

The neighbours called him ‘little gardener’. They used to
call him to give proper ‘treatment’ to their plants. He was indeed
glad to give a face lift to their gardens by manuring, watering,
transplanting, stirring, pruning or treating them.

Mrs Banyam lived in the neighbourhood of the Carver
family. She was disheartened by the crest-fallen looks of her
garden, which could hardly be called one. One afternoon, she
came to the Carver family and took home the ‘little gardener’
with her. After leaving him in the garden she went inside the

“house. The boy took round of the garden and did all what was

immediately required. After the works were over, he came to
the porch to see Banyam. Peeping in, he was enthralled to see
the watercolour paintings that adorned her living room walls.
He was lost in a trance and he hardly felt her presence behind
him.

“You like to paint...boy?”



O A Man Called Carver

Startled, he turned back. “I....I.. .like,” he simply stuttered.

“Did you not come to nurture my roses?”

“Need light..... Change places.”

Now he could talk in broken sentences if he exerted a little.
Banyam was highly pleased to see the works done by the boy in
her garden within such a short time. He had already transplanted
some of the saplings to'spots where they could get more sunlight.

“You have done my job well. Boy, keep this...”

She gave him a one-dollar coin. Holding it in his tightened
fists he walked back home. Along the way he had forgotten all

about the coin and the garden. Instead, the colours spread on

the canvas were dancing in front of his eyes.

Once home, he began bothering Suzan with innocent
requests. Somehow he expressed his desire to know more about
the paintings hanging on the walls of their house. Knowing well
the boy’s deeper yearnings, Suzan tried to explain to him the
colour pattern as best as she could. One more hobby was born
there.

He used to spend his spare time in making different sorts of
colours by crushing fresh fruits and tender leaves. Then he began
to paint on broken glasses using bird feathers as brush. On
occasions when neither glass pieces nor wooden planks were
handy, he would translate his inspiration on flat stone surfaces!

Jim, his elder brother, was able-bodied and was capable of
working hard in Moses’ farms.

Since the younger one was of weak constitution he was left
at home with Suzan. Moving around freely in the household, he
observed with his wide-open eyes the various works done by
Suzan. The boy quickly learned how to make candles, tan animal
skin, mix spices, and bake bread and biscuits, cleaning chimneys
and even attending to the hearth. While training him, her
thoughts would run:

‘He is too weak to do any hard Jabour. So, let him learn
such works to make a living.’
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Carver family spent on food as was reasonably needed but
all expenditure was well balanced. Except sugar and coffee they
never bought anything from outside. Suzan used to make
provision for other necessary items in the household itself.
Gradually, the orphan boy absorbed this culture of thrift and
moderation as he grew up. Carver family did not consider these
two black brothers as orphans. As slavery had been abolished
they were free to go anywhere else. Yet they preferred to live
under the care and protection of the Carver family, as they had
no other place to go.

Q

When he was able to mend for himself, Jim left the household in
search of his luck elsewhere. Where could the young one go!?
Seeing his humility and genuineness the Carver family christened
him giving the name Georgie*. After all it was great Georgie
Washington’s name! Tags like ‘dumb child’ and ‘little gardener’
were now replaced by his real name. Suzan adamantly refused
to send away this weak and meek boy anywhere else, for he was
her Mary’s darling boy child. Georgie did not want to leave the
household either, as he was not sure of his mother’s death. He
used to sweep, mop and keep clean his mother’s log-hut and
eagerly waited for her homecoming.

Whenever Georgie asked Suzan about his mother, she
would only keep silence with tears swelling up her eyes. One
day when he persisted, with moist eyes and chocked-breath she
said:
" “Boy, your mother was a very nice creature. Something like
you are. You got this habit of humming tunes from your mother.
She had a quick and efficient work habit. Though she was
illiterate, she had an amazing memory and just by observing she
used to quickly pick-up any sort of work.”

* Until he reached college everyone endearingly called him Georgie.
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One day Moses grumbled:

“This boy is turning troublesome. He is asking me ‘why the
grass is green? How can the grasshopper skip and jump as and
when it likes? Where do the sunbeams of dawn disappear by
evening! How much time does it take to form the colours of a
rainbow?’ Are they not enough to trouble a man? He is showing
off a lot these days...ah.”

“O dear! Now I know the secret of sending him for my
help. I have no trouble with him. On the contrary when he is
with me all my works get done faster.” Suzan sniggered.

This only helped to augment Moses’ annoyance. He
snapped:

“Undoubtedly, he is more fit for the kitchen than the
field....”

Suzan then regretfully reflected:

‘Is it his mistake that he is not growing properly? He is ten
years now. Oh God! It’s high time that he had been sent to a
school.’

As if reading Suzan’s mind, Moses said with concern:

“There is no suitable school for black children nearby. Then,
what's the use of black children studying?”

“In that case, it is better to send him somewhere to pick up
some useful skill for a living. Otherwise he would roam around
the trees here and waste his time. Nowadays, it is difficult to
make a living.”

Suzan then reminded Moses of an appointment that had
been fixed some time back with an agricultural expert from
Switzerland. Moses hurried to finish the pending works, so that
he could start early next morning.

Mr Herman Jaegar had come from Switzerland to Missouri
to test whether or not the soil and climate there were amenable
to large-scale vine cultivation. Fortunately, it was found that
they were suitable for the natural growth of grapes. Hearing the
good news, Moses too planned to expand his vineyard with
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Georgie’s help. When Mr Jaegar had visited Diamond Grove
earlier, he appreciated Georgie’s diligence in following his
instructions on viticulture including the care to be taken while
preparing the vine climbers.

One had to keep constant night vigils against termites and
other pests attacking vine creepers. Moses thought that these
sorts of agricultural experiments would enhance Georgie’s
experience and skill.

‘Perhaps that may be an answer to Suzan’s anxiety for
Georgie’s learning a skill to make a living for himself.’

“Georgie, have you forgotten about our visit tomorrow to
Mr Jaegar in his estate?” '

“No... Uncle. Want... See there.”

“I see...”

“Grapes. ..only purple?”

“I don’t know...but I'm sure that all grapes are not purple.
There are green ones too. Georgie, | don’t have answers to all
your funny questions. Eh!”

“Does God know?”

“Of course. Is there anything in this universe that God
does not know?”

“Then...me...ask God...”

Georgie playfully flip-flopped and was going his way.
Seething with indignation at this seemingly blasphemous talk,
Moses called him back to reprimand him.

Once again Suzan chimed in the scene. “O dear! Leave
him alone.”

“Why should 1?7 This is too much pride for a boy. Don’t you
know that God’s name can't be invoked in vain! Can God be
waiting to come at his beck and call?”

“Perhaps...s0.” Suzan said thoughtfully.

“Suzan, you too...?”

Yet after a moment’s reflection Moses told her gravely,
“Suzan, what you said earlier seems to be true. It’s high time
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that we taught the boy to read and write. A heathen should not
grow up in a God fearing family like ours.”

“Mrs Muller hag given him a spell-book. He says that he
has already mastered it....”

“May be, but he must learn before long to read the Bible
and talk about God with reverence,” Moses said with an air of
finality. '

Early next morning, Moses and Georgie set out to Mr
Jaegar's farm that lay beyond the little town of Neosho. Georgie
sat quite blithely at the rear of the cart dangling his bare legs
down. Seeing his lean and hungry figure, the onlookers might
have rightly thought of him to be the black boy of the Carver
household. Georgie had no complexes that weighed him down
on account of his looks nor was he ashamed of the poor clothes
he had worn. This attitude remained with him throughout his
life giving him the fuel to push forward in life.

Q

By noon, Moses tethered the horse on a bough beneath the
shade of a sprawling tree on the wayside. There, under the cool
shade, they unpacked and ate heartily the lunch that Suzan had
packed for them. Seeing a white man and a black boy sharing
their lunch, the passers-by wondered. Of course, apartheid was
not easy to be abolished from human hearts. Soon after the meals,
while Moses leaned against the tree and caught forty winks,
Georgie briefly looked around the place. Within an hour they
resumed their onward journey.

Georgie was highly excited to see Mr Jaegar’s farm and the
well-maintained garden within it. While Mr Jaegar and Moses
were engaged in conversation, Georgie walked around the
garden. The pleasing looks of the garden, decked with flowers of
myriad hues that bloomed against the backdrop of a verdant
greenery, thrilled him. He felt in his breathless ecstasy, that it
was truly the paradise! At that time, Georgie had not even had
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a vague idea that he was going to turn a barren land into another
paradise in the near future with the Midas touch of his long lean
fingers.

Georgie went down on his hunches and caressed some of
the tender saplings that were kept in a large basin for fresh
planting. Holding the purple bunches of ripened grapes in his
cupped palms, Georgie murmured sweet nothings to them. Then
he combed his soft lean fingers through the tender vine creepers
and went on exuberantly humming some distant tunes. Mr Jaegar
observed Georgie’s excitement and asked Moses, “It seems that
the boy likes my garden.” '

While nodding in agreement, Moses too felt that the garden
was really wonderful. Jaegar called Georgie near and asked him,
“You love plants. Don’t you?”

Georgie could only raise his eyes up for want of words. Their
eyes met and conversed for a moment. Their minds knew the
language of silence. Georgie’s heart’s yearnings were now getting
clearer. He felt that the mentor whom he had been searching
for, was standing in front of him. In the surging waves of feelings
words flowed out.

“Yes-yes,” he stretched his arms wide, “everything

Holding Georgie’s long lean fingers Jaegar said, “Look, these
hands are that of a good gardener, that could create with a life-
giving touch.” Then, lightly releasing Georgie’s hand, Jaegar
asked Moses, “Is he the little gardner, who takes care of your
vineyard?” ‘

Moses transpired to Jaegar everything about Georgie. With
concern Moses said, “A black can earn his daily bread only by
the sweat of his brow. He needs physical strength for that. [
don’t think, that this boy will have enough of it. Though he is
free now, he is unwilling to leave us. Can he wet his beaks
struggling in the outside world?”

Mr Jaegar then turned to Georgie and shared with him lots
of information on plants and insects. He was imparted with the

»
!
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secrets of grafting vine-creepers. Further, Jaegar explained to
him the reasons why one could enhance the yield of grapes by
graft. A

“Right now I am researching on a superior variety of vine.
With divine help my attempts would definitely bear fruit. All
the earth belongs to God. He is your Father too.”

“My Father!” Georgie exclaimed ecstatically.

Jaegar continued, “Truly, the heavenly Father is yours too.
You are lonely like the trees in the forest. Merciful God has given
you these long and lean fingers. They are creative and so use
them. Listen to the call of God in your inner voice. I too am
doing so. Thus, take part in God’s works.”

Georgie recalled the words from the Bible that were often
read out by Moses, “This earth belongs to God....”

When it was time to return, Jaegar gave Georgie a book
full of pictures and said, “You take this. Open your eyes and see
the developments that are going on around you. That alone will
teach you a lot of new things about life that is unfolding every
day. Once you learn to read, read this book too. Go on reading
many more books. Almighty God will then reveal more things
to you. Let your knowledge expand and widen your horizon as
much as possible....”

By evening, they got ready to return. The rare meeting with
Jaegar caused the rising of a new moon in Georgie’s mind. He
learnt lots of new things about life in one day. He could see a
new world.

Moses too was fired up by Jaegar’s words. He got insights
into new methods ‘of cultivation and yearned to do more in life.
Yet, stealing thoughts of advancing age dampened his spirits.
The fact that he had no children further discouraged him.

‘If Georgie had only grown faster!’

Had he been strong enough Moses would have entrusted
his entire legacy to him. He thought, ‘Georgie has a lot of
knowledge about plants. The pity is that he can’t even hold the
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plough steady. What responsibility is he going to shoulder?’

On their return, Moses said, “Georgie, there is a school for
black children in Neosho town where we went today. Do you
want to join that school?” Georgie fumbled for words, as the
idea overwhelmed him. It was very painful for him to leave the
warm security of the Carver household and face an uncertain
world. Then, he remembered, ‘The whole of earth is my family.
I have to share my responsibility in my Father’s business’.

Q

A week later, Georgie walked along the road to Neosho once
again. This time he was alone. Moses had planned'to accompany
him, but due to some sudden illness, he was unable to go.

After altering an old pair of trousers worn by Moses, Suzan
made a new pair ready to fit Georgie’s size. That was the only
dress he had on. In addition to it, Mrs Mueller provided him an
old shawl. The old spelling book and the picture book given by
Mr Jaegar, were his only study materials. He had not forgotten
to take with him the penknife he used for cutting twigs. His
lunch pack consisted of some eatables and a big apple that Suzan
had carefully packed for him. He had tied together the laces of
an old pair of shoes, the only one he had, and slung them on his
shoulders, as a precaution against wear and tear while walking
the metalled road. The one-dollar coin that was given to him by
Mrs Banyam was very carefully kept in his shoulder rag.

While preparations for the journey to Neosho were going
on in full swing, his elder brother Jim came to Diamond Grove
to see off Georgie. Jim asked of him, “Why do you want to go to
an uncertain world leaving the safety of Diamond Grove? Have
you not already learnt the alphabets? [ think that it is more than
cnough.”

“Who told ... that learning ... complete with alphabets? I
want to learn a lot of words.... Until I can write books.” Poor
Jim was stunned by this firm answer.
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Suzan could not find any blemish in Georgie’s character.
While reluctantly bidding him farewell Suzan reminded him,
“When you reach the new place, go to some big household and
tell them that you can tend fires, cook and wash. As domestic
hands are hard to get, they will surely take you in.” Moses then
cautioned him, “Don’t foret that you are a free man now. Never
allow any one to take advantage of you. There are many such
people in this world who would like to do so.”

Tears welled up in the eyes of the old couple, while bidding

Georgie farewell. As he reached the bend of the road, he looked

back. Only for once. Then, the ten-year-old orphan walked along
the thorny path towards an unknown horizon. An inexplicable
anguish gripped his soul. One step and then another. ..he walked
along the rough road ahead ... in a ceaseless quest for knowledge!

aQ

A ZEALOUS ASPIRANT

Georgie reached Neosho very late in the night. The long-hauled
walk through a rough and bumpy road thoroughly exhausted
him. Foot-sore and weary, he crept into an old barn and instantly
fell asleep. Early in the morning he woke up and saw his strange
bedfellow—a large dog which lay down beside him. If only he
had known it in the dead of night! :

Early that morning Georgie stepped into the precincts of
the school for black children and savoured his first expericnce
of learning. His unkempt dressing and scare crow looks stirred
the curiosity of the little assembly of students there. Wisps of
hay clung to his curly hair. Due to his stammer and queer piping
voice, they stared at him in amazement.

When school was dismissed, the children dispersed. Since
Georgie had nowhere to go, he sat in the class quite forlorn.
The teacher told him to go and Georgie came out of the
classroom. He had not the slightest idea where to go. Almost
then aunt Suzan’s words flashed upon his mind and he walked
along unfamiliar lanes in search of ‘big houses’. Who could have
kept work ready for a tiny black boy?

At the end of a hard day’s search, some one had opened a
door for him. He started to live on his paltry income from running
errands. Yet, he suffered three day’s hunger before learning that
his money could buy him food. Once while searching for work,
a shopkeeper slapped him taking him for a loafer. It was yet
another painful lesson!

Georgie attended school regularly with an unflinching
resolve. After school hours, he engaged himself in various works
to eke out a modest living. He spent the nights on the corridor
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of the same dilapidated barn that was his shelter since he came
to Neosho. Lying down there on sack and bale of hay with a
half-filled stomach he Qreamt of another day full of work and
study. Amidst all these trials he was determined not to miss any
class of instruction. His stammer eased a wee-bit but the piped
voice remained quite pronounced.

The after-taste of a bitter encounter with the winter of his
first year in Neosho lingered on in Georgie’s mind for long. In
those days of frost and bitter chill, life seemed to begin anew
almost every day. The sheer fact that life could be sustained
throughout the night was itself considered a miracle in the
morning. How Georgie endured the remorselessly chill winter
weather in the absence of proper food and warm clothing is yet
another mystery. Though Georgie seemed to have emerged
unscathed from all those trials, they had etched a number of

- scars in his deep core.
' Spring arrived in Neosho. The black school would usually
be closed at the onset of the season. This was to enlist the physical
support of children in the agricultural efforts of their parents.
Since Georgie had no such commitments, he planned to visit
Mt Jaegar, who lived in the outskirts of Neosho. He wanted to
tell Mr Jaeger in so many words that it was he who had kindled
in him a desire for knowledge and that his present zeal for fast
learning springs from his desire to read the book given to him.
He wanted to tell Mr Jaegar that he had not given up his studies
even in the face of stiff resistance from hunger. And then he
hoped to get a pat of appreciation from Mr Jaegar. Spinning
colourful dreams of the imminent visit, he reached the gates of
the estate soon.

Georgie’s world came crashing down when he heard at the
gates of the farm that Mr Jaegar had passed away some two
months ago. The terrible winter that somehow spared Georgie’s
life had mercilessly frozen the valuable lifa of Mr Jaegar. Dismayed
and sad he walked back. The rumblings of the sad news disturbed
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him for long. Georgie later recalled that experience once, “'I don 5
get words to express the measure of sorrow I had exp;znenci\e/I :
then, and I don’t know how I returned to Neosho' rqm ”
Jaegar’s farm. I was almost drowned in gloom .and de]ectﬁn; y
One night Georgie was sleeping as usual in Fhe corri 0the
the barn. Someone woke him up in the dead of mgh.t. (Iit wash
owner himself who came there. Georgie feared that his ;ys there
would soon end. He was afraid of being se'verely scolde Zr ev;g
physically bashed up. Georgie, who was tired and starved, cr
helplfgstlszstop [ am not going to hurt. you. Wh(?daff Zﬁu
boy?What are you doing here?” the wh1.te man sai :th 3;
Georgie looked incredibly through the V.€11 9f his t}fars. W
are you boy? Tell me why you are sleeplr'lg in suc an eale
place?” Georgie fumbled for words as his sobs increase
Stamrs(/e;med up by those soothing words, Georgie narrated tbe
sad saga of his life to the white man whose name was ]ofllfn }I\farst;?&
He was visibly moved by Georgie’s alc:counFt(k)lf Il;lerr,l’se . He
ie. “Don’t be afraid, come along wi .
© Gizgz’e gi(r)lrilng table of John Martin’s neat httl? h;)use,
Georgie had eaten what could be called a sql.larehme;l , E z;reg
long time. He was then shown a camp bed in the '?c ¢ shed
where he fell sleep. That was indeed a sound sleep gifted by
ul St((;:)i;z began to live with the Martins from that da.y. ]Ohﬁ
Martin worked in a flourmill for a living and was 'not Cét.nte v&tfle1 !
off. Yet, he helped black children whenever' possible. . mceh ©
Martins had no children, they began to con51de.r GeorgLe ':1:15 the
own. The kind couple did not realize the enormity of de (ti estmy;
had owed them. They could neither measure the abundance o
grace that one act of kindness had earned foF fhem. o
Each passing day brought to light Georgie s good dtr};lnts. one
by one including his cooking skill, sense of propriety and hygiene.
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The Martins never kept up the garden in front of their house
attracFively enough. Georgie stirred the growth of the plants
and within a short whyle gave a face-lift to the garden. Soon he
spaded up the vacant yard and requested for another fresh
measure of seeds.

* Since the Martins could not afford to pay Georgie for all
the jobs he did, they encouraged him to find work in other
households as well. He would get up even before Mrs Martin
and finish all the household chores. After breakfast, it was his
turn to go out in search of odd jobs in the neighbourhood.
Nevertheless, he attended school very regularly. He showed more
confidence and joy in his general behaviour as survival was more
or less assured. He began to come out of his shell and began to
mix with people more freely. His searching mind and a thirst for
knowledge endeared him to John Martin.

o Yet, the Martins noticed Georgie’s inability to feel at home
with the new surroundings. John thought that if Georgie could
get the company of blacks he might shed some of his listlessness.

Accordingly, at the prompting of John Martin, Georgie went
on one Sunday to a separate church for blacks. The community
there was elegantly dressed in their Sunday best. He occupied
one of the back pews in the church to avoid the glare of others.

The soulful hymns sung in the church strummed on some
tender chords in Georgie’s heart and vague childhood memories
flowed out in a flourish.

‘My mother might have put me to sleep with such lilting
lullabies,” he thought while sinking into an ecstatic trance. The
sermon was not appealing. ‘No one quite knows God as did Mr
Jaegar,” he thought.

Georgie met there a middle-aged woman called Maria. She
was a plump matron with a pleasant nature. She nurtured a
benevolent heart in her corpulent body. She spoke to Georgie
with motherly affection and inquired about his background. Even
Georgie felt a natural affinity towards her. The rustling murmurs
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of her clean frock and affectionate words reminded him of aunt
Suzan.

Soon the ceremonies in the church bored him. He preferred
to listen to the hymns plying on the lawn outside. In course of
time, he learnt to see God in nature. A communion with nature
gave him enough peace of mind and his joy of life reached its
peak. And in course of time, this habit of finding delight in
nature’s presence, developed into a second nature in him.

Gradual changes taking place in Georgie did not escape
the notice of the Martins. They did not compel him any more to
go to church. John Martin found another way to drive away
Georgie’s loneliness. One day he sent him with the neighbourly
children for fishing in a nearby river. John saw Georgie going
with others quite elatedly. In fact Georgie stepped down into
the river with the other children for fishing. When they casted
their baited—angles into the river to catch fish, Georgie shouted
at the top of his voice,“If you all kill these little fishes, God will
punish you.” And then he ran away to the nearby wood.

Georgie was getting used to the rigours of school life by the
end of that academic year. Though some of his peculiarities stood
out, no one really cared to treat him differently. On a frosty

February night Mrs John Martin suddenly fell ill. She ran high
fever and her condition got worsened by the hour. It was even
difficult to say whether or not she would recover. Georgie
remained absent from the school on those days and was
constantly about her bed to nurse her. Entire care of the family
was on his tender shoulders. He did the household chores like
“cooking, sweeping and washing with exceptional skill and
diligence. During free time he entertained Mrs John Martin with
his mimics and simian antics. This may be the starting point of a
skill and quick wit with which Prof. Carver would entertain others
in future. As a result of his sincere nursing, Mrs John Martin

showed signs of recovery.
‘How fortunate am I to have Georgie to take care of the
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home and hearth,” John Martin would think on his way to work.
Meanwhile Georgie’s studies picked up momentum. It was a
heartening sight to sé a lanky white man and a tiny black boy
sitting together to learn at night.

~ As Georgie’s studies picked up momentum, he used to do
any work that came by and accepted any amount by way of wages
during that period.

Normalcy returned when Mrs John Martin’s health began
to improve. It was then Georgie's turn to go in search of works
outside. Unfortunately, the flourmill that provided the Martin
family its daily bread was closed down. So they had to migrate
to California to their relatives in search of livelihood. Before
leaving, they did all they could for the continuation of Georgie’s
studies. They also advised him that the free state of Kansas was
an ideal place for pursuing further studies once his schooling in
Neosho would get over. Kansas was sixty miles from Neosho
and that was a considerable distance during those days.

This was the time when Maria came forward to Georgie’s
aid. She took him lovingly to her humble home. He liked the
neat and tidy upkeep of her little house. It was a rare blend of
faith, mutual affection and hope for the coming day that
sustained the togetherness of Maria and her husband Andy.
Maria said to Georgie in a tone of reassurance, “Son, God
provides for everyone and entrusts each one with a specific duty.
Acts of God are neither accidental nor incidental. And it was
the same providence that has brought you here.”

Georgie felt at home in Maria’s neat little house. He was
immensely pleased with her knitting, stitching and darning.
Before long he too developed a remarkable proficiency in these
skills. After all, his long lean fingers were capable of quickly
picking up any useful skill. This passion for fast learning was an
innate quality that egged him on in his onward march.

Each night Maria made Georgie read out relevant passages
from the Bible. Those daily reading sessions were so regular that
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Georgie learnt by heart some of the striking scriptural passages.
This skill enabled him to recall and recite those passages, during
dark nights when even candlelight was not available. Illiterate
women of the neighbourhood, who heard about this exceptional
skill in Georgie, poured affection on him from their hearts’ fill.
Covering their ears with open palms they murmured their
favourite chants to ward off ‘evil eye’ on him. “Mother, this lad
is very lovely. He talks like a parrot.” When Maria heard such
compliments from the neighbourly women, her heart would swell
with loving pride.

One night, after finishing the usual reading, Maria said,
“My son, how nicely do you read from the Holy Scripture! I am
sure you can become an excellent pastor” )

“No...no...I don’t like to become a priest,” Georgie
protested.

“Georgie likes to become a teacher,” Andy expressed his
opinion.

“No. I don’t want that either. I want to do something
different,” Georgie said definitely.

“What do you mean by different?” Andy was inquisitive.

“See...like this,” Georgie said, while showing the article in
hand, It was a sketch of a rose flower engraved on a wooden
plank. They recalled that he had been at work on something for
the past several days. In fact they were immensely pleased to see
that ‘work of art’.

“You are great my son. Undoubtedly, you will attain
crowning glory in whatever attempts you make,” Andy said in
sincere appreciation of Georgie’s efforts.

Georgie continued his studies. Since Maria’s house was near
the school, he could help her in household chores before and
after the school hours. Often, he used to rush home during lunch
breaks to finish whatever works that remained unfinished. He
did all kinds of works from cleaning courtyards, maintaining
gardens, chipping firewood, to washing clothes and the like. He
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never refused any works that came his way and accepted
whatever wages that were given.

In those days (18%0-1880), black children were not given
textbooks free of cost. Naturally, Georgie was not able to purchase
them. He depended on the goodwill of children from well-to-do
families for his study ma_terials like slate, textbooks and note-
books. Georgie used to return these favours by chipping firewood
or sweeping their courtyards.

Days passed on. Georgie had already learnt whatever the
Neosho Negro School could teach him. Teachers were in fact
fed up of his questions, as they themselves could not answer
many of them. It was high time for him to go to a higher division
in a school. After searching high and low, Georgie came to know
that there was a school in Fort Scott by the same name.

Q

Before Georgie left Neosho, his elder brother Jim came to meet
him. They took a snap shot together in a fair that was going on
nearby. Before leaving Neosho, Georgie gave aunt Maria a unique
gift. It was a rare specimen of knitted scarf that was indeed a
masterpiece. He had studied its model displayed on the glass
window of a ready-made garment show room and knitted it
himself.

Maria was extremely pleased to be the proud possessor of
the scarf. Turning it in various angles, she would examine its
intricate patterns and the gracefully soft threads of myriad hues.

She would fall into a trance while appreciating the scarf. Maria

too gave him an unforgettable present that remained with him
as her living memento. It was a brown leather-bound copy of
the Bible, Georgie's life-time companion, that remained with
him till his last breath. And he found solace in it during his final
moments.

When Georgie left Neosho, Maria felt a severe pain that
reached the decpest pits of her stomach.
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‘God alone knows where did this thin cherubic boy appear
from, and where does he go from here!” And then, her lips
muttered a silent prayer for him: “God Almighty, provide him
with a wise mentor on his way ahead....” It was the year 1876.
This tiny boy was leaping towards the unknown relying on his
own legs and will. This was his second flight for knowledge.

a

Georgie reached Fort Scott on a cold day in the month of January.
There again, the problem of food and shelter raised its ugly head.
His usual solution was to search for odd jobs here and there. At
the end of a ceaseless search someone directed him to one Mrs
Payne. She was looking for a maid to do household chores. Yety
she thought of giving him a try as he had already landed there.

“Do you know how to cook?”

“Yes, | know very well,” he replied. After he had a wash,
she led him to the kitchen. The aroma of boiling meat filled the
kitchen enhancing his hunger. And the hunger weakened him
further. Georgie tried his best to control himself.

1 have to show my skill here if [ want to get succour,” he
reasoned with his own soul.

Georgie cooked food using the ingredients provided by Mrs
Payne. In between the cooking, he had not forgotten to inquire
about her taste buds and preferences, while answering patiently
a hundred curious questions she asked of him. Indeed, Mrs Payne
could not resist liking him for his open behaviour, neat cooking
skill and tidy self-upkeep. She gladly accepted him in her

-household and even taught him several recipes that were entirely

new to him. Within a short while he became an expert in making
toffees and bakery items like biscuits, bread, puddings, etc. He
won a prize during a cooking competition held at the local
Methodist parish church.

In the meanwhile he had not forgotten the main purpose
for which he had come to Fort Scott. Definitely it was not to
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become an expert cook. It was only a stopgap arrangement to
spare him from hunger and cold. When he could collect enough
money he left Mrs Payne’s house and got enrolled in a nearby
school. Those days he used to do a lot of works during his free
time from school. At night, after finishing his lessons, he used to
read books, old newspapers, booklets, pamphlets and almost
anything printed in the dimness of candle light.

Georgie’s efforts in education touched a new peak now. He
used to collect learning materials from any available source. His
thirst for knowledge prompted him to do any sort of hard work.
Work and earn enough money and join a school. When the
money gets over he would leave school and go for work. Once
again when enough money was collected he would leave the
work and join school. A lot of precious time had slipped through
his fingers in this pattern of learning in the midst of an unending
struggle for survival. He had thus a fractured childhood and a
chequered educational career. Perhaps this was one of the reasons
why he did not have many friends. Almost all the students were
white and there existed an invisible chasm between him and
them. It was not a suitable climate for any sort of friendship to
flourish. Georgie who was already lonely would withdraw deeper
into his shell in such circumstances.

a

Long since, Kansas was a free state. Yet, it sided with the
Southern states during the civil war and so it was also considered
a votary to the continuation of slavery. Minor racial scuffles
happened there every now and then. Always it was the black
that was hard hit. How could Georgie alone be free from the
flames of this racial fire?

One day, books in hand, Georgie was appreciating the
pictures displayed within the glass windows of a shop. Two white
roughnecks faced him.

“Hey fellow! Whose are these books?” one of them blurted
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out at Georgie.

“They are mine. I have purchased them from the school.”
They were quite piqued by this bold reply.

“When have they started admitting the Negroes in schools?”

“He must have stolen them,” the other man said.

Georgie knew that the only way to escape humiliation was
to run away. Instead, he decided to face the situation. If he ran
away they would think that he had indeed stolen the books.
The need of the hour was to justify his innocence rather than
run to safety.

“Hey, fellow! Give the books here.”

“These are mine.” \

Georgie’s bold answer inflamed them. One of them snatched”
the books away from him and the other began to beat him. Then
they went their way. None of the onlookers came to Georgie’s
aid. ‘

Georgie was disturbed by the loss of his textbooks. He could
not get a moment’s sleep throughout the night. ‘How to attend
the school tomorrow? Once again, it’s break in schooling. Now
I have to earn money for books. That means to do more work.
Until then, no school.’

Georgie’s childhood was crushed under work load. Who
was there to back him up? He had no one. Moreover, he did not
like someone else’s obligation. He had learnt what was self-
reliance from an early childhood. Perhaps that was the bonus
for being an orphan! Only those who can face challenges with
determination can succeed in life. He learnt this truth the hard
‘way early in life. ,

Q

“Wilder House’ was a well-run hotel in Fort Scot. As it was a
transit point, all kinds of passengers like merchants, rangers, cattle
brokers and labour contractors met there. Tri-weekly stage
coaches from Kansas city drew up there with a great flourish
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and discharged all kinds of passengers. Taking advantage of the
considerably big crowd there,Georgie started a laundry behind
the hotel. The travellgrs coming from far and wide encouraged
this little ‘enterprise’. Georgie was rather enthusiastic to find a
means of his livelihood. He got engaged in cleaning and pressing
the soiled clothes of the travel-sore customers. Within a short
while this laundry grew into an attraction to ‘Wilder House’.
The owner of the hotel was very happy and gave Georgie a place
behind the hotel for his stay.

The lady cook of the hotel arranged for him some minor
works here and there. Georgie helped her in cleaning the kitchen
stove, sweeping the floors, washing the utensils and even assisting
her in cooking on busy days.

One day while serving him a meal, she said to him: “Son,
you work hard. If you don’t have at least a full meal a day you
are sure to become weak.”

Georgie was only thirteen then. As he could not reach his
hands to the washing tub, he used to do the washing standing
on a wooden stool. He used to wash and press clothes with the
dedication and dexterity of an artist. It was soothing to see how
he deftly replaced dirt with beauty. In his hands everything used
to turn worthy, beautiful and sparkling. A touch with his long
lean fingers would turn the earth into gold.

One day, a lady teacher noticed Georgie standing hesitantly
at the gates of Fort School. She had seen before many a black
student standing nervously like that but it was for the first time
she saw such a poverty-stricken, lean and ill-dressed lad. She
could not ignore him either as she recognized a thirst for
knowledge in his sparkling eyes. When she called him near and
made necessary queries on his background she found that his
speech was impaired too. Due to an overflow of emotions his
voice sounded cracked. She called him in.

The lady teacher was confused about the standard to which
she could admit Georgic. His reading ability and spelling skill
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was somewhat good but writing ability was below expectation.
He was average in Maths but very poor in history and geography.
What stunned her was his depth in botany and zoology. She
could not help wondering when his answers gave her new insights
into the world of nature. Without a second’s thought she
admitted the boy in her own class.

His dream to acquire knowledge spurred him forward.
Teachers encouraged his reading habit by giving him books to
read. He read newspapers and listened to the conversations of
people in transit at ‘“Wilder House’.

Even then something strongly reminded him of Diamond
Grove and the adjoining chain of Ozark Mountains. Living far
away from his ‘little friends’ in time and space dejected him. At -
times he felt that it was unwise to have left Diamond Grove.
Those were his severely agonizing moments. Could he go back
now! At last he found a way out of this painful situation. He
drew on available paper all those live images of all that which
stirred his heart. They were trees, flowers, rabbits, squirrels and
fast flowing streams. Then he drew their intimacy by sticking
them in pages of books, on tabletop or on the walls.

One day in the Geography class, the teacher was dealing
with the topic of hills and mountains. Georgie fell into a reverie
and the Ozark mountain ranges loomed large on his mind’s
horizon. The pencil in his hand drifted and gradually there
formed the outlines of a scenic mountain range. The teacher’s
shrill voice snapped him out of the trance. She then ordered
him to show the notebook. Observing the neatly shaped sketch
she was highly delighted.

“Where have you seen these mountains?”

“Ozark....” stammered Georgie.

“I too thought so. Oh how enchanting they are! You should
see me as soon as the school leaves today.”

Georgie met the teacher with a lot of hesitation. She
scrutinized with fascination all the sketches that were with him
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and said: “You must join the arts classes of Mrs Long. She will
only be happy to teach a student of your calibre.”

Before long, Georgie became a pupil of Mrs Long’s arts
classes. No one was a$ happy as Georgie during that Christmas
season, for Mrs Long had gifted him a complete water-colour
box.

Three years elapsed. Georgie went to higher classes.

Q

The mid-summer vacation began. Number of travellers halting
in ‘Wilder House’ began to swell. By listening to their
conversations, a desire to see different places and different forms
of the earth sprouted in his mind. This desire left him restless.

‘The whole of creation belongs to God. I must have it’s
proper acquaintance,” Georgie decided firmly.

It was an era when America was expanding to the west.
Hectic construction activities of major highways and bridges
were underway. The railway companies were engaged in
blazing new trails to the heartlands of the West. An army of
workers was needed to materialize these ambitious projects.
Georgie had earlier applied to a labour contractor for some
suitable works during the summer holidays. Being under-aged
for a labourer, he was taken in as a helper in the kitchen. He
joined a team engaged in the construction of a railway from
Kansas to Denver.

It was not easy to work in the sweltering summer heat. On
hectic days when water had to be brought from far, Georgie
remembered his old friends—-raindrops and roses and bushes in
bloom, fast-flowing streams and rivers in spate. Whenever he
remembered them he became cheerful and the strain of sun heat
became bearable. A clean sky by night with cool brecze amply
made amends for a harsh sunny day. Moonlit nights exhilarated
Georgic. He could save sufficient amount of money from this
contract to enable him to continue his studies. All his dues were
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collected and he left the company. Then he moved towards the
west.

In his westward sojourn he worked at different places to
eke out a modest living. He performed varied roles like that of o
woodcutter, coolie, gutter-cleaner and the like. He even tried
his hand at carpentry and blacksmith’s skill. He acquired
sufficient practice in collecting coal and kindling furnace with
leaping flames.

Once while he was working in a blacksmith’s forge, what he
had seen outside rudely shocked him. The sky was getting dusky.
Whites in small numbers trickled into the street and soon a small
crowd was formed there. Trouble brew up when two or three
‘enthusiastic’ persons from among them came forward. They
collected cinders of burning coal from the forge and quickly ignited
a bonfire in the middle of the road. Thirsty tongues of orange
flames leapt upwards licking the still evening air. Soon he saw the
reprehensible sight of a black man being brought in shackles from
the prison nearby. He was being kicked and beaten by any one
who felt so. It was a free for all. Georgie had a gut feeling that
something untoward was going to happen. He shuddered at the
thought and his violent heart-beats almost chocked him.

Breathlessly Georgie saw through the revengeful flames the
pitiful face of the man who begged his tormenters for mercy with
folded hands. Each time they were hell-bent on mercilessly pushing
him into the midst of the bonfire. The whole scene was an
entertainment for the little white crowd. Their women too
watched this scene with excitement. They raised their children
to their shoulders for a better view of this gala event! Should they
"too not have a right to watch the show?Then they pushed him to
the fire. The blinking flames blurred and disfigured the pathetic
face of the victim. The ghastly scene sank deep into Georgic's
consciousness, deeply wounding it. Once again, Georgic had «
chilling realization of what is the meaning of black skin.

Earlier whenever he saw his mirror image, he was nevel
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disheartened. Now it was different.

‘Are there not different hues in leaves,flowers and birds?
Then what is wrong with people when some are black and some
others are white? Is néx colour difference merely skin deep?’

Definitely not. The meaning of dark skin is not that simple.
It is very different here.

"What numbed Georgie’s heart more than the heart-renting
cries of the victim for rr{ercy was the orgy of the small crowd.
The stench of burning flesh swirled his intestines. He felt like
vomiting. He was afraid that his stomach would burst out in the
ensuing convulsions.

‘So this society is not going to allow manliness to go with
dark skin. And it is now clear that if a black showed his strength
he was surely inviting death.’

‘Whose are the laws after all? Are not the judiciary a tool
of the whites?” Many were the books and periodicals that openly

~declared with impunity: ‘The Negro is a different breed. He is
inferior to the white man. At any cost he must be kept down’
(‘Born To Rebel’ by P E. Mays/page 22). There never used to be
even a murmur of dissent from any corner against such
statements.

There were no facilities for a black to acquire knowledge.
He had to keep in mind two things: One was to learn to remain
away from the limelight by stepping aside from the path of
progress, and the other was to keep himself alive.

‘In this town where colour prejudice does it’s death dance,
[ too may be burned alive without any provocations. I must quit
this place at the earliest. ..’

Georgie could not sleep even for a moment on that fateful
night and before dawn he left the town.

Wherever he worked during this passover, he scanned the
faces of grey haired black women. “Would my mother look like
any once of these?In that case how could we recognise each other?’

Now, Georgic turned towards Southern direction, to New
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Mexico State. He joined a band of travellers heading for south.
He was quite attracted by the vast variety of flora along the way.
Some of the wild flowers that he saw for the first time delighted
him. He engaged himself in collecting those wild flowers for hours
on end. He gained vigour and vitality from the fresh air and
hassle free life in New Mexico. Putting on strong muscles and a
fleshy body Georgie was rapidly growing up.

Somewhere on that sandy land one day, he saw a rare wild
flower quivering in evening breeze. He was carried away in sheer
fascination. He sat there for some time admiring the flower. He
tore carefully the paper bag he had brought with him to sketch
that wild flower (nearly fifteen years later a drawing based on
this sketch was awarded a citation in the World Columbian
Exposition. What he saw there was a rare jungle flower called
“Yucca Angustifolia’ belonging to the Cactus Indicus species).

When winter set in, Georgie got ready to return to Kansas
as there were no suitable schools in that barren sandy lands full
of thistles and cacti.

On his way back to Kansas, Georgie reached a village called
Olathe. Though he had no plan to halt there, an advertisement
on a hard board displayed in front of a saloon upset his plans. It
said: ‘Boy wanted for labour.’

‘Good,” thought Georgie.

Perhaps this work could relieve Georgie of his food problem.
One who doesn’t have four walls of his own, can afford to live
anywhere.

‘Big Nat,” the owner of the saloon, liked Georgie’s humility
and confidence. He was instantly appointed. It was a Sunday
and most shops were closed. So Georgie went for a bath in a
nearby stream. He felt very hungry after swimming in fresh water.
There were some hotels in the town; yet he went in search of a
‘Blacks Only’ hotel in order to avoid any unpleasant experience
like in the past.

Georgie was stuck on his tracks at the bend of a by-lane as
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he saw a small white-painted building with an elegantly kept up
garden in its foreground. Like a sleepwalker he entered the garden
and started crooning to the ‘little friends’ there. Seeiﬁg a little
hoy in her garden, the [indlady Mrs Lucy Seymour came out
and inquired about him. While responding, Georgie said that
the hyacinth flowers there were not growing properly. He asked
for a pair of scissors and trimmed the rose bushes tidily. While
taking breakfast at her dining table, Georgie told Lucy, “I saw
just now some good species of water lilies nearby. I am going to
bring some of them and plant in the ponds here.”

Lucy appreciated his dedication to work, hygienic habits
and love for greenery. She believed that he had a good upbringing
and gladly allowed him to stay in her house. Lucy Seymour had
a simple but elegant life style. Her laundry was well known in
the surroundings areas. The Seymour couple had no children.
They profusely poured on Georgie all their pent up love. And
Georgie was not a parasite either. He would sweep the house,
it's courtyard and backyard in the mornings before going out.
Besides these, he would find time enough to work in Nat's saloon
in the evenings of weekdays and on full Saturdays. He would
pot waste a minute in idleness.

When the Seymour family migrated to Minneapolis, they
took Georgie along with them. The schools there were of better
standard. They made all possible arrangements for the
continuation of his studies there. Lucy’s laundry business
flourished along with the township that was growing up.
Gradually, Georgie had his hands full of works in Lucy’s laundry
itsclf. She shared with him some of her clues and tips for elegant
washing and pressing. And he learnt them all with an innate
skill of observation and experiment. Within a short while, he
himself became an expert in washing and pressing clothes
dexterously. No wonder Georgie, who learned anything with the
zest of an artist, became an expert in laundry too!

Q
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In his quest for knowledge Georgie had drifted miles away from
his moorings. In the meanwhile his elder brother Jim died of
small pox. A ground swell of sorrow erupted in him whenever
he remembered his big brother Jim. As they could no more walk
hand-in-hand, Georgie felt that he had become a complete
orphan. The tidal waves of slavery swept the two brothers ashore
like wreckage. There was none to support and sustain them. In
the wake of mounting desolation one of them melted in the hot
sands and was drained to the eternal ocean of oblivion. The
other one got up, turned his back to the sea, and walked towards
the hill. High up. Away, far away from the sea.

Q

Georgie continued his High School studies in Minneapolis. As
the school records required names in full, he added the surname
‘Carver’ to his name. And he began to be known as Georgie
Carver. There was also a white man in Minneapolis by the same
name. The postman used to get confused while delivering letters.
In order to help out the postman, the black Carver inserted ‘w’
in between the two names. Others filled this up as Georgie
Washington Carver. Later, that was accepted on all records as
his complete name. In a way Georgie was happy that his name
was associated with great Georgie Washington! The white Carver
was happy in getting his letters uninterrupted.

The school final examinations got over. He was yearning
for Diamond Grove, uncle Moses and aunt Suzan and his
mother’s log-hut. The adjoining woodlands, the Ozark

mountains, fast flowing streams in the valley and the blooming

bushes were a few other things that had beckoned him to his
roots. He longed for a loving smile from uncle Moses and a
motherly pat from aunt Suzan when he would be laying bare
secrets of his success. He wanted to be blessed by staying at
least for a day in the log-hut sanctified by his mother’s stay.
‘Perhaps she might have returned home’. He wanted to dispel
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his depressing orphan state forever.

As she knew Georgie’s mind more than any one else, Lucy
Seymour made all arrangements for his journey with a mother’s
care. Withdrawing some thoney from his paltry savings Georgie
purchased presents for his foster parents.

As Georgie was travelling for the first time in his life by
train, he did not know that he had to purchase tickets before
boarding the train. So far he walked most of his journeys and
had travelled very rarely on horse carts. He told the conductor
frankly that he was travelling for the first time by train and that
he was on his way to Diamond Grove in Missouri. The conductor
wondered how a tiny boy could travel such a long distance all-
alone. He was so impressed by Georgie’s tone of assurance that
he slashed the fare into half. Unexpecgedly, Georgie saved some
money that way.

The old Carver couple was happy to see Georgie. They
welcomed him as would a long lost relative. Even the neighbours
talked respectfully about his achievements and praised him for
his determination and hard work. They were proud of their
Georgie’s thirst for knowledge. They came to know within a
short while that his knowledge was not merely bookish but was
based on observation. He taught aunt Suzan a number of recipes
on condiments and toffees. He explained to them about various
menu served in major city hotels. He shared with the women
folk certain less expensive washing tips that would render clothes
bright. He discussed with Moses on new methods of cultivation
and how hay could safely be stacked for sparing use for a whole
year. During his stay there he practically showed in Diamond
Grove how by employing novel methods of cultivation one could
enhance production. =

This time too, Moses was impressed by his keen observation.
He appreciated the fact that even in introducing new methods
of cultivation the lad had applied scientific knowledge. And
Moses patted his back with affection.
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Almost all nights Georgie slept in his mother’s wood-hut.
Every morning he used to sweep the hut clean and dust his
mother’s spinning wheel, the only object that linked him with
her. ‘My mother might have spun baby clothes in it for me,” he
mused emotionally.

Georgie narrated how aunt Maria and uncle Andy gave
him succour and how they helped him to continue his education.
Moses and Suzan heaved a sigh of relief. Moses gladly allowed
Georgie to go by his horse cart while visiting Neosho.

Some ten years back Georgie had walked along the same
dusty and jagged road in search of a school. Now it seemed only
a short distance on a horse cart. And Neosho toe looked dwarfed
in comparison to many towns he had seen elsewhere. ‘

Aunt Maria and uncle Andy wallowed themselves in a
sentimental explosion at this re-union! Reminiscing and
discussing past days and years they quickly burned out a day.
When Georgie concluded narrating the saga of his trials and
tribulations in the quest for knowledge they heaved a sigh of
relief. It was evening and time for Georgie’s return. Tears swelled
in the eyes of the old couple and trickled down through the
burrows of their wrinkled face. Maria said in a voice choked
with emotion, “Son, learn more...nay much more...and then
use that knowledge to uplift your downtrodden brethren.”
Georgie gave word to her that he would strive his best to redeem
this pledge and left for Diamond Grove.

Summer ended and it was time to bid farewell to Diamond
Grove as well. Georgie was getting ready to return to the

- unknown once again. Uncle Moses wished that he would stay
in Diamond Grove. He opened his mind before Georgie, “Have
you not studied enough? What advantage are you going to get
by more studies? If you study any further, you will not be able to
work hard.”

Pacifying Moses Georgie said, “Uncle, Now my studies have
only begun. So much task lies ahead of me. Only after studying
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whatever my teachers can teach me, God almighty will reveal
the secrets of nature to me. How many things are there to be
done! However much we\rk one does in God’s earth, it will only
be less.” ‘

Then, Suzan said with an air of finality:

“Let him go. There must be a lot of truth in what he says.
God cannot go wrong.”

Before leaving Diamond Grove, Georgie sought Moses’
permission to take with him his mother’s spinning wheel. That
was readily granted. Carefully taking in hand his mother’s only
memento Georgie left Diamond Grove. Yet Moses and Suzan
had the satisfaction in seeing Mary’s infirm child growing up.
All those who were there had their eyes filled, when bidding
good-bye to Georgie.

“When will one see again this lowly and lonely youth seeking
knowledge from pillar to post?

Qa

END OF THE BEGINNING

Georgie passed school final examination with distinction and
obtained in addition a colourful conduct certificate from the
school authorities. As was planned earlier he eagerly applied to
Highland University College in Kansas for admission. His joy
knew no bounds, when he received a favourable reply from the
college authorities. To top it all, the admission was under a
scholarship scheme. Georgie bristled with excitement, as there
was no need to worry about financial support. What remained
now was to go ahead with higher studies in full steam. On a fine
September morning of 1885 Georgie set out to Highland
University that lies forty miles away in the north-west direction
from Kansas.

What Georgie wanted to avoid at all cost had exactly
happened there. Armed with the letter from the college, he
entered the President’s chamber with considerable apprehension.
That was a large room with shining wooden furniture and wall-
to-wall size shelves filled with large thick books. Georgie greeted
the principal and placed the letter on his table awaiting a

- favourable response. The President cursorily glanced at the letter

bearing his own signature and said coolly, “Sorry, there is some
mistake here.” That one sentence mowed down Georgie’s dreams
like prime blossoms by an unexpected storm.

‘But. Sir...today’s the date...your own letter sir.” The
emotional disturbance heightened his stammer. Moments
dragged on and Georgie was still more confused, ‘...His own
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signature and then whose mistake, what he is talking about?’

It was the mistake of his black complexion, the congenital
mistake of the black racg! He had attached with his application
form certificates of merit and conduct from Minneapolis school
authorities. What more does the principal need now!?

Oh! Yes, all these certificates belong to a black student.
That is the problem. How'can the president understand a black’s
smothered dreams and his frustrations? He read annoyance in
Georgie’s eyes. To save his face he said, “It is not mentioned
anywhere that you are a black.”

“But sir, | have completely filled up all the queries given in
the form.” At the end the principal said, “We do not admit black
students here. In my knowledge you are the first one who has
applied so far.”

When Georgie was about to step out of the office, the
president who could not contain his curiosity called him back,

" “You have crossed the general standard of the blacks? Indeed it
is praiseworthy, but what's the use of blacks studying? 1 think
you are just wasting your time. Don’t you think so?”

Holding his hand on the half opened door Georgie said,
“God alone knows what will happen tomorrow. Who am I to
predict my future? I only know that so far all my plans have
gone well. | must study in college to fulfil my aims in life. I must
get ready for that.”

Now that his plans had run into rough weather, Georgie
was dejected and circuited the town aimlessly. He saw vigorous
signs of student life all around. There were enthusiastic
youngsters, open book depots, busy hotels and ready-made
garment shops. Everything wore a festive look.

He sighed deeply. Going back was out of question. He had
to go ahead. How!

As soon as he had received the reply from the university he
had let it known to everyone around and they also shared his
joy. Nat had already publicized Georgie's success with his loud
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mouth. Lucy did all that she could to help him on his way ahead.
Whatever paltry savings he had collected from his hotel job as
well as from the service with Nat had been spent in the admission
process. There was hardly a cent in his purse.

The only option left in front of him now was to knock at
the doors of households, in search of an odd job or two in order
to keep himself afloat. He walked on dejectedly and spiralled
out into the outskirts of the town limits. It was harvest time in
the countryside.

Though the problem of education was pending, that of his
daily bread was solved temporarily. He joined a band of workers
in the field. The sickle kept the wolf at bay during the day and
the stacked hay availed him rest by night.

The harvesting season ended and Georgie moved towards
Iowa State. While on his way, he landed in a humble job in
Shultz Hotel in the little town of Winterset. Those endless
sojourns had chistled his personality. Georgie had a first hand
experience of the miserable plight of his downtrodden brethren.

‘How different is this big world from the secure serenity of
Diamond Grove!” Here complexion had prominence. Everywhere
his black complexion pulled and heckled his progress.

Q

Drawing out of the shadow of a lean and hungry looking lad,
the passage of last six months’ time transformed Georgie into a
six-foot tall youngster. He began to wear neat and tidy clothes.
Georgie learned to mix with people a little more freely now. Even
then his mind was chasing his ‘little friends’ in Diamond Grove.

God knows what prompted Georgie this time to go to church
on his own. He remembered how some years ago in Neosho he
had reluctantly gone to the church spurred by John Martin. Now,
without any deliberation he went to a church on that Sunday.
Since there was no ‘Blacks only’ church in Winterset he went to
one for the whites. He occupied one of the back pews.
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The service commenced. Waves of hymns aroused in him
his childhood memories that swarmed around him like bees from
a stirred hive. How mélpdiously did aunt Suzan and uncle Moses
sing the hymns during nightly prayers! Instinctively he started
singing. Only when the glare of the community fell on him that
he woke up from his trance. In fact none but the choir positioned
near the altar was engéged in singing. He had joined them.
Georgie stopped short in embarrassment. An old lady standing
behind encouraged him, “Go on singing my son, God has given
you such a melodious voice!”

Georgie smiled at her in gratitude for the compliment. Then
he pursed his lips. He freed his voice only when the community
resumed singing. And then, his pure and rich voice reverberated
the vast interior of the church. After the ceremonies were over
many people came forward to compliment him.

The pastor enquired about his whereabouts. This chance
acquaintance with the pastor and other people opened the gates
of fresh opportunities for him. He began to attend church
regularly to savour the elevating hymns. He was adept at singing
the lilting tenor, when the community usually ends the chorus.
These were quite ecstatic moments for him to cherish.

While working in the hotel one day, Georgie got a message
through a colleague that a certain white gentleman had come
to see him. He washed his hands quickly and came out. He got
confused when he saw the visitor.

“Hello! 'm Millholland,” the visitor introduced himself. “I
got your address from the pastor. The purpose of my visit is to
meet you.”

“Thanks,” hesitantly Georgie replied.

“This is the kitchen of the hotel and is just not the right
place for a gentleman like you.”

“Never mind. My wife came to know that you live here
alone. We thought of inviting you home once. Just for a chat.”

“Oh!” It was for the first time that some one had invited
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him home. Georgie did not even know how to respond on such
occasions. He tried to say something, but words failed to co-
operate with him.

“My wife is the leader of the church choir. She used to
listen to your singing in the church. She is a good musician and
has had training abroad. If she hears a voice even for once, she
can judge its quality well.”

“What you are saying is... O God! ...I ... this is too much.”

“Why have you stopped? What I say is that my wife likes
your voice. In her opinion you have a very rich voice.”

“Oh, I can’t just believe this. Is my voice that good? I had
been dumb from childhood. Even now I stammer.”

“Then I appreciate you all the more. Tell me when you can”
visit our house.”

The date for his visit was fixed. After Mr Millholland left
Georgie thought how nice a person he was.

‘Those who can study outside must be quite rich. Isn't it?
Yet they come to invite a poor man like me.” Georgie felt like
crying. ‘Says that my voice is quite good...melodious.’

The day of Georgie’s visit dawned upon a pleasant Winterset
sky. Elaborate preparations had already begun on the previous
day. Carbon dust collected from the hearth was mixed with pork-
oil to polish his shoes till they sparkled. His dress was finely
washed and pressed. He cleansed his hands repehtedly. In spite
of all these preparations there still remained in.Georgie a sense
of imperfection and mild apprehension wien i was on his way
to meet the Millhollands.

Georgie was stuck at the sight of a freshly bloomed jungle
flower in the by-lane that turned towards the Millholland House.
It fluttered and danced in the breeze and looked as if beckoning
him to share its joy of a glorious existence. He held the flower in
his cupped palms and appreciated it. Then he carefully plucked
and softly studded it on his shirt’s button hole. With great
satisfaction, he went ahead to the Millhollands.
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Mr Millholland was waiting for Georgie at the sit-out. He
warmly welcomed him and went inside to call his wife. Georgie
was a little disappointed to see the sparse and simple furnishings
of the living room. Others would have displayed more
extravagance in such a hall!

- ‘Can this be called a living room? This is really empty,’
Georgie was a little disdppointed.

“Oh! What's that?”

Georgie saw a curious piece of furniture in a corner of the
room. It was an old piano. He had only seen one in pictures. He
gingered towards the instrument and then his nimble fingers
danced on its keyboard.

Hearing footfalls behind, Georgie looked back in
embarrassment, “Oh! Don’t stop. Play on. How nicely do your
fingers lend support to your voice? You are a born artist.” It was
the soft voice of Mrs Millholland. Georgie turned back and
looked at her. She is not lavishly dressed up like other rich
women. Once again it was disappointment. She led him to the
chair nearby and said, “Here, let me show you how to play the
piano.”

Mrs Millholland’s trained fingers softly ran along the
keyboard. Soon the room was filled with an enchanting sound
of music. It lightly touched his heartstrings and for a moment
Georgie felt that his ‘little friends’ were dancing in front of him.
The Ozark high ranges magically beckoned him. He had been
swimming and sinking in a medley of memories. The rich and
sonorous voice of Mr Jaegar rang out in his ears, “This earth
belongs to the Lord. Lift up your heart.’

Georgie felt that he had terribly missed something along
the way. An inexplicable agony overwhelmed him. He covered
his face with both the hands. Tears that flowed through his cheeks
trickled along the fingers. Silence filled the large room and for a
moment everything was still.

Mirs Millholland softly touched Georgie’s shoulders and said
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kindly, “I am sorry friend. Indeed sorry.”

“It...it was very beautiful,” he couldn’t say anything further
and remained tight-lipped. She said, “I understand everything
now. I should have thought of this much earlier.”

Georgie felt that he was in the midst of people who could
see everything with open eyes. This thought breezed into Georgie
a whiff of confidence and his diffidence vanished. And fresh
rays of hope were refilled therein. He felt a fresh urge from
resources within telling him to go ahead...

Georgie shared with the Millhollands the sad saga of his
life. In between he narrated to them the bitter experience that
he underwent when he sought admission in the Highland
University. Never before had he availed an opportunity to open
up before some one so frankly. And no one ever heard him so ’
intently.

The Millhollands seriously took his desire to study in a
college and promised to help him. In the evening while parting
he told them that he would return on the following day with
some of his paintings.

Mrs Millholland said, “God has given us spare time so that
we should create something. As long as you are here come and
learn musical lessons from me.”

“Oh definitely. I would only love it. Allow me in return to
prepare a garden in front of the house.” It was a sort of contract.

Spring arrived. And that spring was one of the happiest in
his life. He used to spend all his free time availed from hotel
work, to lay out a garden in front of the Millholland house. He
was seen regularly digging, planting, and tending the garden.
During the remaining time, he learnt musical lessons from Mrs
Millholland.

Georgie’s garden was blooming and his fingers were playing
elegantly on the piano keys. Mrs Millholland’s expectation that
he would learn piano lessons effortlessly was not belied. One of
Georgie’s paintings now adorned the parlour walls of the
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Millholland house. Their guests were full of admiration for the

painting but no one could believe that the black boy who sang

tenor in the church choir drew it.
Georgie became 2 regular visitor to the Millholland
" house. Each evening he narrated his experiences to them in
detail. “Can you do half this work?” Mrs Millholland would ask
her children who had to compulsorily attend these ‘model lessons’
by Georgie.

a

Seeing the various works done skillfully in the Millholland house,
their neighbours offered Georgie lot more works. Everyone knew
well that once Georgie was entrusted with a work it was as good
as done. Mrs Robbins was a neighbour of the Millholland
household. One day Georgie showed her his collection of knitting
works.

“What are you going to do with such a lavish collection?”

“I want to teach my brethren when I get back to my village.”

‘Any skill that is handy should be learnt.” That was Georgie’s
attitude from childhood. ‘As long as there are people like the
Millhollands about me, I would never feel alone.” This feeling
gave him enough strength to face the challenges of life.

Q

It was a sweltering day during the summer vacation. Georgie
was engaged in the garden at the backyard of the Millholland
house. Mrs Millholland called him to be introduced to her
nephew Dan Brown. Georgie was in fact a little annoyed by
the interruption of the work that he was engaged in. Since his
aunt had already briefed Dan about Georgie, he had come
collecting very useful information regarding Georgie's further
education.

Mrs Millholland said, “Look here Georgie, Dan has brought
some good news for you.” Hearing this, Georgie sank down on
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the topmost doorstep. When he saw the glitter in Mrs
Millholland’s eyes, his mind fluttered with expectation. Dan was
intensely looking at his well shaped head, bright face and
searching eyes. ‘Woh! This is different sort of a black boy!’

Without testing Georgie any further Dan told him what
the good news was. “Every one here says that you are very eager
to study in college. I feel that Simpson College is most suitable
for your further studies.”

“What! Simpson College? Why have I not heard about it
before? Where is it? Will they give me admission there? What
do you feel?”

“Wo! What a breathless barrage man! Now listen. This
college is situated in a place called Indianola, in Iowa State.

‘Bishop Mathew Simpson who was the right hand of Abraham-

Lincoln in fighting slavery established it. All his life he fought
against slavery. He had sacrificed a lot in the establishment of
this college. Because of all these and more [ think you will have
no difficulty in getting admission there. I too study there. The
fees quite affordable. Since the town is well developed you can
obviously get some works too. Do you need any further
information now?”

“Are there other black students?” bitter experience
compelled Georgie to ask. “No, so far there’s no one to my
knowledge but I am sure that it won’t be a problem. Bishop
Simpson fought life-long for the black cause. Do you think his
ghost would leave the present authorities there in peace if they
do something against that cause?”

Georgie got up in a hurry and filled his lungs with fresh air.
“‘He had been trying to offload a weight that he had been carrying
in his mind for a long time. At last the door was opened.

“T have heard that the Arts section there is very good. In
that case Georgie can earn more proficiency in Arts subjects.
I'm sure that Georgie has a tremendous interest in painting and
music.”
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“That’s all right. His talent in painting is excellent, but
what I think is...”

“Dan, openly tellyour mind,” Mrs Millholland said with
evident qualms. “I don’t\know how to express it, but see aunt, if
there is any substance in what [ say,” Dan continued.

“Look, I have been coming here for the last several years
and the gardens in front as well as at the backyard of this house
were never the same. How different do they look now? This
spring is different here. This young man’s creative hands are not
meant for merely imitating and reproducing nature on canvas.
They are meant for creation. It is nice to know how to play the
piano and paint occasionally. That's all what I have to say.”
Georgie smiled approvingly.

Q

It was indeed difficult for Georgie to leap into the unknown
once again renouncing the belatedly availed family warmth in
the Millholland household. Who knows whether the experience
that he had in the Highland University College, would not be
repeated elsewhere? Yet, he controlled his apprehensions and
prepared for his onward journey.

After tramping almost thirty miles Georgie clambered on
the steps of Simpson College in one blue morning, two days ahead
of the re-opening. His constant companions, poverty and a
burning desire for knowledge, accompanied him there too!

Q

Now, each dawn had a new meaning for Georgie. Incredibly, the
process of college admission there, happened quite smoothly.
He got lodging facility without boarding. Since he got some odd
jobs here and there, the initial days could somehow be managed.
Tightening his belt, he saved a paltry amount from his meager
earnings. Using up that money, he purchased a washing tub, a
wooden plank, and other accessories for a laundry. With the
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principal’s permission, he opened a laundry in the campus in a
wooden shed that was lying vacant. Dan Brown did a lavish
advertisement campaign for the new ‘venture’. Within a short
while, this laundry became a center of attraction as well as a
‘posh joint’ of the students in the campus. In spite of all such
encouragements Georgie had to face bitter deprivation in the
initial days. One can surmise this from the letters he had sent to
the Millhollands during this period. Once Georgie wrote: “On
many days I existed on animal fat and prayer. Some days only on
prayer.” Anyone, who visited the laundry, could see activities of
washing, pressing and reading going on simultaneously. Darning
of trousers, stitching of buttonholes, and fixing buttons, repairing
of socks and the like were the several works he did skillfully and
enthusiastically in those days.

While Georgie was functioning in the laundry, there used
to be competition among the students to occupy the positions
in front of the laundry. Even while hectically engaged in work,
Georgie used to narrate his experiences with the proficiency of
a mimicry artist. And very often his narration would set off
explosions of laughter. Students liked his laundry for this
reason and his ‘business’ flourished. Within a short while Georgie
began to be known around as a multifarious genius and a bright
student.

Soon Georgie started to learn painting, under Ms E. M.
Bud who headed the Arts Faculty. It didn’t take much time for
her to recognize that his fingers had remarkable agility to paint.
One evening she spoke about Georgie to Mrs Liston, her
friend,“He is a highly talented youngster. If there’s some one to
support him he can become in no time an excellent artist. I had
been observing him for the last several days. He does not accept
any favour from any one without doing something in return. I
paid his fees this time and for the last four days he had been
chipping firewood in my house. His needs are many. I'm afraid
that if he has to struggle for his basic necessities like this his
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talents would wither away before they blossom. Can you do
something for this boy?”

Mrs Liston was ready in a jiffy. In no time she collected
some furniture like a tabld, chair, cot, etc. from her friends. In
this task she enlisted the support of a few other students as well.
Since Georgie was not a guy who accepted favours freely, they
tried to help him indirectly,like dropping a half dollar coin or a
free ticket for programmes through the door-slot. Though he
could not outrightly refuse any such favours, hardly was it known
to any one, that he was enormously grateful to his benefactors.
Georgie's indebtedness to Simpson College was amply clear from
the letter he once wrote to Mrs Millholland, “My ardent desire
to live like an ordinary person, enjoying his rights and duties,
was made possible by Simpson College. For the first time, [ began
to live here like a human being. All these have now enhanced
my self-confidence.”

Q

Georgie completed three years training in drawing and painting
under Ms Bud. Some of his creations of this period, were kept in
the department for a model to the students there (almost twenty-
seven pieces out of those paintings are preserved in the ‘Carver
Arts Collections’ today).

In addition to drawing and painting, he practised music. In
those days, he participated in several functions in the college
lending his melodious voice. He won several citations during
these programmes. More than all the accolades, what gave
happiness to Georgie, was the realisation that his stammer had
considerably been reduced and his speech improved.

Even after acquiring commendable proficiency in Arts, there
remained an inexplicable sense of loss gnawing at Georgie’s being.
He felt like something valuable had been slipping through his
fingers. ‘Is not mere imitation of flowers and trees and drawing
their pictures, like flaying at the face of nature! Does it not
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amount to making a caricature of the reality of creation? How
could I continue doing the same for the rest of my life?’

In order to calm down his restless spirit he began to spend
more time in the laboratory from the following academic year.
Before long his professors said, “Your education here is complete.
We have nothing more to offer you now.” In fact Ms Bud, his
Arts professor, advised him often, “It would be very fine if you
can go to Paris for advanced training in painting.”

Even his own inner stirrings prompted him to go for a life
with Arts. Yet, whenever he looked at his long lean fingers it
reminded him of Mr Jaegar’s words, “These are creative fingers.
They can stir life.”

‘Stirring life does not mean imitating and reducing it into
lines and strokes on canvas. I should definitely do something
different.’

Georgie said goodbye to Simpson College in the year 1891
and got admission in Iowa State College in Ames, which was
well known for botany and agro-chemistry. Ms Bud’s father who
was a professor there made this easy.

Qa

Georgie was now running twenty-seven. There was enough drive
and energy on his tall muscular frame. Since he had enough
money for both tuitions and hostel fees everything seemed to go
well except a minor hitch that was created by the stubborn stand
of the warden that he wouldn’t give admission to any black
student in the hostel boarding and mess.

Mr James Wilson, who later adorned the high rank of the

" US Secretary of State and Cabinet Member, was working in Iowa

State College as director of the ‘United States Experimental
Station’. When he heard about the plight of this black youth he
called him to his office and said quite formally.

“Georgie, you can very well stay in my office.”

Thus by rearranging the office furniture, he found enough
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room to accommodate a cot for Georgie. When the cot was being
brought in through the narrow door, a few scratches marred the
polished frame and shutters by chance. Georgie was looking for
an opportunity to rectify the same. He used to gratefully return
even a small favour in some way possible. It may be either by
tending to the benefactor’s garden, painting his house or by giving
him his best knitting samples. What a tremendous sense of
gratitude that spanned all the three tenses of existence!

He asked Prof. Wilson, “Is there an Arts section in the
college campus?” Wilson’s answer was a counter question, “What
do you mean by Arts section? Do you think that this is an Arts
College?” Georgie went on, “What's wrong to have an Arts
section in every college? How can the students see otherwise
God-given colours? I will establish one day such a place where
students come on their own having been attracted by colours.”

Prof. Wilson glanced at him in admiration and thought,
‘What an extraordinary student’s here! 'm sure that he has
already chartered out his future course of action.’

Prof. Wilson and Georgie remained friends throughout the
rest of their lives. Wilson never ceased to marvel at Georgie’s
achievements. With determination, Georgie remained awake
throughout the night and completely painted those doors and
frames. He also polished the furniture. Once the problem of
residence had been taken care of, what remained was the food
problem. Georgie was not yet lucky to eat in the common mess
chit-chatting with his classmates. He had been given a place in
the corner of the kitchen at the basement. He agreed to this
sort of a humiliating arrangement, only very reluctantly. As a
rumour of this reached the ears of Ms Bud, she quickly delegated
Mrs Liston to Ames with a letter to her father Prof. Bud, as she
herself could not come due to the Semester Examinations. After
Mrs Liston’s visit to Ames, the problem with the ‘mess’ was solved
and Georgie got justice. From the following day, he began to eat
with his friends in the mess.

"End of the Beginning-

h1

Within a week, Georgie altered the cut and style of the
dining hall. His depth of knowledge and humble deportment
endeared him to everyone and soon the little world there began
to revolve around him. A game introduced by Georgie then,
continues to be played in the mess even today. The same has
come to be institutionalised in the mess. If any student wanted
a particular item of food, then he had to ask the same using it’s
scientific term. Suppose, a student wanted sugar, then he had to
ask for ‘C12H22011". If what someone else wanted was potato,
then the term would be ‘solanum tuberosum.’

Naturally, the novices used to get into trouble due to their
non-proficiency in the scientific terms. Therefore, they would
compete with one another to occupy the seats near Georgie.
Naturally, they wanted to spare themselves of compulsory fasting.
Who did not know that Georgie was a living encyclopaedia of
scientific terms?

Georgie studied subjects like Botany, Geology, Chemistry,
and Biology in the new college. He had an extraordinary liking
for Chemistry because satisfactory answers to many of his
questions as to the ‘why’ of things could easily be found in this
subject. Georgie’s interest in the study of Chemistry reinforced
his habit of deeper search in any topic that he undertook to
study.

In between the struggle to keep up his physical existence
and maintain his habit of disciplined studies, he found some
time to respond to the muses’ call in him. In order to express his
natural talents, he used to take part in a lot of cultural
programmes in the college. Once while taking part in a musical
festival in the college, he sang a tender number. One of the
judges present there was the director of the ‘Boston Conservatory
of Music’. Georgie’s melodious and rhythmical performance
impressed him so much that he promised him a scholarship in
music.

Georgie’s aspiration was not to become a musician. He did
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not want to divert his commitment away from his cherished
mission in life. He politely declined the offer. Now, Georgie had
completely won over the, stammer that had been troubling him
from childhood. b

Q

There was a Para-military’unit attached to Iowa State College
that gave the students military training. Georgie got enrolled
himself there even though he had no flair for military service.
Besides, being a black, it was not easy for him to be an officer of
the corps. Yet, his liking for the uniform and musical march past
prompted him to apply for selection.

Georgie had a slight hump on his back as a result of his
continuously bending for years while washing clothes. He looked
like carrying some load on his back while walking. Even the
commanding officer of the Para-military force had often scolded
him for his walking style. Georgie found a way out. He would
keep a sufficiently long wooden staff under his armpits from
behind his back. Then he used to walk two or three miles in
that posture. If he saw a plant variety or a strange stone specimen
on the way, he would only kneel down to examine them without
disturbing the same posture. He never tried to collect them if it
involved bending down.

At the end of the training, Georgie availed the coveted
rank of Captain. This was a rare achievement for any student.
The fact that the first black student of Iowa State College had
won the same, makes it a rarer news. General Lincoln, the trainer
of the corps, was a strict disciplinarian. Congratulating Georgie
for this rare honour he said, “This diligent and worthy student
has achicved the record only by his determination and hard work.
None but himself can claim the credit for this success.”

Q
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Georgie’s inner urge for painting and music used to disturb him
time and again. During the academic break between semesters,
he learned with Ms Bud some advanced lessons in painting. It
was during these days that he gave finishing touches to the ‘Yucca
flower’ that he had seen in the sandy lands of New Mexico and
had drawn sketches on.

Somehow Prof. Wilson got wind of Georgie’s proficiency in
painting. It was Prof. Bud who brought this to his attention and
his admiration in turn was born out of his daughter Ms Bud’s
opinion of Georgie. Yet, Prof. Wilson could not fathom why
Georgie was running after Agricultural Sciences after neglecting
such an inborn talent in him for painting.

At last he asked Georgie one day, “Why can’t you take a
few months off from the college and complete your higher studies
in music and painting?” Georgie replied very politely, “Studies
in Agricultural Sciences would benefit my brethren.”

Prof. Wilson was stumped by this reply. He was immensely
impressed by his student’s grasp of reality as well as his sense of
his future mission. Prof. Wilson’s admiration for Georgie increased
with each passing day.

Everyone knew that Georgie did not accept any favour
without giving something in return. Yet he had to obey often
Prof. Wilson’s orders unquestioningly. Once, when he saw that
Georgie was wearing a pair of worn out shoes, Prof. Wilson gave
a two-dollar coin to him and said, “Georgie, now go and buy a
new pair of shoes. Be quick...quick.” Georgie went out without
any protest.

Q

An ‘All Jowa Arts Exhibition’ was to be held in Cedar Rapids
that year. Prof. Bud talked with Georgie about sending some of
his paintings for the exhibition. Georgie expressed his
helplessness, “I have no means to go to Cedar Rapids and take
part in the competition.”
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How could Georgie’s classmates keep quite? Some of them
went to Georgie’s room. They forcibly brought a disappointed
Georgie out and seated him on a horse cart.

“Hey, tell where you are taking me,” Georgie protested.

“Christmas has come near pal. Come along with us.”

“Why can’t you say where you are taking me? Please let me
get down. I have work to Ho.” Who was in a mood to listen to
Georgie’s protestations’

“Don’t make a scene friend, we know how busy you are.”

Now, Georgie had no way to escape and he sat there quietly.
Then they began to move forward to the town singing Christmas
Carols. Students trickled in small numbers and joined them along
the way. There was an orgy of music and Georgie’s patience was
wearing thin. The passers-by had no hang of what was going on.
At last the procession ended in front of a large ready-made
garment showroom.

“Georgie, come out please. Won't you?”

“Why have you brought me in front of this shop? Look at
me. How awful do I look! Will anyone allow me in?”

“First you come out friend. Then we will listen to your
sermon.”

They had literally lifted Georgie and went inside the shop.
The owner had prior intimation and everything went ahead as
planned.

“Try this,” picking up a grey shaded suit that matched
Georgie’s complexion, the owner said.

Georgie protested, “These antics are too much. I am not
going to buy these clothes.”

No one waited for Georgie’s permission. While those friends
who entered the shop were trying forcibly to put the suit on
Georgie, others outside were creating an orgy of singing songs.
When they found the suit was fit for Georgie they chose a
matching shirt, tic, gloves, a pair of shoes and a hat. When
Georgie was fully dressed up there was a great applause. He was
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seated again on the cart and they resumed singing.

The return procession halted at the gates of Prof. Wilson’s
villa. Prof. Bud too was there to welcome them. Georgie now
understood that they were all part of this ‘conspiracy’!“Sir, while
[ was going to the botanical garden...they...don’t you see what’s
going on?” Georgie pleaded.

“Oh, yes.” Prof. Wilson brushed aside the complaint.

“I had agreed to clean Prof. Brady’s house today.”

Prof. Wilson paid no heed to this and said, “Georgie, today
you are going to Cedar Rapids.” All the students applauded in
approval.

“Georgie, who is here worthier than you to take part in this
competition representing our college? This ticket is for Cedar
Rapids. These are the drawings selected by Prof. Bud as per the
recommendation of his daughter Ms Bud. Prof. Brady has given
his permission quite generously.” '

“How can I repay all these?” Georgie asked them carnestly.

Prof. Wilson said with an air of finality, “You have already
returned these favours and more. Look here, your collegemates
and teachers collected some money now for this purpose and
that is not a big deal. None of these gestures will suffice to
compensate your friendship. Now you go and get ready for the
journey. Best of luck.” Tears welled up in Georgie’s eyes.
Inconsolably he wept saying, “What do I have to repay this
affection of yours?”

Q

What made Georgie endearing to his classmates was his qualities
of self-reliance and depth of character. The trust invested in
him by the State College was not belied. All the four paintings
exhibited in the competition were awarded prizes. Moreover,
his nature sketch ‘Yucca in Mexico’ was short listed for
presentation in the forthcoming World Columbian Exposition
in Chicago.
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Paintings from many famous artists were exhibited in the
World Columbian Exposition. Yet the drawing on the rare
desert flower “Yucca in Mexico’ was awarded a special prize.
All the newspapers pliblished from Iowa State had made a
reverential mention of this painting as well as its artist. More
than any other plaudits he had received elsewhere, Georgie
derived satisfaction frot a small get-together in the corridor
of Prof. Wilson’s villa.

g

Georgie’s childhood experiences had forged in him habits quite
different from other youngsters. Early dawn, while his
companions were in deep slumber, Georgie would have reached
some distant woods or fields for a morning stroll. He used to
derive knowledge about nature directly, while his classmates had
to depend on books for the same. No wonder Georgie was much
ahead of them in studies.

By this time, Georgie became Prof. Wilson's right hand.
Days and nights were not sufficient to finish his works. Georgie
spent the whole of the summer holidays in the supervision of
the botanical garden. He too liked this responsibility. Even after
such works, Georgie found enough time to roam about the woods
nearby.

Dense woods that had innumerable wetlands and marshy
ponds with sifting sands surrounded Ames. Some of them were
deep enough for a man’s height and even an animal could have
easily drowned in it. Georgie had made detailed discussions with
Prof. Wilson regarding these treacherous marshlands and had
prepared a project report on how to drain them out.

One day while Georgie was walking by the marshy woods
slinging a kit on his shoulders and a magnifying glass in hand,
he saw to his surprise a boy playing fearlessly in one of those
dangerous ponds. Georgie called out to him to climb up.
What happened was just the opposite. The boy fell down into
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the pond instead. Georgie sprinted toward the pond side and
lifted him up. While wiping his dirt with his handkerchief Georgie
asked: “Boy, why did you destroy the dwellings of these little
creatures?”

“Dwellings? Did I destroy? What kind of creatures?”

The boy did not understand a word of what Georgie had
said. Seeing his dismay and distress, Georgie explained about
the creatures and showed their dwellings in the burrows of the
marshes.

“Oh really ! Were it not their dwellings that I had been
destroying all this while?”

The boy’s eyes swelled with tears in contrition. Then
Georgie caught a butterfly and showed it to him. When the boy
expressed his desire to possess the butterfly, Georgie freed it and
explained the reason for that too. Then Georgie asked his name.

The boy answered,“Henry Wallace.” He was destined to
adorn one day the exalted position of Vice-President of the
United States of America (1940-1944).

“So you are the son of Prof. Wallace?”

“Yes.” ‘

On the following evening, little Henry waited for Georgie
in the botanical gardens. He had his mother’s permission to stroll
about the woods together with Georgie. He showed little Henry
a rose bush that was regularly tended by him. When he saw red
?lnd yellow flowers in bloom on the same bush, little Henry gaped
in wonderment. Then, Georgie explained in simple language
how plants are grafted, “If the growth of a plant is found stunted
the bud of another plant of the same kind that grows robustly 1r;
that environment, would be grafted to the original plant. That
would enhance it’s quality and growth.”

These ‘friends’ began to walk hand-in-hand by the
woodlands on evenings. Georgie gradually introduced little
Henry to the mysteries of nature. He learned more about grafting
plants from that tender age.
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The friendship between them lasted until the last breath
of Georgie spanning a period of a little more than half a century.
They filled in the gap of mutual absence by inspiring correspon-
dence. In many matters Wallace sought the advice of
Prof. Georgie in later years. Though it was the dedication.of Mr
Henry Wallace that made the ‘Wallace Farm’ a reality in the
Mid-west, Prof. Georgie provided the inspiration behind it. After
becoming the Secretary of Agriculture and then later the Vice
President, once while recalling his childhood experiences Henry
said:

I used to listen to Prof. Georgie Carver on the miracles that
were unfolding in nature every moment as if I were listening
to fairy tales! He gave me ‘eyes’ to look at nature closely. I
don’t claim that I had understood them fully well at that
time. I can say one thing for sure that I am grateful to him
for he showered upon a boy like me the drizzle of his
knowledge. He trusted me amply well.

There was a group of students whom Georgie could not
avoid and later gave up. One day he saw a young student
grimacing with pain. He was turning and twisting about his bc?d.
Georgie went in and inquired about the reason for the pain.
The student was a football player. While playing, he got his foot
sprained and then it was swollen. Georgie asked the stud?nt to
lie prone on his bed. Then he began to run his long lean @gers
from the ankles to the hipbone of the young man. The painful
sprain, that gave him convulsions, soon began to subsifle and
the player had a sound sleep in the night. On the following day
all students were wonderstruck to see the player completely
relieved.

This was enough for the news to spread in the campus
like wild fire. Thereafter Georgie became the authorized
masseur of players. They became Georgie’s ‘admirers’ in no
time. ‘It’s difficult to say what magic is there in Georgie’s
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fingers.” ‘As soon as those long lean fingers touch the sprained
part, the pain disappears.” A long list of eulogies began doing
the rounds in the campus.

Due to higher viscosity, the oil used for massaging the jabbed
muscles of the players was not smoothly spreading and giving
the desired effect. When Georgie brought this to the notice of
the physical instructor he replied that there was no better oil
available. Then Georgie said, “If so, some day I will prepare a
highly refined oil for maximum effectiveness.”

After few years, Georgie Carver succeeded in preparing a
high quality oil from groundnut.

Q

In the year 1894, Georgie had completed his graduation in
science from lowa State College. The convocation ceremony
was the recognition of his hard work. Mrs Liston came from
Indianola to attend the function. Ms Bud and his Simpson
College friends sent presents and bouquets with her. Georgie’s
eyes swelled with gratitude to this outpouring of affection by
his old friends. The thought that there are at least a few
kindred souls in this large world to share his happiness on his
success encouraged him. He took a fresh flower from one of
the bouquets and fixed it on the lapel of his coat. During the
rest of his life that slot never remained vacant in the absence
of a flower. Always a fresh flower resplendently nestled there
as a memento of the camaraderie he had experienced on the
convocation day. One has to learn from Georgie how to
cherish a symbol of love!

Within a short span that followed, Georgie made giant
strides in his career. Some of his drawings had been selected for
the World Colombian Exposition in 1893. He began to be known
as a highly talented young man of Iowa. Further, he became the
first black officer of the United States Officers’ Reserve.

When Georgie stepped on the dais to receive his scroll of
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honour, the applause of his friends and their parents deafened
the convocation hall. When he received this rare recognition,
he experienced an untold ecstasy and a sense of fulfilment. After
the function was over, ht came back to his room. Behind closed
doors he knelt before the spinning wheel of his mother and
drowned in her sad memories.

‘Oh...if my motherwere with me! She would have been
mad with joy and would have kissed me forgetting herself.’

This was a crucial moment when he acutely felt his
irreversible orphan-state.

‘“Where must be my mother now?’

It was difficult to say how long he had remained there
engrossed in the memories of his mother. The Millhollands, Prof.
Bud, Ms Bud, Mrs Liston, the Martins and Prof. Wilson—the
list of those who played their respective roles in this unique
achievement goes on. Each one of them helped Georgie
according to each one’s capacity. Knowingly or unknowingly they
were instrumental in shaping his personality. Georgie
remembered them with gratitude.

It was getting dark. Prof. Wilson came searching for Georgie.
He was unaware of all this. Prof. Wilson pushed the door gently
and waited. He could sense where in the room Georgie could
be. He knew what would be Georgie’s feelings. He made his
presence felt. Georgie lit a lamp and came to the door. Prof.
Wilson asked, “Why do you remain here all alone? My wife has
invited you for dinner tonight. Don’t you want to hear the good
news!? You are selected as a member of the Faculty of Science.”

The lamp fell down from Georgie’s shaky hand. It broke
into picces. Prof. Wilson sensed Georgie’s state of mind. He
too was becoming emotional. He said, “Let it remain. Don’t be
upset.”

“What! What have you told me just now?” Georgie’s voice
cracked.

Then Prof. Wilson said categorically, “What you've heard
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is perfectly true. You are appointed from today as a faculty
member. You can hereafter start teaching botany in the college
and supervise your dear botanical gardens.”

Georgie could not believe his ears. This was a rare honour
for any student whether white or black? Becoming a faculty
member of Jowa State College was not a mean achievement.

“The horizon was expanding. This whole earth belongs to
the Lord. To deserve the earth one has to cross the horizon.’

Q

Before long, Georgie started research under Prof. Wallace. It
was a presage to the agricultural revolution that was to be
unfolded in the near future. The days when soil, vegetation and
mankind would co-exist were at hand. Prof. Wallace cautioned
his brilliant student,“As long as the layer of topsoil is safe, the
tuture of the nation too is safe.”

Then on, this master-disciple two-some began their crusade
to save the topsoil on earth’s crust.

Georgie chose ‘Mycology’ or ‘Fungi Studies’ as his subject
for post-graduation. It was under Prof. Pamel that he continued
his research. For his mycology studies Georgie had collected
roughly about twenty thousand samples of plants and fungi.
Georgie’s fame for his deep knowledge began to spread far and
wide. Scientific journals recognized patents for the authentic
and original studies conducted by him. Acceptability for
Georgie’s original research findings is evident from the fact, that
it was from Georgie Carver, that once Prof. Bud quoted for
authenticity in one of his articles published in the Iowa State
Register.

Georgie left no stone unturned to deserve his master’s
confidence. He criss-crossed villages of lowa State, campaigning
to create awareness among the villagers on various fungi that
affected plants. The language he used was so simple that cven
the illiterate villagers could easily understand.
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The stammering boy of Diamond Grove had now grown
tall and capable of disseminating knowledge to the villagers of
[owa! "

Georgie obtained*M. S., the highest degree in Agricultural
and Bacterial Botany in 1896. This was the end of a beginning!

al

FREEDOM STRICKEN

Slavery had been abolished in the United States of America by
the Emancipation Proclamation of December 1865, which laid
the official stamp on black liberation. A whole generation of
illiterate and helpless black population was now free
constitutionally, on paper.

Those who were slaves till a day before had no other
meaning for life except to obey orders and work in seamless
cotton plantations. They were born in slavery that had lasted
two and a half centuries and had been brought up in oppression.
How could one expect them to become all of a sudden capable
of enjoying the unexpectedly gained freedom? For a forty-lakh
strong black population, this newly dawned freedom created
more problems than possibilities. _

It was not easy for them to ensure the fulfilment of their
basic necessities of life—food, clothing and housing. No one so
far had taught them to plan for the future. Their owners could
sell or purchase them in the market at their whims and fancies
till a day before. Neither a family set up nor an institution of
marriage existed amongst them. Their masters separately owned
their women folk, making a permanent family set up practically
impossible. It was no wonder that the newly found freedom had
brought a whole generation of blacks to the streets.

The condition of the newly freed blacks was similar to that
of a patient whose operation had been successful, but there was
no one to take charge of the post-operational care.
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Constitutionally they were free to live at par with the whites. Yet
in reality they had to try to cross the wide gap that existed between
them and the whites. .

These newly freed* people had to face a number of
problems—needs of shelter, education, a proper institution of
marriage, upward mobility and the like. They knew nothing apart
from cotton picking. They had no land of their own. No
education. No gainful employment. Some of them were in their
seventies and eighties. They had never left their farms. Where
could they go in the evening of their lives?

The newly freed blacks had not really grasped what was
meant by freedom. A vast majority of them went back to their
former masters. The painful irony that underlined the situation
was that they had to pawn their newly availed freedom for half
a bowl of gruel!

A good number of them considered concepts of freedom,
education, etc. was only the means of escaping from hard work.
Accordingly many of them turned their faces away from hard
work and eked out a humiliating living. Speaking Latin or Greek
impressively and learning trades like commerce, banking or the
like were considered signs of greatness by many of them. Since
the newly freed black society got entangled in politics, much
before they became self-reliant, their socio-economic progress
got stunted from the beginning.

The ‘cotton barons’ traditionally held political sway over
the Southern States. Endlessly vast plantations in the South
depended on the free labour of the blacks. Gradually the
Southern culture got embedded in the system of slavery.
Ironically, the Southern whites quoted the Biblical references
to slavery that existed in ancient Egypt and Greece as lame
justifications to bolster the continuation of the evil system in
America. The cotton mills of the Northern States depended on
the uninterrupted flow of cotton from the south. So they winked
at the system of slavery, and conveniently ignored it’s evil reality.

[
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The Federal Government, which won the civil war,
established ‘Reformed Governments’ in Southern States and
‘Freedmen’s Bureau’ was formed to support the complete
emancipation of the newly freed blacks.

Though slavery had been abolished by the 13" amendment
of the constitution, the whites as a whole belicved the blacks to
be an inferior race. Therefore they were reluctant to do anything
that would find a lasting solution to the question of racial
discrimination by restoring ‘racial equality’. Accordingly, the
blacks continued to experience severe ethnic bias even in
Northern metropolises like New York, Chicago and Detroit.

In order to dismantle the Southern discriminatory laws and
restore equality, the ‘Freedmen’s Bureau’ presented a new bill in
the House of Representatives. The content of this bill was that
those who were born in the United States of America and lived
currently within the jurisdictions of their own respective states,
would be American citizens even while they continue to be the
citizens of their respective states. The main intention of this bill
was to protect the citizenship of the blacks absolutely intact.

In the year 1868 seven Southern States including Alabama,
Georgia and Florida joined the United States of America. The
bill presented by the ‘Freedmen’s Bureau’ was passed as the 14®
amendment to the Constitution.

The blacks who were for the first time enfranchised, received
more attention and importance in their respective assemblies.
The Northern whites who migrated to the South to shape their
political future also got more influence in the legislative councils
there. The foray of the undeclared coalition of the Northern
whites and that of the newly freed blacks, left the Southern whites
a clear minority in their own States. No wonder they became
helplessly bitter as they lost the legal backing of the old system.
In certain respects, ordinary whites in the South were as unfree
as the blacks. No wonder they began venting their spleen on the
defenceless blacks in their frustration. In their attempt to win
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back their lost influence they used aggressive tactics and illegal
means. Theybecame insensitive to arson, looting, mayhem and
massacre. The Southern States were in the throes of an upheaval.
The black community whs hard hit as they had been caught in
the heat and dust of the crossfire.

Unfortunately, some glaring lapses in a lax interpretation
given to the 14% Amendment bill by the US Supreme Court,
unwittingly poured oil to the fire that heated the already
simmering racial cauldron. Even though its application was limited
to the jurisdiction of the Federal Government, it unintentionally
drew a narrow limit to the emerging contours of black freedom.
In this confused scenario, colour prejudice reigned in the
Southern States with an all time vigour and viciousness.
Segregation in schools, public transports and social gatherings
continued to be more rampant and unbearable. This triggered
racial hatred among the populace there. Even in the armed forces
racial discrimination was quietly connived at and conveniently
tolerated. In short the 14* amendment to the Constitution won
political freedom for the blacks without social equality and made
their lives bitter and unbearable.

Even though, many blacks were elected to the House of
Representatives, all other avenues of progress remained closed

for them. They were continuously boycotted in all other spheres.

Many of the blacks who were elected to the House of
Representatives were appointed lieutenant governors and even
governors. Ironically, once their terms in the house ended many
of them had to do manual labour in order to eke out a mere
living. Lack of required skills for any sort of gainful employment
or trade hampered their reasonable living.

Dr. Washington records an incident in his book ‘Up from
Slavery':

Once while I was touring the Southern states, I passed by

a building that was under construction. I heard a mason

calling out for bricks for the continuation of his work in

an upper—floor:

Freedom Stricken ’ 67

‘Governor, bring up the bricks fast.’

I was intrigued by such repeated calls. Necessary
inquiries later revealed that this ‘governor’ was a black man
who was an elected representative in a previous election.
Unfortunately, when his term ended, the only means of
livelihood he found was manual labour.

A good number of black brethren who were elected from
reserved black constituencies faced similar destiny. Further, due
to illiteracy and lack of experience in administration, they
committed many blunders endangering their progress.

Very few whites having good will tried to understand the
sad plight of the blacks. They saw that only vocational education;
not mere bookish knowledge, would unlock the true potential
of the black youth. They had to be convinced that if equal
opportunities and enough encouragement were provided the
blacks wouldn’t be far behind anyone. There was indeed enough
black talent yearning to break free, if given the right opportunity.

A few white leaders came forward to draw and direct the
inherent strengths of the blacks into creative and productive
channels. They set up a handful of educational institutions.

General Armstrong who led the ‘black platoon’ during the
civil war, opened the ‘Hampton Normal and Industrial Institute’
in Virginia State keeping in mind the above ideals. Many black
youth got educated there. A few brilliant graduates among them
completed their teachers’ training also in the same institute.

Then, one day, General Armstrong received a letter from
“Tuskegee village in Alabama:

“We wish to open a school for blacks here. Please send us a
white teacher.”

General Armstrong immediately replied:

“Not white. I am sending a black teacher instead. His name

is Booker.T.Washington.”
aa
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In the year 1832, there emerged in the rural heartlands of
Alabama State, a freshly developing settlement called Tuskegee.
The bustling village consisted of a cluster of about two thousand
hutments of different sizes and shapes. Blacks formed more than
half of the population of that rural community. Louis Adams,
who had been just emancipated from slavery and George
Campbell, who once owned a number of slaves, had together
taken initiative to open a school there for black children. It was
for this school that they had requested General Armstrong for a
white teacher.

In response to their appeal, General Armstrong sent to
Tuskegee a young and energetic black teacher who had only
recently graduated from Hampton School. He was Booker. T.
Washington.

Booker. T. Washington lit the lamp of knowledge in
Tuskegee on 4% of July 1881 and thus ‘Tuskegee Normal and
Industrial School for Negroes’ came into being.

Q

This maiden venture had its start from a dilapidated church

building with a team of thirty black students. They belonged to

all age groups, say from fourteen to sixty. Once, while Washington

inquired about the background of one of the students, he said

that he was born in Virginia and was sold in Alabama in 1845.
“How many of you are there?”
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“Five of us. Myself, my brother and three mules.”

The black community did not know how to utilise the
freedom that they had lately availed. In order to lead a simple
and normal life they had to get rid of this burden of ignorance.
They had to be educated. Washington believed that it was the
responsibility of graduates like him.

Washington wrote in his book ‘Up from Slavery’:

They must be taught that their works must be completed as

per planning, the students must be given an opportunity to

absorb learning step by step. We are avoiding to face the
reality by saying, ‘we had worked hard in slavery. Why
should we work hard now, when we are free?’

“It was not an easy task for those students who had
till then suffered slavery. We have hardly any past history,
no family name to be kept aloft by perseverence, and our
ancestral lineage did not go beyond mothers. This has to
be changed for our next generation. They should inherit
family names and families of their own from us. They should
feel proud of their heritage. Responsibility for all these rests
on students like us. And to fulfil that ideal I joined Tuskegee
instead of entering politics.

By the end of 1881, Washington purchased a plot of about
100 acres for $500. Money for this deal was completely provided
by General Armstrong. Within a year the number of students
in Tuskegee swelled to fifty and Washington’s dreams grew by
leaps and bounds. Washington inspired the students to turn

_his dreams to reality. “There is dignity in working for onc’s

own regeneration than to be crushed under economic or social
slavery.” To express these ideas more effectively to his students
Washington himself came forward with muttock and spadc.
Students of Tuskegee received training in various trades side
by side with learning. They were taught skills in carpentry,
pottery, and the arts of making cotton mattresses and pillows,
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cobbling shoes, managing brick kilns and in many other useful
trades.

Once Washington agd his students made strenuous efforts
in setting up a brick kiln for days on end. All efforts came to
naught. Shortage of funds was the regular feature. As a final
effort to pool the necessary fund for fuel, Washington pawned
his watch. This time the kiln worked but the watch disappeared
forever. No regrets.

People living in the vicinity were impressed by the
buildings students had erected under Washington’s guidance.
And the students enjoyed for the first time in their life the
pleasure of staying in buildings they themselves constructed.
The price they had to pay for those achievements were quite
heavy.

Often they had to undergo deprivations of all kinds
including starvation. If it was due to shortage of provisions on
one occasion, some other time it might be due to the alternate
use of the firewood meant for cooking in urgently heating the
brick kilns. Tuskegee lore was replete with such incidents of grit
and gumption. They bounced back each time when they were
beset with adversity. Strong enthusiasm and unflinching
determination had enabled them to complete the construction
of the buildings in the campus. They never allowed adversity to
cripple their will to go on.

Soon the students became experts in brick making. Bricks
made in the kilns of Tuskegee campus acquired more demand
outside. Inquiries and orders poured in from all directions. It
was heartening to see in course of time that the items made in
the campus such as doormats, mattresses, slippers, etc. were
found on display in various markets of the state.

As demand in those goods increased there was felt a
shortage of handcarts to transport the materials to far away
markets. The school had no funds to buy them. Washington
and his students solved this problem with a rare ingenuity. Before
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long, handcarts made in Tuskegee campus were in high demand
all over the markets.

One of the emancipated slaves had taught the students
how to make knives and forks. It was Louis Adams who had
taught them the art of making utensils. Washington’s brother
John, who too was from Hampton, helped the students to develop
the art of bee-keeping and honey began to be served in the plates
of students in Tuskegee!

The only devices that the blacks had at their disposal for
survival were their physical prowess and ability to work hard.
They had a luminous dream and undying faith that one day
they would be able to live at par with the whites but survival till
then was most crucial. The Constitutional amendment had given,
them freedom on a silver platter. Ironically, many intervening
circumstances kept their freedom in abeyance. They had to prove
themselves worthy of that freedom in order to enjoy it.

The dilemma of the blacks was that while biding their time
for equal opportunity, they had to take care of their survival.
They required physical strength, specialized skills, something to
exchange or some gainful employment in order to manage their
daily living while planning their ultimate prosperity.

Washington never allowed his students to become mere
bookworms mugging up subjects like commerce, banking, etc.
in their craze to imitate the higher society. He continued his
efforts in shaping up a cadre of educated youth and specially
chosen teachers from among them who could readily tighten
their sashes and spearhead the task of uplifting their

downtrodden brethren.

“The ultimate purpose of teaching various trades in
Tuskegee institute, was to fulfil our needs. We neceded an
expertise in trades and crafts, if we wanted to dig our heels more

" deeply in the society. We were not ready to depend on others in

fulfilling the needs that we could ourselves work out.”
From the very beginning, ‘Tuskegee Ncgro School” had
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tendency not to live away from the society outside. On the con-
trary, Washington eloquently expressed through his words and
deeds that if the schoo] and the village worked together both
would benefit from each’other’s works.

The system of discipline there in Tuskegee, was
praiseworthy. In that effort, Washington did not condone any
kind of indiscipline there. Because of all these reasons, the
villagers looked upon the school with a kind of reverential regard.

Due to the proximity of the school, Tuskegee was
transformed into one of the reasonably developing and expanding
villages in Alabama. The tireless efforts of Tuskegee students
spurred the growth of cottage industries all around. As a result
of all these, Tuskegee graduated into a bustling little township.

The meaningful struggles of the inmates of the Tuskegee
school and their outcome upheld dignity of labour.

Washington soon hit upon a brilliant idea. It was to start a
night school. According to him, the shortage of money should
not be a stumbling block to hard working and ambitious students.
“Work during the day and learn by night’ was a novel idea at
that time. A student who had worked about ten hours a day in
the campus, would be given free education by night. This process
was indeed a ‘baptism by fire’ for the true scholar. Those who
proved their mettle in the challenge had attained their goals.
Those who worked sincerely were given their clothes, beds, and
books free of charge as incentive. Any money left was credited
to their accounts in the bank.

It was the prevailing tradition there to transfer a night
scholar into day school once enough money would be credited
to his account. Washington took special care in the case of these
hardworking students. This was necessary to prevent them from
going astray and for retaining their interest in studies.

Q
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The curriculum of Tuskegee school was thoroughly aimed at the
basic development of the students’ personality. There was no
compromise on hygiene. They had to be taught in detail even
the basic lessons in hygiene such as how to brush their teeth,
how to take bath, how to wash and keep their clothes clean,
and even how to wear them properly.

The students had to get up at 5.00 AM on hearing the rising
bell. The night bell was at 9.30 pM. In between there were
seventeen bells, each having it’s own meaning and reason. As
soon as they got up, they had to do their beds and clean their
respective dormitories. After the morning chores they gathered
in the refectory as the bell goes for breakfast. They had to eat
completely whatever food was served there. There Were 0ccasions -
when food was not adequately served due to shortage of
provisions. That apart, discipline was not at all compromised
even during such lean times! Life in early days of Tuskegee, went
through bitter struggles and deprivations. Yet the ambience that
existed there was one of courage and determination.

(.

There were innumerable responsibilities on Washington’s
shoulders. Those who heard about his great expectations and
dreams thought that they were impossible to be translated into
reality. Failure in this experiment would have been disgraceful.
In order to ward off such a massive misfortune, he encouraged
his students to work to their top-notch capacity.

Washington stressed on the personality development of the
students so that they should not be objects of ridicule anywhere
in the outside world. The students of Tuskegee were expected
to keep up a high standard of conduct. Unlike other schools
there were no white teachers here to look after these things.
Tuskegee school was run by the blacks for the blacks. There
existed no kind of discrimination against female students or staff.
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Washington was extremely careful to impart practical training to
students together with instruction.

The purpose of education had already been defined as the
physical, mental and spiritual development of the students.
Washington had successfully accorded dignity to physical labour.
He encouraged students to use more physical skills and less
mechanical energy. Envisaging that Tuskegee school would one
day become an inevitable part of the social fabric of Alabama,
Washington continued his activities.

Washington had a vision while he embarked on this
educational venture that those who had been taught and trained
in Tuskegee should utilize their knowledge and strength for the
upliftment of their downtrodden brethren. He had helped to
deepen a conviction in their minds that the upliftment of the
black society was their moral responsibility.

Washington's ceaseless efforts and sacrifices for the students
fructified in course of time. Those who passed out from the
institution, after having completed their education, were fired
up by the same burning zeal that Washington had cherished in
himself:

‘I too will establish a school like this in my village’.

As recognition to the tireless service done to Tuskegee for
the past fifteen years and for being the anchorman of black
destiny, Harvard University honoured Washington with an
honorary doctorate. The past fifteen years saw the rising of about
forty elegant buildings in the campus. The buildings were
constructed by the students using the bricks they themselves
baked.

Q

Dr. Washington was invited to speak in a meeting conducted
under the auspices of ‘Atlanta Cotton State and Industrial
Exposition’. It was for the first time in the history of USA that a
black person had been invited to deliver a prominent address to
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an audience of only whites! This became a topic of discussion
throughout the country. Can anyone imagine a black teacher
sharing the dais with white leaders, that too in the presence of
the American President Cleveland? Never happened before!

Dr. Washington knew very well his responsible role at this
juncture and how it was one of the defining moments for black
survival. He knew that it would create rumblings in the country
and so he did his preparations thoroughly well before his
departure for Atlanta.

Dr. Washington’s address created a flutter all over the
country. It was the first attempt of it’s kind to give the black
voice space. For the first time in history, the hopes and
frustrations of a whole generation of blacks were so v1v1dly

paraded. Washington appealed for brotherhood.

After this event, Washington got several opportunities to
expose the black-woes in front of a wide world without bitterness
but in a spirit of reconciliation. Those who supported the black
cause, liberally strengthened Dr. Washington’s hands. He held
lecture tours and organised fund raising campaigns. He presented
the good works done in Tuskegee in front of audiences and
brought his difficulties to their notice. He succeeded in getting
funds for the school. Soon, he came to be known as an orator
and educationist who had given a new dimension to education
and elevated his brethren from degradation to full human dignity.

Dr. Washington, who had tirelessly worked for the
betterment of the society for the past fifteen years, helplessly
stumbled on the jaws of a problem. It was not a personal one but
a unique development that was threatening the Southern States
as a whole.

a

As the European States had passed stringent laws against slavery,
slave traders spread their tentacles in the South of America.
The commodity here again was the same—the ignorant and
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helpless black from Africa. Human energy from the slaves was
the staple fodder for the expanding ‘Cotton Empire’. Free labour
and high prices for cotton fattened the money bags of the ‘cotton
barons’ of the South. They were amassing wealth and the black
slaves were suffering from the attrition.

"The Southern farmers were blinded by the glitter of lucre
they amassed this way. “More cotton, more money’ was their
motto. They competed with one another in bringing more and
more green zones under cultivation. They used the same free
labour for deforestation. After cutting the bushes they burned
even their roots. Very often, these greedy violations of ecology,
used to go out of hand and engulfed the remaining greenery in
forest fires.

The greed and lust of the ‘cotton kings’ debilitated Alabama.
This exhaustive annihilation of greenery was unbearable for her.
In the raging wind and manically pouring rain, the topsoil of
Alabama’s low-lying land was getting washed out into the sea.
There were no trees to hold the soil. Alabama lost the occasions
of a cool pleasure of wetness given to her by the dripping dew-
drops. The course of monsoon turned erratic. She had to face
an onrush of incessant rains that wounded and outraged her
modesty. Desolation began to grip Alabama. Natural substances
of the vegetation was drained into the sea. In order to compensate
this deficiency, costly fertilizers containing nitrogen, potassium
and phosphoric acid were required.

‘Cotton mania’ was at it’s peak and the cultivators lost their
discretion. No one was ready to think about the day after.
Wearing blinkers of dollar notes, everyone moved to the brink
of disaster.

The blacks had relentlessly toiled for two and a half
centuries to enrich the Southern States of America. They had
no share in the profit. They didn’t even have a patch of land
that could be called their own. A legal provision that the blacks
would be given forty acres of land and three mules per family
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was not yet implemented due to some technical snags. Had that
provision been implemented the condition of the blacks would
have been more tolerable. It didn’t happen so.

When the landlord snapped his fingers, a black had to
cultivate cotton even to the threshold of his cabin. The blacks
who danced to the tunes of the landlords saw no silver lining yet
in their lives. They neglected the cultivation of consumables
and the resultant shortage badly deprived the hard working
blacks of their nourishment. Depressed and listless they were
sinking to the bottom of desperation. Not only the blacks, but
also the poor white farmers in South, were the victims of this
sorry state of affairs. .

Alabama, which was once a lush green forest of plentiness,
was now a land of eroded soil and a home for desperate people.
They were marching on their way to destruction by causing
deforestation and incessantly cultivating cotton.

A ‘redeemer’ was urgently needed to pull back Alabama,
nay the whole of South, from the brink of distruction.

aa



