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SLIDE 1	Title Page – (OPEN AS PEOPLE ARRIVE)

W W		Welcoming Remarks

B W	AMAZING GRACE
		Stories of Personal Transformation
		from Slavery to the Present Day

B M		Amazing grace! (How sweet the sound!)
		That sav’d a wretch like me!
		I once was lost, but now am found
		Was blind, but now I see.

W M		The power and resonance of this song, Amazing Grace, that after two centuries still attracts and touches the hearts of so many, so deeply, is based in its second word: Grace.

SLIDE 2 		Grace

B W 		The word “grace” means undeserved assistance from God by reason of His love for us. It also refers to our own moral strength.

W W		The beauty and the magic of grace is the power of personal transformation. Beyond mere hope — it promises renewal: individuals will become new individuals; nations will become new nations. Indeed, our entire world will be a new and different world. It holds the promise that “...all created things may be regenerated and made new.”

SLIDE 3	Man struggles to push boulder

B M	For 400 years, we have struggled in this country with prejudice and racism. What is it about this problem that is so difficult for us? Why have we seemed unable to make lasting progress?

W M	Let us take you on a journey woven from the threads of poems, stories, journal entries, sacred writings — a journey through time, pain, suffering, and ultimately, triumph — a journey comprised of the lives of individuals and peoples who have struggled and ultimately achieved, transformation — attained grace.

B W	Those individuals are us.

W M	They are you and me.

B M 	They are our daughters and sons who will come after us.

W W	They are the hope of a new world now becoming. 

B W		O Children of Men! Know ye not why we created you all from the same dust? That no one should exalt himself over the other. Ponder at all times in your heart how ye were created. Since we have created you all from one same substance, it is incumbent on you to be even as one soul, to walk with the same feet, eat with the same mouth and dwell in the same land, that from your inmost being, by your deeds and actions, the signs of oneness...may be made manifest.

SLIDE 4	John Newton

B M		The Story of John Newton, Part 1

W W 		In 1725 in England, John Newton was born to a devoted, religious mother. After her death when he was but seven years old, he was raised by a tough, seafaring father. Despite loving lessons at his mother’s knee, John grew into a rebellious, contentious young man of loose morals.
	Newton became a sailor like his father before him, and as a teenager on board his first ship he fell in with the worst of his shipmates and developed a particular “talent” for cursing.

B W		One day while in port in London, Newton was “press-ganged”, (forced against his will), onto the HMS Harwich, bound for the East Indies. His violent outbursts of anger, his insults, and the disruption he caused on board, led the captain of the Harwich to trade him to the crew of a slave ship.

B M		The trade was welcomed by Newton; he was happy to be away from his former captain, and it didn’t concern him that he’d serve on a ship whose cargo was kidnapped human beings. 

W W		Like many seafarers, Newton kept a journal. A prolific writer, his logs and journals gave the first important account of life at sea in the slave trade. He wrote:
				
W M		With our ships the great object of a vessel is to be full. A ship is calculated to hold from 220 to 250 slaves. The slaves line two rows —one above the other on each side of the ship, close to each other like books upon a shelf. I have known them so close that the shelf would not easily contain one more. And I have known a white man sent down to lay them in these rows to the greatest advantage, so that as little space as possible might be lost. 
		Usually about 2/3 of a cargo are males. When 150 or 200 strong men are torn from their native land, and who often bring with them an apprehension that they are about to be eaten, it is not to be expected that they will tamely resign themselves to their situation. It is always taken for granted that they will attempt to gain their liberty, if possible. Accordingly, as we dare not trust them, we receive them on board from the first, as enemies.

B M		Yet the Bible asserts that God “hath made of one blood all nations of men.” 

SLIDE 5	Robert Hayden

W W 		Excerpts from Middle Passage, by Robert Hayden, the first Poet Laureate of the United States

B W		It’s ironic that slave ships had names like Jesus, Estrella, which means “Star” in Spanish, Esperanza, which means “Hope” in Spanish, Mercy and other similarly positive names. Hayden wrote: 

B M 		Their bright ironic names like jests of kindness on a murderer’s lips.

W W		Jesus, Estrella, Esperanza, Mercy

B W		Sails flashing to the wind like weapons,
		sharks following the moans 
		the fever and the dying;
		horror the corposant and the compass rose.

W W 		Middle Passage: voyage through death to life upon these shores.

W M		10 April 1800
		Blacks rebellious. Crew uneasy. Our linguist says their moaning is a prayer for death, ours and their own. Some try to starve themselves. Lost three this morning — leaped with crazy laughter to the waiting sharks — sang as they went under.

W W		Desire, Adventure, Tartar, Ann
					
B W		Standing to America, bringing home
		black gold     black ivory     	black seed

B M		Deep in the festering hold thy father lies,
		of his bones New England pews are made,
		those are altar lights that were his eyes.

W W		Jesus Savior    Pilot Me
		Over   Life’s   Tempestuous   Sea

W M		We pray that Thou wilt grant, O Lord, safe passage to our vessels bringing heathen souls unto Thy chastening.

B M		Deponent further sayeth that

W M		The Bella J left the Guinea coast with cargo of five hundred blacks and odd for the barracoons of Florida:
	That there was hardly room ‘tween-decks for half the sweltering cattle stowed spoon-fashion there; that some went mad of thirst and tore their flesh and sucked the blood:
	That Crew and Captain lusted with the comeliest of the savage girls kept naked in the cabins; that there was one they called “The Guinea Rose” and they cast lots and fought to lie with her.
	That when the Bo’s’n piped all hands, the flames spreading from starboard already were beyond control...	
	...the negroes howling and their chains entangled with the flames:
	That the burning locks could not be reached, that the Crew abandoned ship, leaving their shrieking negresses behind, that the Captain perished drunken with the wenches:

B M		Further Deponent sayeth not.

B W		Middle Passage:  Voyage through death to life upon these shores.

SLIDE 6	Slave sale 

W W		Trading of Enslaved Females

W M		African-American women were bought and sold during the days of slavery, with or without their families. Slave owners are said to have frowned upon this practice, and defenders of slavery denied that it happened at all. 

B W		But it happened! History tells us that the selling and buying of slaves occurred most often when the master died or during times when he was financially stressed. Following are examples of an actual bill of sale and an authentic letter seeking to purchase an enslaved Negro girl.

B M		Letter to Mr. E. H. Stokes

	W W		I am anxious to buy a small healthy negro girl —
		(I would like a dark Mulatto)
		ten or twelve years old,
		and would like to know if you could 
		let me have one —
		I will pay you cash...
		I will take her on trial of a few weeks.
		Please let me hear from you as soon as possible,
		Describing the girl and stating the price.
		
W M		Signed, 	

W W		Mrs. B.L. Blankenship,...Nottoway House, VA”

B W		Bill of Sale of Mr. Abraham Van Vleek

B M		1 Faning Mill		$17.25
		1 Red face Cow	13.25
		1 Yearling calf	4.25
		1 Plough		1.60
		1 Wench Nam. Eve & Child	156.00
		8 Fancy Chairs	9.25
		1 Looking Glass.   
		10 Table Spoons,
		6 Silver Table Spoons
		1 teapot			35.12 ½	

		Total			$236.18 ½ 

W M	 	Children of Men! Know ye not why We created you all from the same dust? That no one should exalt himself over the other.

SLIDE 7	Sarah Grimke

B W		Testimony of Sarah Grimke, South Carolina Abolitionist	

W W	A handsome mulatto woman, about 19 years of age, whose independent spirit could not brook the degradation of slavery, was in the habit of running away. For this offense she had been repeatedly sent to be whipped at the Charleston workhouse. 

B W	And before I’ll be a slave I’ll be buried in my grave...

W W 	This had been done with such inhuman severity as to lacerate her back in a most shocking manner: a finger could not be laid between the cuts.

B W	And go home to my Lord and be free.

B M		But the love of liberty was too strong to be extinguished by torture, and as a last resort, she was whipped several times, and kept a close prisoner by placing around her neck a heavy iron collar with three prongs projecting from it. A strong and sound front tooth was extracted to serve as a mark to describe her in case she should escape.
	Her sufferings were agonizing. She could lie in no position but on her back, which was sore from the whippings. Her only place of rest was the floor.

W M		This took place in a family where the mistress daily read the Scriptures and assembled her children for family worship. The mistress was accounted a charitable woman and tender-hearted to the poor.
	And yet this suffering slave, who was the seamstress of the family, was continually in the mistress’ presence, sewing or engaged in other household work, with her lacerated and bleeding back, her mutilated mouth and heavy iron collar, [yet the mistress showed] no feelings...of any compassion at all.

B M		Amazing grace! (How sweet the sound!)
		That sav’d a wretch like me!
		I once was lost, but now am found
		Was blind, but now I see.		

SLIDE 8	Harriet Tubman

W W		Harriet Tubman, born into slavery in Maryland, succeeded in her escape to freedom. But she wasn't content only to have secured her own liberty. Oh no, at great risk, she returned to Maryland at least thirteen times to guide enslaved family and friends to freedom. As a “conductor” on the Underground Railroad she became known as the “Moses” of her people. Harriet Tubman took on many roles during the Civil War where she became the first woman to lead an armed military raid. In her later years she also extended her activism to the suffragist movement.

W M		She Had A Dream, The Story of Harriet Tubman, by Terre Ouwehand

B W		I never run my train off the track
			and I never lost a passenger!

			I, personally, conducted many friends
			and family out o' misery!...And that's not all—
			I was a scout for the Union Army,
			and a spy!...and a nurse, too...

B M		You see,
			She had a dream — when she was only
			a young woman,

B W		workin' 'long side
			the men in the fields...fields
			the color o' snow, pure and cool and white,
			a fine, invitin' white quilt —
			with the devil's own face a-patterned
			in it! — spittin' cotton seed and laughin' —
			a dark, deceivin', marrow-curdlin' laugh —
			and the heat o' hell smolderin' up
			from beneath his snow-white mantel...

W W		But she had her dream, that she dreamed
			and dreamed 

B W		and sometimes I saw it
			when I was awake — I saw a line —
			a bright, thin, ribbon of a line —
			dividin' the fields where we worked
			from the land o' freedom — on the
			northern side o' this line stood
			white women, beautiful white women,
			wearin' clean, pretty-colored gingham dresses,
			gay and fresh — their eyes looked at me
			honest, their faces smiled mild and kind,
			and they were stretchin' out their arms,
			openin' their hands across that line
			to welcome me...

W M		One night, she had her dream
			and she left that field — for good —

B W		left that blood-syphonin' field, that
			hungry land, left that life — that no-life — behind —

B M		But she was alone.
			And she couldn't just leave kin there,
			
B W		down in those fields, those
			fields that suck a body dry o' livin' —
			So after awhile, I went back,
			and showed 'em the way, and
			there were more...	and more...
			and pretty soon
			we got us a railroad—

			I, personally, led nineteen 
			emancipatin' expeditions!
	I never run my train off the track
			and I never lost a passenger!

W W		She was asked to the home o' Mr.
			Ralph Waldo Emerson.

	B M		And Mr. John Brown conferred with her,
		General Tubman, on his plans 
		to raid Harper's Ferry.

W M		The Governor of Massachussetts enlisted her
		in the special services o' the Union Army!
			
B W		Negra scouts and spies, he said, were essential
	to the cause on account o' so many slaves bein'
	more afraid o' Yankees than o' their masters!

	I was a nurse, too — nursed Union boys
	o' dysentery and other vermin' o' war--
	I washed their clothes, fed 'em,
	made up root remedies when the medicines
	run out — told 'em it was a new serum,
	just arrived — cured 'em, too.

	After the war, there was much more
	to be done... 	schools, hospitals,
	nursin' homes...	so many strangers
	in strange lands needin' tendin' to...
	the orphans...  	the aged...
	the indigent...  	the women...
	the women —
	yesterday
	I sat on a platform
	with Miss Susan Anthony —
		now as I never had school learnin'
		I was reluctant, but these women
		wouldn't take "no," insisted
		it was important, mighty important
		to the notion o' freedom —

W W		well, 	freedom bein' her career, she
		sat on that platform
		with Miss Anthony and the others...

B W		...And I can see I got more trains to run.

B M		'Twas grace that taught my heart to fear,
		And grace my fears relieved.
		How precious did that grace appear
		The hour I first believed. 

W W		What must it have been like for runaway slaves. Not all had a guide like Harriet Tubman. It was dangerous enough for them, but what of the others who were courageous enough to strike out on their own? Robert Hayden shares how he imagined it in his poem Runagate Runagate.

SLIDE 9	Runagate

W M 		Runagate refers to a fugitive or runaway, an enslaved person making their escape

B W		Runs  falls  rises  

B M		stumbles on 

B W		from darkness 

W M		into darkness

B W		and the darkness thicketed with shapes of terror

W W		and the hunters pursuing 

B M		and the hounds pursuing

W W		and the night cold 

B W		and the night long 

W M		and the river to cross 

B M		and the jack-muh-lanterns beckoning   	

W W		beckoning

B W		and blackness ahead 

B M		and when shall I reach that somewhere

W M		morning 

W W		and keep on going 

B W		and never turn back 

B M		and keep on going

W M		Runagate

W W		Runagate

B M		Runagate

ST / SU      Many thousands rise and go

ALL		many thousands crossing over

B M		O mythic North

B W		O star-shaped yonder Bible city

W M		Some go weeping 

W W		and some rejoicing

B M		some in coffins 

B W		and some in carriages

W W		some in silks 

B M		and some in shackles

W M		Rise and go 

B W		or fare thee well.

B M		Through many dangers, toils and snares
		I have already come;
		‘Tis grace that brought me safe thus far,
	And grace will lead me home.
SLIDE 10	Sojourner Truth
W W		To Wander and Speak: The Story of Sojourner Truth
B M		A baby girl was born to enslaved parents in New York around 1799 —yes, slavery was legal in New York — until 1828. The second youngest of ten or twelve children, she was given the birth name, Isabella.
W W		She never knew most of her siblings except in the stories her heartbroken parents told of them; they had been sold off, the nearest to her at the age of three. Still, she had a loving relationship with her parents and remaining brother.
W M		Isabella was all of nine when she herself was sold at auction for the sum of one hundred dollars to a John Nealy, and later had an impression that in this sale she was included with a lot of sheep. She related that her trials in life dated from that period: 
B W		Now the war begun! 
B M		Isabella spoke only Dutch, the Nealys only English. Mr. Nealy could understand Dutch, but neither Isabel nor her mistress could understand the language of the other. 
B W	 	If they sent me for a frying-pan, not knowing what they meant, perhaps I carried them pothooks and trammels. Then, oh! how angry mistress would be with me! 
W M		They gave her plenty to eat, but also plenty of whippings. One of which left her with scars so deep they remained for the rest of her life.  
B W		Oh! my God! What a way is this of treating human beings?' 
Sometimes I feel like a motherless child…                                                           [hum through next two speeches]
B M		In those hours of her extremity, she remembered her mother's advice to go to God in all her trials and affliction…
W W	As if in answer to her prayers, she was soon sold to an easy-going family, but in 1810 — at the ripe old age of 11 — Isabella was sold again to one John J. Dumont, for the sum of seventy pounds.  
B W	A long way from home.						
B M	Mrs. Dumont and her white servants plagued "Bell", as they called her, but Mr. Dumont, being a kind man, treated his slaves with all the consideration he did his other animals.  He spurred Isabella’s ambition with his praise.
W M		After the State decreed emancipation, but some years before it was implemented, Dumont told her if she’d continue to do well and be faithful, he’d set her free one year before she was legally free by statute.
B M		But after holding up her end of the bargain—despite an injured hand — Dumont reneged on his promise.
B W		Sometimes I feel like I’m almost gone     
B M		(hum “Motherless Child”)
W M		After this crushing blow, Isabella worked through the summer and most of the fall...
B W		...then I determined to take my freedom into my own hands.
W W   	But how to do it?  The night was fearsome, but daylight would expose her.  As usual, she took her problem to God, and a solution came to her. 
B W		(hum “Motherless Child”)

W M		One fine morning, a little before daybreak, Isabella stepped stealthily away from the house, her infant on one arm and her wardrobe on the other: a cotton handkerchief containing both her clothes and her provisions. 

B M		But light came too soon, forcing her to seek refuge. 
W W		She found welcome, shelter and employment with Mr. Isaac Van Wagenen.  
B M		Soon enough, though, Dumont caught up with her. 
W M		Well, Bell, so you’ve run away from me.
B W		No, I did not run away; I walked away by daylight, and all because you had promised me a year of my time.
W M		You must go back with me.
	B W		No.
W W		Van Wagenen appeased Dumont, buying Isabella’s services till she would be legally free. Her old master left...
B M		...but not before he heard Mr. Van Wagenen tell her: 
W M		You are not to call me “master.” There is but one Master, and he who is your Master is my Master.
B M		Hum “Motherless Child” under following - through “Sojourner Truth.”
W W		Isabella sampled various churches but was always disappointed.
B W		Religion without humanity is poor human stuff.
W W		She saw little love for one's neighbor and felt called to travel east and lecture.
B W		Realizing my future was that of a wanderer and determined as I was to share “the truth” as I understood it, I called myself from that day forward, Sojourner Truth.
		A long way from home 
W W		You could say about Sojourner Truth that she was illiterate but well-educated.  She matched wits with lawyers, doctors, professors—and usually — she won.
B M	One of the most famous stories told about her took place at a suffragists' convention in Akron, Ohio in 1851. At this all-day gathering, there were many speakers debating voting rights for women.  One little man in particular claimed: 
W M	We all know that women are the weaker sex; they are frail creatures. We men have to lift them into carriages and help them over mud puddles and see that they are put in the best place everywhere. No rational person can possibly accept that such a weak being could ever be the equal of a man.  

B M	He continued in this vein for quite some time. When he finished, Sojourner Truth, a tall, slender, dignified woman, stood up at the back of the room and walked straight to the front. She asked permission to speak.  This was granted, and she said:
B W	May I say a few words? I want to say a few words about this matter.
I am a woman’s rights. I have as much muscle as any man, and can do as much work as any man. I have plowed and reaped and husked and chopped and mowed, and can any man do more than that?

I have heard much about the sexes being equal; I can carry as much as any man, and can eat as much too, if I can get it.

I am as strong as any man that is now.

As for intellect, all I can say is, if women have a pint and man a quart — why can’t she have her little pint full? You need not be afraid to give us our rights for fear we will take too much, for we can’t take more than our pint’ll hold.

The poor men seem to be all in confusion, and don’t know what to do. Why children, if you have woman’s rights, give it to her and you will feel better. You will have your own rights, and they won’t be so much trouble.

I can’t read, but I can hear. I have heard the Bible and have learned that Eve caused man to sin. Well, if woman upset the world, do give her a chance to set it right side up again.

The Lady has spoken about Jesus, how he never spurned woman from him, and she was right. When Lazarus died, Mary and Martha came to him with faith and love and besought him to raise their brother. And Jesus wept — and Lazarus came forth. And how came Jesus into the world? Through God who created him and woman who bore him. Man, where is your part?

But the women are coming up, blessed be God, and a few of the men are coming up with them. But man is in a tight place, the poor slave is oon him, woman is coming on him, and he is surely between a hawk and a buzzard.

SLIDE 11	Prudence Crandall

B M 		Excerpts from A Whole-Souled Woman, Prudence Crandall and the Education of Black Women, by Susan Strane

W M 	In the 1830's, white women sought ways to protest against slavery, and many tried to abolish slavery in the best way available to them — through education. One such woman was Prudence Crandall.
	In 1831, she began a school for young women in her home in Canterbury, Connecticut. From the beginning, success seemed inevitable. Although the students were from prominent, affluent families, Miss Crandall also encouraged her family assistant, Mariah Davis, a young black woman, to sit in on the classes. 

	W W		Mariah’s friend, Sarah Harris, often visited in our home. When she noted that Mariah was welcome in the classroom, Sarah asked me if she could enroll in the school.
		I had much to consider. Connecticut, like other Northern states, had become a haven for a growing number of so-called “free blacks.” I say “so-called,” because “free” gives an inaccurate picture of their reality.

B M		They couldn’t be apprenticed in white men’s trades

W M		weren’t hired when the mill owners sent wagons out to recruit white women and children

B M		were restricted to riding on the top of the stagecoach, rain or shine,

B W		 and had to sit in the back pews at church.			

	W W		Although I firmly believed that black people deserved a good education and the opportunity to bring themselves up out of slavery, poverty and inequality, I also realized that there would be opposition from the very people who were the school’s benefactors should I admit Sarah. Yet, I knew that slavery was a sin, and that keeping people ignorant is another form of slavery. I could not live with the guilt of withholding education from any human being who wished to receive it. I determined to do what was right. I told that eager young woman, “Sarah, I am happy to accept you as a new student in my school.”

	W M		Almost immediately, the “delegations” began to arrive — groups of parents tried to coerce Prudence to reverse her decision. Mrs. Peters, the wife of the Episcopal minister, threatened:

B W		Miss Harris must be dismissed. We will not have our girls in school with coloreds. If you do not send her away, we will withdraw our daughters and your school will sink. 

W W		“Then let it sink. I will not dismiss her.”
	
	B M		When they realized Miss Crandall was determined not to back down, some parents collected their daughters. Soon there were too few left to maintain the school. Prudence sent the remainder of the girls home and placed an advertisement in William Lloyd Garrison’s newspaper, The Liberator, announcing the opening of a school for “Young Ladies and Little Misses of Color.” 

W W		We had no lack of eager new pupils. The townspeople were aghast. Some townsmen came and told me that people were picturing me walking into their church with a parade of young colored ladies, because they realized the church in Westminster that most of the blacks attended was several miles away. I assured them I would invite ministers to preach in the school rather than take the ladies out. But they were still unsatisfied. 

W M		It was obvious they feared more than having to worship next to blacks. They didn’t want them there, period. They warned Prudence that they would do everything possible to destroy the school. And they were good to their promise. The school suffered acts of vandalism and physical intimidation. They

B W		poisoned the school’s well

B M		pelted both Miss Crandall and her pupils with rotten eggs, stones, and mud,

B W		killed a cat and impaled it on the school fence,

B M		hurled rocks through the windows,

B W		and set fire to the school while the students and their teacher were inside — then they accused the victims of being the perpetrators of the crime.

W M		When nothing else worked, the townsfolk resorted to the legal system. On May 24, 1833, the so-called "Black Law" was issued by the Hartford General Assembly outlawing any school or academy for the instruction of "colored persons who are not inhabitants of this State." Since many of the budding scholars had come from elsewhere, Miss Crandall was arrested. She spent one night in jail and endured three court trials. The case was dismissed in July 1834 due to a technicality, and the “Black Law” was repealed in 1838, but both came too late to save Prudence Crandall’s school.

W W	Even though my students were prevented from completing their academic studies, they had learned lessons in perseverence and steadfastness. Sarah Harris became active in the anti-slavery movement, and some of my other students went on to achieve our ambition, finding other avenues to complete their education. Several opened Black schools of their own.
	I determined to fight racial injustice for the remainder of my life. I also campaigned for women’s rights. But I’ve reached the sunset of my life; progress has been made, but the goal is far from won. Others must now take up the torch and bring the light of unity to the hearts of mankind.

B W	Generations later, Prudence Crandall’s shameful treatment in the courts of Connecticut was cited, in 1954, by Associate Justice Thurgood Marshall, the first African-American to serve on the Supreme Court, when the Court ruled to desegregate the nation’s schools.

B M	O Children of Men! Know ye not why we created you all from the same dust? Since we have created you all from one same substance, it is incumbent on you to be even as one soul, to walk with the same feet, eat with the same mouth and dwell in the same land, that from your inmost being, by your deeds and actions, the signs of oneness...may be made manifest.

SLIDE 12	INTERMISSION

SLIDE 13	Louis Gregory

W W	A Story about Louis Gregory, excerpted from To Move the World, by Gayle Morrison

W M	In the late 1920's, a black lawyer by the name of Louis G. Gregory gave up a very promising and lucrative law practice in the city of Washington, D.C. in order to travel throughout the length and breadth of this land and work for racial amity and justice. Of his many interesting experiences, one incident in particular, that occurred in the Deep South in 1925, stood out in his memory.

B M	Some friends and I had been invited to visit a country school that stood some 18 miles from the town in which we were staying. We traveled there in the rain, over a dirt road filled with potholes and enjoyed a visit of several hours, but with nightfall upon us, we took our leave and began our journey back.
	All the while we were at the school, the rain had continued quite heavily so the road, which was bad to begin with, was now almost impassible. Our car slipped and slid through the mud and clay, and suddenly we drove off into a ditch. So we all piled out. 

B W	Two men, two women, and a small boy. 

B M	We pulled and pushed and struggled trying to get the car back on the road, but to no avail.
	After more than an hour of unsuccessful efforts, we stood there wondering what else we could possibly do. Then we noticed a small truck approaching, and as it neared us we saw two white men in the cab. We hailed them, and those two white men graciously consented to help. 

W W	So the two white men and the two black men pushed and pulled, working for more than a half hour, but without success. And then they were joined by the two women, and all worked for some time, but again, the car remained stubbornly in the ditch. 

B M	Finally, the two white men said, “Well, we must be on our way, but we’ll send someone from the town to help,” when the small boy said, “Oh, please, let’s give it one more try.” 

B W	And so this time they were two black men, two white men, two women and a small boy, black and white, male and female, young and old, all working together, and very quickly the car was on the road.

B M	My companions and I thanked the two white men who got in their truck and went on their way. And after we’d cleaned ourselves up a bit, we too got into our vehicle and drove on our way. Well, we had hardly gone two miles when what do you think we saw? The truck — that had just stopped to help us — was itself in a ditch on the other side of the road! Well, we laughed, not because it was funny, but because we were grateful to have the chance so soon to return the favor. And we all piled out.

W M	And again they were two white men 

B M		and two black men, 

B W		and two women 

W W		and a small boy. 

W M		Male and female. 

B M		Young and old. 

B W		Black and white. 

W W		All working together — and soon the truck was on the road.

W M		With this incident in mind, Louis Gregory suggested			
[bookmark: _Hlk157856876]B M	So amongst all the different races and groups and classes of people in the world today, the ideal is cooperation, mutuality, service. If one wishes to distinguish himself, let him distinguish himself as a servant of humanity. If one wishes to distinguish himself, let him stand on this exalted principle of the oneness of the entire human race. Whoever stands on this exalted principle will never be shaken by the shifting sands of time. Whoever stands on this exalted principle —the oneness of humanity — like the lever of Archimedes, will move the world.

SLIDE 14	Anne Braden

W M	Excerpts from The Wall Between, The Story of Anne Braden			

B W	Born in 1924 in Louisville, Kentucky and raised in Aniston, Alabama, Anne was immersed in, yet confused by, the racism of her time because it seemed in direct conflict with her B Mtian education.

W W	At my Sunday school, there were beautiful pictures on the walls of Jesus surrounded by children of all colors sitting in a circle together. Now, I knew some black children. They were the sons and daughters of women who washed our clothes and cleaned and cooked for us. But we did not sit in a circle together. We did not sit anywhere together...

W W		Jesus loves the little children,

B W		All the children of the world.

B M		Red, brown, yellow, black, and white

W M		They are precious in his sight.

ALL		Jesus loves the little children of the world.

W W		I always wondered: “If it's okay for Jesus, why isn't it okay for us?”   
 
B M    	 Anne also wondered how she would feel if she knew, as the Black boys and girls her age knew every minute of their lives, that there were places she could not go, places she could not sit down, doors she could not enter. It seemed so unfair; she wanted to understand but had been taught early that some questions were not to be asked and certain opinions to remain unvoiced.  
   
B W	But all those questions kept swirling in her mind. They began to be answered when Anne went away to college, met Black people in school and social settings and experienced some epiphanies.

W W	I came to realize that racial barriers build a wall not only around Black people but around Whites as well, cramping their spirits and causing them to grow in distorted shapes.

W M	Later, as a newspaper reporter covering the Birmingham courthouse, Anne soon learned that there were two kinds of justice, one for Whites and one for Negroes. 

W W	...if a Negro killed a white man, for sure that was going to be a capital crime; but, if a white man killed a Negro, well, there were bound to be "extenuating circumstances" if not outright justification; then again, if a Negro killed a Negro, why that was just a colored murder worth at most a year or so in prison. 

B M	Over the doors of that courthouse are inscribed the words of Thomas Jefferson: 'Equal and exact justice to all men of whatever state or persuasion.' 

W W	I began looking the other way as I entered the building. I could no longer bear to read the words.

W M	Anne moved to Louisville, Kentucky and went to work as a copywriter for the Louisville Times where she met and married fellow reporter Carl Braden. Along with their wedding vows, Anne and Carl also pledged to work for the rights of all poor folk, Black or White, and for desegregation of the races.
 
W W	Disgusted by realtors’ "blockbusting" tactics, Carl and I refused to sell our home. Several other Whites stayed, too, and though some were nervous at first, they soon found that Blacks and Whites can live peacefully next to each other. 
 
B W	So in 1954 when Andrew and Charlotte Wade had no luck finding a home that met their needs in any of the Black neighborhoods in Louisville or surrounding towns and turned to the Bradens for assistance, Carl and Anne felt comfortable helping them. See, in their frustration, the Wades began house-hunting in White neighborhoods, but each time they found a house they liked and could afford, they were turned down in their efforts to purchase it. They asked the Bradens to buy a house in their name but with the Wade’s money, and then deed it over to them. 

W W	Sure, we considered the unfairness of tricking people, but quickly decided it was much more unfair for the Wades not to be able to buy the home of their choice because someone found the color of their skin more important than the color of their money. We countered concerns about unfriendly neighbors by considering the success of our own mixed neighborhood. We assumed that given time the neighbor's hostility would ease off and change to at least a civil acceptance of their presence.  Wrong!    
	To say we underestimated the reactions of the neighbors would be an understatement. Crowds gathered and jeered at them; a cross was burned next to the Wade's house; shots were fired through their windows, and then the mob mentality grew and spread to our home. We were harassed day and night by threatening telephone calls. Carl defended our position.

W M	We feel that every man has a right to live where he wants, regardless of the color of his skin. This is a test of democracy. Either you practice what you preach or you shut up about believing in democracy.

W W	I sought the assistance of every white minister in the area where the Wade's lived. Each expressed sympathy, but none had the courage of his convictions. Naturally, we received support from Black leaders and organizations in the community, but White groups, even Labor, refused to get involved.

B W	Then the house was bombed. No one was injured, but part of the building was destroyed. Charlotte took their daughter and moved in with her mother, but Andrew refused to be driven from his home. He remained and immediately began rebuilding.

B M	Loath to admit that Blacks might be discontent with their lot, the "powers-that-be" needed a scapegoat. So, the newspapers and some White leaders accused Carl and Anne of being Communist agitators. They portrayed the Wades as victims who the Bradens exploited in order to create chaos in the community. They further suggested that the Bradens bombed the house themselves in an effort to advance their "seditious" plans.

W W	As improbable as the charges were, we were arrested and thrown in jail. I thought back to all the times I'd witnessed the disgraceful treatment of Blacks in our courts the blatant lack of justice in our so-called "Justice System." Now it was first-hand experience. 
	I never went to trial, but Carl did. I was sure he'd be acquitted; there was no proof. There couldn't be, because it wasn't true. Yet he was convicted and sentenced to five years in prison. An appeal was filed but bail was set at $40,000. Support slowly came in from all around the country, and after a year of sitting in prison, sometimes in solitary confinement, Carl's bail was met and he was released. In April 1956, a higher and wiser court overturned his conviction.
 
B M	Andrew did a fine job of fixing up the house, but Charlotte wouldn't return. 

W W	I understood. She could never feel safe there knowing the real bombers would never be arrested. 

B M		Reluctantly, Andrew sold it.

B W	Carl and Anne remained firm in their belief that they did nothing wrong. People often asked, “Knowing all you’d have to go through, would you do it again?”

W W	Well, Carl is beyond having to deal with the question, though he remained a committed activist right up until his untimely and unexpected death in 1975. 
	As for me, well, one can never know for sure—it was so hard, and to be honest, so frightening at times. But, yes, yes, I think I would. I’d have to, wouldn’t I? That’s who I am.	

B M	“Do we not all have one Father? Did not one God create us? Why do we profane the covenant of our ancestors by being unfaithful to one another?”

B W	O Children of Men! Know ye not why we created you all from the same dust?

SLIDE 15	John Newton

W W		The Story of John Newton, part 2

W M	In spite of my ability to be a good sailor, I continued to drink heavily and delighted in twisting the words of Scripture learned at my mother’s knee. The crew of the Greyhoundi feared my curses might bring the wrath of God upon the ship and destroy us all. 

B M	During moments of clarity and repentance, Newton wrote in his journals of his battles with his demons and spoke of the remorse that swept over him when, after having pledged not to drink anymore, he relapsed into bouts with alcohol and violent outbreaks of unfettered anger.
	In 1754, on a voyage from London to the shores of Africa, the crew was awakened one night by roaring winds. Waves poured over the ship in a tempestuous storm that rocked the fragile vessel and threatened to tear it apart. Cries of 

ALL	“She’s sinking!” 

B M	filled the air along with the shouts and screams of men who were sure they were doomed to die.   

W M	As the Greyhound split and foundered, I somehow made my way to the wheel, lashed myself about the waist and steered the ship through the most awful storm any of us had ever seen.
	I found myself praying, asking the God my mother had tried to reveal to me as a child to save us.
	I choked on wind-whipped water, saw the crashing waves begin to tear my ship apart. My limbs became more feeble by the minute. I made an impassioned promise that if the Lord would spare us, I would change my ways. In the violence of the storm, and in fear that my last breath was near, I gave my soul to God.

W W	The winds subsided, the damage was assessed, and then the crew broke into sobs of relief—they’d survived the squall. John Newton had lived through his “bottom” and that transformational, spiritual experience, which set out the lines of his life to come, inspired him to later pen the verses to Amazing Grace, a hymn that has become an anthem of hope in seemingly hopeless situations for many people as their lives are buffeted by their own personal storms.

B M		Amazing grace! (How sweet the sound!)
	That sav’d a wretch like me!
	I once was lost, but now am found
	Was blind, but now I see.

SLIDE 16	What We All Had

W M	For Black and White Southerners—What We All Had, by Dorothy Lee Hansen

B W		What we all had was cornbread and turnip greens
	and pallets on the plank floor.
	We’d cover up with lumpy quilts
	made of grandma’s old flour-sack dresses
	when all the kin-folks came to visit.

W W		We all felt bare toes in hot sand 
	as we scampered for the next bit of shade. 
Chiggers and stickers and prickly pears...

B W	And didn’t we all sometimes feel 
	cool squishy river mud 
	oozing around our burning soles?

W W	And didn’t we see fireflies as big as stars?
Remember how we caught them in fruit jars 
	on soft summer nights 
	when a million crickets sang their crickety songs 
	under lighted-up lover’s moons 
	shining onto front porch swings.

B W	Y’all know how we all ate watermelon,
red ones and yellow ones,
	juicy sweet so’s the heart cracked out.
	We’d spit the seeds on the ground
	in backyards where we sat
	with our grand-daddys in the kitchen chairs
	brought out in the cool of an evenin’.

W W	We all bought jelly beans and orange slices
	at Duke & Ayres on Saturday nights
	and carried our groceries home 
	in brown paper bags, happy as could be.

B W	All our wash pots were out back and black

W W	and we ALL went to church on Sunday

B W	and to tent meetin’s where EVERYBODY sang

W W	and we ALL got baptised. 

J & S 	Wade in the water...Wade in the water, children, wade in the water, God’s gonna trouble the water...

B W	How come we never met?

W W	How come we don’t yet?

B M		O Children of Men! Know ye not why We created you all from the same dust? 

W M		That no one should exalt himself over the other.

SLIDE 17	B W Allen

B M 		Bigotry, Nipped in the Bud, a Story from B W Allen
	
W M	Prejudice is not innate; it is learned. It is absorbed unconsciously through the words and actions of the people who surround our lives. It can best be unlearned through personal contacts, through our own individual experiences, like the one B W Allen had when she was a young child.

W W	My parents were so racist that our black lab puppy was named the “N” word.
	I was ten years old in 1954 when my neighborhood back in Grand Rapids, Michigan began to grow. The forest behind our home was cleared for the construction of new houses.
	Houses in that area of the country have full-sized basements, so huge holes were dug before framing started.
	My mother, who was very strict, forbade me to go anywhere near the construction site. More than once she found me lurking there and came after me with a willow branch. I was terrified of her when she became angry, yet I still thought the project was a perfect playground and kept sneaking back there.
	One day the project foreman discovered me.

W M	You, kid! Get the hell out of here. Don’t ever let me find you here again.

W W	His booming voice was scary enough, but his next words terrified me. 

W M	I’m gonna make sure your momma hears about this.

W W	The idea of my mother finding out turned my tummy into a pretzel and made my heart pump so fast I thought it would burst like a pricked balloon. I took off running till I fell to the grass near a hedge. I was crying uncontrollably when a soft touch on my shoulder helped calm me down.
	A construction worker who witnessed the incident quietly assured me that the other man wouldn’t really tell my mom. He explained to me why the site was dangerous and not a safe place for a little girl to play. Then he gently wiped away my tears with his handkerchief and said, 

B M		Go on home now, child. There’s a good girl. 

W W        	I did. That sweet man was the first black person I ever met.
		
B M		Amazing grace! (How sweet the sound!)
	That sav’d a wretch like me!
	I once was lost, but now am found
		Was blind, but now I see.

SLIDE 18	Joe Lubin

W M	Hearts in Black and White, a Story about Joe Lubin	

B W	A veteran of the music industry, Joe Lubin considered himself a liberal man devoid of prejudice — until the day his daughter Suzy married an African-American man. Joe boycotted the wedding. It took a couple of years for Joe to come to terms with this marriage.

B M		What loosened him up? 

B W	Becoming a grandfather; one look at the infant dissolved all the misgivings and resentments he’d harbored. This beautiful little Black baby was his grandson, his flesh and blood, and he loved the child instantly.
	One day, Joe was walking baby Daylan in the park when someone commented, 

W W		Isn’t he a darling! 

B W	It’s important to note that the TV series Roots was then fascinating audiences across the U.S. because the stranger next asked, 
	
W W		What’s his name? 

B W 	Without missing a beat, Joe, whose last name had been shortened when he moved to America from England, joked, 

W M		Kunte Lubinsky.

B W	Not only did Joe adore his grandson and granddaughter, Devyn, who came soon after, but he also became quite fond of his son-in-law, Darrell. Even following the young couple’s divorce, Joe and Darrell remained such close friends that when Darrell remarried, his stepson learned to call Joe and his wife Paulette: Grandma and Grandpa. 

B M	O Children of Men! Know ye not why we created you all from the same dust? That no one should exalt himself over the other. Ponder at all times in your heart how ye were created.

SLIDE 19	Silhouette of friends

W W 		The Welder, by Cherrie Moraga

B M		I am a welder.

W M		Not an alchemist.

B M		I am interested in the blend 
	of common elements

W M		to make a common thing.

B M		No magic here.

W M		Only the heat of my desire to fuse
	what I already know exists. 

B M		Is possible.

W M		We plead to each other,
	we all come from the same rock

B M		we all come from the same rock

W M		ignoring the fact that we bend
	at different temperatures

B M		that each of us is malleable

W M		up to a point.

B M		Yes, fusion is possible

W M		but only if things get hot enough—

B M	all else is temporary adhesion,

W M		patching up...

B M		I am the welder.

W M		I understand the capacity of heat
	to change the shape of things.

B M		I am suited to work
	within the realm of sparks
	out of control.

W M		I am the welder.

BOTH	I am taking the power 
	into my own hands.

SLIDE 20	John Newton

B W		The Story of John Newton, part 3

B M	In surviving the storm, Newton found his calling: he studied Scripture and became a preacher. Oh, sure, he fell back into his bad habits occasionally — moving sometimes forward, then sliding back, but ever so gradually — the pull of the spirit won him inch by inch — until he finally achieved a total change of personality. He then wrote his Thoughts on the African Slave Trade:

W M	I...treated slaves with only as much humanity as a regard to my own safety would admit.
	Disagreeable I had long found it, but I think I would have quitted it sooner had I considered it as I do now, unlawful and wrong. I hope it will always be a subject of humiliating reflection to me that I was an active instrument in a business at which my heart now shudders.

W W            He longed to make amends. On receiving news that the University of New Jersey had awarded him an honorary Doctor of Divinity degree, he refused to use the title that came with it. Rather, he insisted, ‘the dreary coast of Africa’ had been his university, therefore he would never accept any diploma ‘except from the poor blacks’.

B W     	In his new life as a preacher and writer of hymns, Newton condemned slavery and preached against it for all who listened. John Newton’s fame spread, and people began to come from great distances to hear the “slave trader turned preacher.”
         It was mainly due to John Newton’s speaking out on his experiences in the slave trade that the most important and influential people in London came to realize that slavery is evil.
 
B M       	As an ally of William Wilberforce, leader of the twenty-year-long Parliamentary campaign to abolish the African slave trade. Newton testified against slavery at parliamentary hearings.

W W           He lived long enough to see one of his heart's desires fulfilled. Just seven months before his passing at the age of 82, the British Parliament, in May 1807. passed the Slave Trade Act which completely abolished the unconscionable and dehumanizing slave trade throughout the British Empire.

W M	The abomination of slavery and its resultant cancer: racism, would not have been possible, and would go away instantly, if God’s commandments would be taken to heart:

B M	Of all the commandments, which is the most important?

B W	“The Lord our God, the Lord is one. Love the Lord your God with all your heart and with all your soul and with all your mind and with all your strength.

W W	“The second is this: ‘Love your neighbor as yourself.’

W M		“There is no commandment greater than these.”

SLIDE 21	Daryl Davis

W W	Daryl Davis, the KKK Whisperer, from a CNN article by Mallory Simon and Sara Sidner

W M	Daryl Davis' home is filled with memories of the days he has spent with the Ku Klux Klan.

B W	Now, he’s not a member of the white supremacist organization. He can't be. Davis is the descendant of enslaved people — a blues musician who has learned how to lift hate out of hearts, even from those who in other times might have been hell-bent on killing him or anyone who looked like him.

W W	You could consider Davis a KKK whisperer, a man who's spent decades talking to Imperial Wizards, Grand Dragons, and rank-and-file Klansmen. 

W M	His questions started as a 10-year-old in the 1960s, when he was confronted by racism in the Belmont suburb of Boston and wondered 

B M		"How can you hate me? You don't even know me." 

B W	As a man, Davis took that question directly to Klansmen, and some women, too. 

W W	Sometimes, it can get ugly. Davis has been kicked and attacked. But mostly he listens. 

B W	Even as some people spew hate. He listens. Thinks. And responds.

B M	Occasionally, I’m the first black person they've ever spoken to.

W M	Thirty years of these meetings has left him hopeful, not hateful. His closet is filled with dozens of KKK robes and memorabilia given to him by those whom he has inspired to leave the Klan. Not because he demanded it, cajoled or threatened them. But, he says, because they learned from him. 

B M		They're done, they're done,

W W	he says of the men who've given up the robes they used to wear so pRoudly. 

B M	As a result of meeting me and having these conversations, not overnight, but over time.

B W		Davis drove to Charlottesville, Virginia, where racism turned violent in the summer of 2017 when white supremacists clashed with counter-protesters, leading to one death and several injuries. 

W M		He was to meet the Imperial Wizard of the Rebel Brigade Knights, Billy Snuffer, who was in Charlottesville with other Klansmen to attend the hearing of a colleague charged with shooting a gun during the "Unite the Right" rally that was also where James Fields killed Heather Heyer and injured many more.

B M		“What's going on man, how you doing?”

W W	Davis asks as Snuffer extends a hand. The two men embrace. One the descendant of slaves, the other a proponent of the Confederate South who thinks the mixing of races is against God's will.

B W	Snuffer wears a cap with the Confederate flag on it, along with the phrase "Heritage not hate." 

W M	They chat in the courthouse square of this college town. Snuffer has his stance — the Klan, he says, is not racist, though it has some bad actors and a bad history. Now, he's trying to take the organization back to its roots, and he has no time for neo-Nazis or skinheads. 

W W	Davis listens, despite knowing the vile and violent history of the Klan and its penchant for hanging, raping and terrorizing black people in America.

B W	He pushes back gently as he tries to steer the conversation toward shared ground on this, his second meeting with Snuffer. He credits Snuffer for at least talking with him, a black man. Davis tells him:

B M	As Americans, your Confederate history is as much a part of my history as my black history is a part of yours.

W M		“Sure it is," 

W W	Snuffer agrees, then he makes the point that he wants to honor history and heritage — and to defend monuments of Confederate leaders such as Gen. Thomas "Stonewall" Jackson, whose statue is now shrouded in Charlottesville.

B W	 As they talk, something unusual happens. Both men realize they share the same feeling about the "Unite the Right rally." Both say it had nothing to do with saving Confederate statues. Davis declares:

B M		This was all about starting a race war.

B W	Snuffer replies: "

W M		You're exactly right."

W W	Snuffer and Davis are an odd and highly visible pair, standing at the site of one of the flashpoints of the confrontation in Charlottesville. And they attract attention. A woman yells at them:
	
B W	F**king a**holes over here trying to make apologies for the legacy of racism. You f**king a**hole. Do not come into our city and try to rewrite history. We know what this history is.”

W M	Davis tries to defuse the situation and engage the woman. He wants her to know where he's coming from. Why he's talking with a Klansman. 

W W	She can't stand it. It's too raw. The fear and pain felt by some residents is still very real. Emotions still run extremely high. 

W M	Davis wants to explain. He wants to tell her about his work, the robes that show how he has converted Klansmen. How he's trying to find middle ground. It fails.

B W	Get the f**k out of Charlottesville. You're a person of color. Why the hell are you talking to them? 

B M	That's right, I am a person of color, but I'm also an American and so is this man right here.

W M		Suddenly, he is defending an Imperial Wizard of the KKK. 

B W	This isn't the first time Davis has gotten criticism from another person of color for talking to the KKK. Years ago, an NAACP branch member derided him for what he was doing.

W W	But for change to happen, Davis believes you have to recognize the similarities, even with people who hate you. 

W M	A small crowd gathers now, surrounding Davis and Snuffer. Police approach as the shouting continues and they separate the groups. 

W W	The bluesman stays with the Klansman, continuing the conversation, perhaps finding some brotherhood in them both being targets of the vitriol as they wait to go into court for the hearing. 

B W	Davis has an idea for one of the cases being heard in court. He wants to suggest to the judge that he take the man, accused of shooting into the air near a school, to the National Museum of African American History and Culture in D.C., in the way that courts sometimes mandate education for a first drunk-driving offense.

B M	Why not send them to learn something about the very people that they profess to hate or they profess to be inferior?

W M	It is all part of the conversation and bridge Davis is hoping to build. He knows he will not change Snuffer overnight. And he realizes some residents of Charlottesville may not be ready to see a black man trying to make sense of what the Klan has to say for itself. 

W W	But Davis says he hopes and believes Snuffer will go home and reflect on the day. That he will remember Davis was screamed at as much as he himself was. How Davis tried to defend him, to find a way to have a conversation. That he sat in court for two hours alongside him. 

B W	As the sun sets in Charlottesville, Davis heads home, hoping he has planted a seed that will one day change a mind. 

W M	On his drive, Davis' phone rings. It's the Imperial Wizard calling to make sure the musician has gotten home safely. 

B W	He had just witnessed a black man stand up for him against protesters. A caring call. Perhaps the seed was sprouting.

B M		So it begins.

SLIDE 22	Title slide

B M		Amazing grace! (How sweet the sound!)
	That sav’d a wretch like me!
	I once was lost, but now am found
	Was blind, but now I see.

	'Twas grace that taught my heart to fear,
	And grace my fears relieved.
	How precious did that grace appear
	The hour I first believed. 

	Through many dangers, toils and snares
	I have already come;
	‘Tis grace that brought me safe thus far,
	And grace will lead me home.
	
Amazing grace! (How sweet the sound!)
That sav’d a wretch like me!
	I once was lost, but now am found
	Was blind, but now I see.

All	O Children of Men! Know ye not why We created you all from the same dust?
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