_Negroes=kﬁow.What I'm talking about. Back then, the
white man during the wWar was 80 pressed for personnel that
he began letting some Negroes put down thelr buckets and
mops and dust rage and use.a pencil, or sit at some desk,.
or hold some twenty-Tive cent title.. You couldn't read .
the Negro press for the blg pictures of smug black "firsts,"”

. Somebody Wasvinside;with_the-psychiatrist. T gian't
even have to put on any act for this black girl; she was
already sick of me.. . R B

Whén;}finally;'a-buzz_camelat ner desk, she didn't - ©
send me, she went in.: I knew what she was dolng, she was -
golng to make clean,-in.advance,_What she-tnqught_of me. -
This is still one of the black mant!s big troubles today.

So many of those so-called nupper .class" Negroes are S0
busy .trying to impress on the white man that they are "@&if-

{ .':zferent“from-tﬁosefcthers";thatstheyﬂcan‘txgee they are only .
helping the white man to keep his ‘low opinion of all Negroes. -

ifﬁndfthen,vwith-her-prestige'ipgthe¢clear3-ﬁhebcamE out

'-;I'mustfsay~thisffor-that'psycﬁiatrist,' He tried to - -
be objective and professional in his manner. He sat there
and doodled with hils Dblue pencil on a tablet, listening %o
me spiel to him for three or four minutes before he got ‘&
word in. o v L0 .o o o s E o

 His tack was gulel questions, to get at why I was soO
anxlous, 'I-didn“t riash him; I circled and hedged, watchlng
him closely, to let him think he was pulling what he wanted
out. of me. I kept Jerking around, backward, as Though some-
body might be iistening. 1 knew IgwaS'going‘to send him
pvack to the books to figure what kind of a case I was. .

" Suddeniy, 1 sprang up and peeped under both doors, the
one 1'd entered and another that probably'was-ajcloset.~"And
then I bent and whispered fast in his ear. "Daddy~0, DOW
you and me, ‘we're from up North here, so don!t you tell
nobody .... I want to get sent down South. Organize. them
nigger soldiers, you dig? Steal us some guns, and kill up
CI’&CL{.@I‘S{"' _ o S . ] ' ' 1 g oz

' That psychiatrist‘S-blue'péncil dropped, and hls pro-
fessional manner fell off in all directions. - He atared at
me as-1f I were a snake'sﬂegg'hatChing, fumbling for his:
red pencll. I knew I had him. I was golng back out past
Misg First when he said,"That will De all," . ¢ o
-~ A 4-Fcard came to me In the mail, and I never heard. .
from the Army any more, and never pothered to ask why I
was rejected. ' o C e
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