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GOD VERSUS SECGREGATION

I was born in the South and I know segregation for all its scorning
hate and sin. I was a child of poor parents who used their day of rest going
to Sunday School and church services to thank God for what He had given them.
I never heard my parents discuss segregation — %o them it didn't seem to
have any meaning one way or the other, for they adopted the habit of think-
ing that some white people Just didn't like them and they were friendly with
the ones who did.

Our neighbors, white and colored alike, were poor and among the
children there was no segregation. We played together until we were segre-
gated, and when that happened, all the children were hurt and sometimes the
hurt was sc¢ deep that it never healed. Children who believe in segregation
are taught segregation, and {o teach them you must plant a seed of hate in
their 1ittls hearts., This is dangerous, because that seed will produce
roots and branches — roots that grow so deep and branches that reach out so
far that seeds of love and kindness and humbleness and understanding - our
inheritance from God ~ cannct grow,

And now, as a mother, I know why my parents never discussed segre-.
gation. They had no words to tell their children; no words that would take
away the hurt, and the scorning sbing they had to endure from it. But I
knew that I would have to discuss segregetlion because my children would ask
it of me. I had to have something te tell thom. Words? Yes, it would have
to be words, but words that would win.a victory over segregation, words so
great that ssgregation would be spoken of with shame.

I knew that thers was only one place %o find these words — in the
Bible, where God!'s words were found. And so I prayed and read, chapter
after chapter, verse after verse, seeking the words of God, fearful of the
day when my children would be hit with the full mesning of the word scgre-
gavion, when they would begin to choeose their own friends, and to meet all
the things that come between good men and women and the things they want
to do.

My prayers and my reading geve me faith; a faith greater than I hed
ever known, a faith that taught me patience and love, so deep in my heart
that every mother's child is a son or daughter to me. I found that, like
God, death, disease, and worry are not respecters of persons, for L have shee
tears with white mothers who lost their children in war and I have helped th
pray for their sick. 4And yet I could not find the words I wanted so much.

I have watched kindness and disregard for race or color in times of
disaster when I have seen God's love shine in the eyes of ons human being
for another. 4And I have asked mysclf, "Must that love shine only when there
is disaster, can it not be with us always?!

And I have answered, with the many obthers who may haove asked them—
selves that same question, "Jes, when we Llive btogether 1ln that Heaven that
God has prepared for us.'" And yet I always had the hope that God would
bring us together here on ezarth and that segregation would be abolished, and
with this hope burning deep within me I watchsd my children and their play-
mates closely and btold them the things God wanted them to know.
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This inspiring story was written by Mrs. William Cottles, Sr, of New Orleans,
Louisiana, who sent it to the Scuthern Reglonal Coundil anmd who has given
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So the time passed, too full to drag or to be dull, and as days
went on, that day I knew would come was upon me. It came with the showing
of a movie, one of the children's favorite fairy tales. The picture was
being shown at = downbtown theatsr where the colored sat upstairs and the
white downstairs.

The picture was the toplc of the neighborhood. Every child wanted
to see it and it was all they talked about for a whole week., [ tried to
suggest that they wait until the plcture came to a neighborhood movie but
they drowned my voice so that I couldn't tell them anything. They just had
to ses it -now! So, on that beautiful afterncon the children all went -
some with their parents, some in groups. My children went with their close
friends.

My home is a stralght-back house with one room going into the other
and there was a long a2llsy which needed cleaning. This kept me busy for the
greater part of the time they were gons. I tried to meske every minute count,
and was so intense in my work that I didn't realize how late it was until
I heard the children coming up the alley. I stopped still, for the usual
nolsy chatter was missings T stood in the door of the house, walting.

I heard one of them say, "Aw man, what d'you care, we ssen the
picture, didn't weih

I heard no answer and when they entered the house the look on their
faces told me why there was nc noise. Something woas wrong. 1 didn't move,
waiting until they walked up to me. From the lock on their faces I knew
they were puzzled but I knew also that they wore hurt. I tried to think
what could have robbed them of thet happy, God-glven, carsfree look with
which they had left but now had lost.

It was one of my sons who broke through my wondering thoughts by
asking, "Mama, why are we treated so bad?h

T found my wvolce to say, "In what way, son?!

"A11 ways, Mama," he replied, giving way to his pent-up emotions,
"First on the strest car, we had to sit in the back of a picce of wood.
‘You see, we didn't know, Mama, and we sat any place and the motorman hollered
at us.M

He stopped. Now I was shocked. I felt every pain of the humiliation
he must have felt and I couldn't say a word.

One little fellow said, "Oh, we could have beat up that motorman,
He was a little old man.!

Paying no attention to his friend, my son continued, "Then, when
we got to the show we couldn't sit downstairs; we had to climb a lot of
steps and the picture was so small 1t looked like it was a mile away. Why,
Mama, doss God lct people do things like that?!

#

I Jooked at him and I knew that this was not simply a child's

Tgquestion. It would be asked by my childrén until they were eightysthyee

years old or until segregation ceases to exist. I had to find the words
now and they had to be the right oncs.
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4s I stood there the words came, those words that I had searched
for for years, only to remember that they were planted inte my heart at the
age of eight. And though it seemed that I prayed for hours, it all
came to me in a minute.

Seating myself, I called the children to me and said,

~ "Children, you wanted to see a falry story in the movies, 50 you
won't mind if I tell you one, one I learned as a little girl."
. J s 5

Do you," I asked, and they nodded their heads in assent,

"You see, I continued, "I know Just how you feel, for once upon a
time I was a little girl of eight and I was hlurt as you were today, only
it wasn't a piece of wood in a strectesr or climbing stairs in a theater.
Tt was a playground - a playground [ watched men bulld with a happy heart
and never did I think thet I wouldn't be allowed to play in it. Oh, I heard
my Papa and Mama say scmething about a fwhite! park, but it didn't mean any-
thing to me. DBecause, like you children, in our neighborhood all the
children played together. When that playground was finished it was the
most beautiful thing I had ever seen. It had beautiful green grass, cut
close to the ground, that fell like cotton under my bare fect, and swings,
hanging on newly painted posts, and see-saws. I had never seen anything
. like it. The see—saw we had before was a wide plank across a tree stump
and these new ones and bthe sliding boards were things that my child's heart
lenged to enjoy.

- "One day I stood outside, looking in, denied the opportunity to use
the park. And as I looked with longing, I gazed upward and, blowing in all
its glory was my flag, our flag, the one I had becn taught to love, thatl
stood for my country, my America. The tears, salty as brine, streamed down
my cheeks, and I sucked in my bottom lip and the salt taste made my whole
trembling mouth wince and I wendered why 1 was ever born or the world was
ever made.

"Something made me look higher and above the flag my eyes fell on a
large, white cloud, that looked like the side of a house, with smell patches
of blue that were like small windowpanes in a large window.

"Then I remembered the story I had been told, And like the child in

tHht story, in my imagiration I saw the hands of Ged. In one hend He held a

box full of paint — all colors, and in the other He held a brush. 4nd on an

easel, btilted back, lay three babies. One of them He had not painted at all,
the second He had painted brown, and the third a lighter brown,

iith the brown paint left on His brush, He painted the eyess of all
the babies. Then, dipping the brush in black paint, He painted the hair,
gye~brows and lashes of all the babies. And with what was left on the brush
He put a black dot in the center of each baby's cyes.

"ihen He had finished, I saw Him gent lace sach baby in a three-
cornered piece of cloth and hook them on the bills of storks that stood waiting
to do God's delivering. My heart gave a thump of gladness for I knew that
God had colored all of us with the same colors, God Almighty had placed the

ly p
ills

" colors where He wanted thusm and no onecould -hate my-color end-not-want- o
- bouch it, for they had the sams dark color closer to them than I could ever get.

"I also knew that others were no better than I, for their was no
white, black, brown, or yellow people, when all were colored by the hand of God,
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"Wy heart was filled with gladness, and as I raised my hand to
touch my wet cheek I resalized that there were no more salt tears and
my lips broadencd into a big smile for I knew that God loved ne.

7T was just about to turn and go home when the policeman who
watched the playground (and the same one who had told us to keep out) touched
me on the shoulder saying,

Wlittle girl, don't ecry, because I am going to walk to the other
side of the playground and you can swing and slide as much as you want Lo
and I am going to stay thers until you are finished.

"I looked up at the big policeman and gave him a bigger smile. And
locking up at my big, white cloud with its big open window, I claspsd my
hands together as 1 was taught to do when saying my prayers and sald,

'Thank you, God! to let Him know that I understood. Then I turned to the
big, kind policeman, whe loved me also, and said,

"o thank you. We have a big swing on a big acorn tree in our yard
and a good slide down the hill at the corner.!

Then I saw tears well up in his eyes and I knew in my child's heart
that I was the one who was happy. I felt sorry for the policeman because
he wanted to be good and seo God at work and he could not.

. 1T three a kiss at 01d Glory, my flag, saying, 'You are wonderful',
and I left the policeman, scratching his head and looking from me to the flag.

MAnd, I concluded, "Never since has the sign "hite Caly" hurt me
because I know it is only an insult to God, the first and greatest creator
of art and the only artist who gave his creation life. Children, when you
are men and women and stop to admire the colors in the rainbow across the
heavens, or to look ab & beautliful sunset, or to admire flowers in all their
radiant colors, or wher you see the trses onw@tchlng forth their beautiful
branches in thanks, remember that God in His heaven is admiring your color, too, !

"Wou gea, children, colors are beautiful and they form a picture of
everything God has made.!

One little fellow who was nicknemed Turk, stepped out from ameng the
others and with his large, brown eyes shining happily, said slowly,

Mip! they tan' tall me black, huh?" I knelt down beside him hugging
him closely, and thanking God, for I knew that they understood.

Aind as T locked at the obthers I saw the same happy lock on their
faces and I heard one of my own children say,

w nind Mama, if all the people saw God at work like we did, they would
be God's people and everybody would be happy.Y

And smiling, I replied, "Yes son, if they truly believed in God, for
only a believing soul can see God's works and I want you te know that there
are plenty of believing souls in America.!

America i1s a nation of people serving God, each in his own fashion,
e bnd _having one God ameng them, the American pecple are the real Judges in
this case of God Versus Su&recatlon, and for truc Américans iith the Godly
spirit, there is but cne decision.



