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________________ EDITORIALS________________

What good 
is iho Davis 
HousoP
IfJ.C. Smith University’s 
landmark serves no useful 
purpose, why hang on?

The furor over the George Davis House at Johnson C. Smith 
University brings up another case in point about history and 
where African Americans are stuck in the past. Last month,
JCSU President Dorothy Yancy threw in the towel on the ven
erable structure, admitting that the cost of repair —$740,000 - 
is prohibitive. Naturally, there is a hue and cry about the uni
versity turning a blind eye to history, and rightfully, letting the 
Davis House, named for the school’s first black teacher, fall into 
such disrepair in the first place. JCSU also won’t sell the prop

erty, which effectively closes the door on preser
vationists who would like to refurbish it.

Yet we caution those critics to consider one 
thing: What good does the Davis House, or any 
old building, serve today, and what would its role 
be in the future? JCSCfs leadership is making the 
right call if the house is too far gone to rescue. But 
if the building can serve a larger purpose - as an 
information center or residency for students or 
faculty for instance - then some serious thought 

should be given to preservation.
Yancy has been criticized for deferring to JOSH’S board of 

trustees, which she said made the ultimate decision. Folks who 
know Dr. Yancy understand she’s not easily dissuaded by a chal
lenge, which any restoration project would be. It is curious that 
an institution with such a rich history would bail out on this par
ticular part of its legacy. That’s often the case in Charlotte as a 
community, but for Afhcan Americans, this is particularly dis
tressing considering so much of our history has been wiped out 
by hands other than our own.

Ultimately, the decision to spare or tear down the Davis House 
rests with Yancy and JCSU’s trustees. Will they do the right 
thing? If the structure is sound and has the potential to be use
ful, there’s no good reason why it shouldn’t be rehabilitated in an 
area that wants to be known as Historic ^Vest End. If not, there’s 
really no reason to debate a building that has seen better days.
Sure it would be a loss, but if the space, is put to better use for 
the community’s benefit, so be it

If it’s about money, perhaps the board should consider how it 
can either float the funds or launch a campaign to engage the 
community in a program that will keep the Davis House viable.

But keep in mind: History is forever. The usefulness of a build
ing - no matter its place in history - isn’t.

Games of chance give 
hope to the desperate

Opening week of the N.C. Educational Lottery has already 
paid some big dividends to players who’ve won at basic scratch- 
off games. It also brings to light the real reason why lotterieis 
capture our imagination: the possibility than anyone can win 
anywhere at an34ime.

We know the odds of hitting the jackpot are longer than the 
possibility of being struck by lightning, but there’s a certain 
magic in the most basic of American emotions - hope. WTien 
folks plunk down their $1 or $20, they’re not thinking about the 
proceeds that go to the state’s public schools, although N.C. pub
lic education typses are. North Carolinians are thinking about 
gettin’ paid, as in millions of dollars. The state, of course, knows 
this - that’s why lotteries exist.

Lest we forget, studies show that lower-income players are 
more likely to put more of their resources into the lottery than 
folks who can more readily afford it. Anyone who puts their last 
$7 on tickets understands the reality of being broke. That’s not 
going to change unless one play turns into a winner, and that’s 
why we’ll play..

Should the state be in the lottery business? For better or 
worse. North Carolina’s in, and history shows it will be for the 
long term. Interest will wax and wane, grow and shrink Hke a 
nine-figure Powerball payout. Not everyone will get rich - heck 
vdll build losing streaks of gigantic proportions. But as long as 
the state is selling dreams - and that’s what North Carolina’s 
doing - thousands, if not millions of us are going to take a 
chance.

Yancy

NEW ORLEANS -It does 
not matter how many photos 
you’ve seen, how riveting the 

videotapes 
have been as 
they splashed 
across the 
television 
screens, with 
desperate 
voices crying 
out in the 
background, 
or listening to 

the emotional Congressional 
testimony of displaced resi
dents of New Orleans. None 
of those experiences - or even 
all of them combined - can 
prepare you for the experi
ence of entering the city’s 
lower 9th Ward, where 
Hurricanes Katrina and Rita 
roared.

Almost seven months later, 
it is still hard to believe your 
eyes. This is the worse of the 
worst. Debris is piled high in 
no particular order - on the 
streets, next to houses, under 
fallen trees. WTiether made of 
brick or wood, most of the 
houses are missing windows, 
doors and people. Roofs can 
be found where you’d least 
expect them: on top of over
turned automobiles, crum
pled under trees, crushed to 
the ground. There are signs of 
life slowly returning, but for 
most part, the residents have 
not returned. And it’s imcer- 
tain if they ever will.

Based on some of the news 
accounts, it is not hard for a 
visitor to come here believing 
that the entire city is as dev
astated. It’s not. Less than 10

minutes to the north, in the 
more affluent neighborhoods, 
one can tell that ICatrina and 
Rita visited. But it’s also evi
dent that they didn’t stay 
long. Of course, there is phys
ical damage and power 
remains out on many streets. 
StiU, most the homes are hab
itable and, oddly, have 
increased in value because of 
the hurricanes.

Take the home of Lbrry 
Jones, publisher of the 
Louisiana Data News Times, 
for example. Tbiry took me on 
a tour of his home and neigh
borhood. There is damage in 
the basement, where he had 
his office, and a stack of dam
aged computers are parked 
just steps fix)m his garage. 
Climb one flight of stairs, 
ignore the lack of power, and 
you’d never know his home 
had withstood two hurri
canes. The glistening wooden 
floors are still buffed, an 
impressive art collection is 
untouched and closets are 
stuffed with clothing ready to 
wear.

Stop downtown, in the New 
Orleans that most tourists 
see, and you’ll notice that 
there are some stores board
ed with wood. 'The Popeye 
chicken joint on Canal Street 
isn’t popping and while not a 
ghost town, there is not the 
bevy of people that usually 
crowd the street. A few people 
were begging on the streets - 
some seemed to be living 
there — perhaps a clear sign 
that more than the wealthy 
are returning to the Crescent 
City. At night, the French

Quarter stUl attracts people 
in perpetual motion, casually 
darting in and out of the bars 
or otherwise making fools of 
themselves.

Looking at the northern 
part of the city and downtown 
together provide enough 
reassuring signs that New 
Orleans is down but hardly 
out. While it may take years 
to restore its lost luster, resi
dents are hopeful that if the 
federal government does not 
abandon them, one of the 
nation’s greatest cities can be 
great again.

As marchers assembled at 
the Ernest N. Morial 
Convention Center, where 
mostly poor and mostly Black 
residents huddled for three 
days, and walked up the 
ramp to I-IO on Sept. 1 
toward Gretna, I realized we 
were retracing the path of 
those stranded. I tried to 
imagine what it felt like to be 
frightened, carrying all of 
your earthly belongings on 
your back, not knowing if rel
atives and fnends were alive 
or dead. I thought about what 
it must have felt like at the 
end of the 4-mile walk, to face 
law enforcement officials in 
Greta, waiting at the foot of 
the bridge, telling desperate 
people that they would not be 
allowed into the city. How

could anyone be so heartless? 
City officials claim they were 
overcrowded and couldn’t 
handle any more people. But 
those that had marched over 
the bridge knew that the twin 
evils and race and economics 
had never worked in their 
favor. And that was not about 
to change now. Instead of 
being welcomed to dry land, 
they were being forced at 
gunpoint to return to the 
squalor and imcertainty they 
had fled.

Now, displaced residents 
stiU face a futme of vmcer- 
tainty. There is a lot of talk 
about bringing back New 
Orleans. Code words, such as 
“smaller footprints,” are used 
to disguise a hidden blue
print, a blueprint that 
excludes poor black people. 
Even a black city coimcilman 
spoke.of not letting jobless 
people return to public hous
ing.

But New Orleans -will not 
be New Orleans until it can 
bring back the people that 
made the greatest sacrifice on 
this side of death.

GEORGE E. CURRY is editor- 
in-chief of the National 
Newspaper Publishers
Association News Service and 
BlackPressUSA.com. His web site 
address is www.georgecurry.com.

Looking at the northern part of the city 
and downtown together provide enough 
reassuring signs that New Orleans is 
down but hardly out.

Love for children transcends heritage
When we think about inter

racial marriage, we might 
think it is a recent phenome
non of perhaps the last forty 
years. Tbday, interracial mar
riages and relationships are 
showing that love cannot be 
constrained by racism, 
nativism, and endogamy. 
Interracial marriage is also 
reshaping the American fam- 

iiys psyche.
Interracial 

marriages or 
relationships 
have now 
evolved 
beyond just 
the couple 
involved to 
the parents of

__________  the bride and
groom or 

cohabitants. Grandparents 
now find themselves with the 
option to shun their grand
children or accept a new 
working relation with their 
offspring for the future.

The Herculean task that 
some WTiite parents may face 
in developing a modern 
modus vivendi with their 
children involved in an inter
racial marriage or relation
ship is appreciated in a story 
shared by a former slave, 
Kate Dudley Baumont, that 
occurred during the US 
Slavery epoch:

“WTien we lived on de 
Preston farm somethin hap
pened dat raised a lot of talk. 
One de Preston girls fell in 
love with de Negro coachman 
en run off en married him in

Canada. Said she never 
wanted to marry a white 
man. She never did have no 
white beaux as a girl.”

“Her father wuz so hurt en 
he said he wuz goin’ to disown 
her; but he did give ‘em 
$10,000. Den he said he 
never wanted them to come 
back to visit him or his folks, 
but his folks could go up to 
Canada en visit with her en 
her fam’Iy.”

“Befoh, de Prestons threat
ened to kill de man, but de 
girl she said if dey killed him 
she would kill some of dem en 
herself, too. She told dem dat 
she Ru’suaded him to take 
her, en dat she had been in 
love with him foh years, en 
had tried ever so long to git 
him to run off with her en 
marry her. Ole Miss like to a 
died, but she got ovah it, en 
took trips up to Canadada 
when she wanted to see her 
daughter. But de girl en her 
husband dey nevuh come 
back to her old home.”

“Dey had a fam’Iy, so we 
heard, en he wuz doin’ well, 
en had some kind of business, 
en latuh, it wuz said, he made 
a lot of money” (Works 
Progress Administration Ex- 
Slave Narratives).

No one should be surprised 
that some parents today, both 
Whites and Blacks, who have 
offspring involved in interra
cial marriages or relation
ships, are tussling with the 
Prestons’ dilemma. However, 
one gauge of civil rights 
progress in the 21st century

is the ability of everyday peo
ple to open up their arms to 
children of other races.

While eating at a family 
restaurant in Elkton, Mich., I 
saw an interracial couple 
with their daughter. In the 
past, this area of Maryland 
was not considered a place 
where blacks might frequent 
and it may have been 
unhealthy for an interracial 
relationship. Yet what really 
floored me was a working 
class senior citizen white cou
ple vrith two children - one 
white and one multiracial. It 
was difficult to accept that 
this couple would even have 
anything to do with an inter
racial child because they fit 
the stereotypic image of the 
anti-black folks of yesteryear.

1 spoke to the husband and 
we started up a conversation. 
He told me that their own 
children were aU grown and 
he has had the White boy 
since this baby was one day 
old. The little boy looked to be 
about five years old.

This white senior citizen 
chap then shared that he and 
his wife were fighting to keep 
the multiracial little girl. He 
spoke with great passion on 
their desire to hold onto this 
baby. Both he and his wife 
admitted that the babies 
were handfuls for they kept 
them busy.

What was gratifying during 
our chat was to see that this 
White couple, who were a 

• product of America’s racial 
segregation era, had evolved

to where they were fighting 
to share their love with this 
mixed race child. The mixed 
race little girl looked quite 
content in her high chair.

As I recoimted this chat, I 
recalled seeing other Whites 
who also appeared to be in 
their 60s and up with mul
tiracial children while shop
ping. I guesstimate that there 
is a quiet parental acceptance 
evolution underway where 
pent-up parental love is start
ing to transcend the race of 
the baby needing it.

One is not surprised to see 
middle class White families 
adopting Chinese girls fi’om 
overseas but one might not 
expect to see working class 
White families opening their 
hearts to multiracial chil
dren.

I don’t want to appear 
naive, but I find myself pon
dering the question: Is there 
real change in mainstream 
receptivity to interracial chil
dren underway in black and 
white America? WiU we see 
the development of a hybrid 
American culture as the mul
tiracial children amalgamate 
today’s racial and ethnic cul
tures into a new Mainstream 
American culture for tomor
row? Is racial integration now 
viewed in America’s psyche 
as an achievable objective in 
the next 30 years?

SHERMAN MILLER is a syndi
cated columnist and education 
doctoral candidate in Wilmington, 
Del.
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