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To my father,

Charles Moorehead Stokes

And mother,

Josephine Stratman Stokes

For my daughter,

Anique Sahara Stokes Oliver

And generations to come





INTRODUCTION

ON ELECTION DAY 1960, some stupid girl had the nerve to threaten to kick my butt at recess after our second-grade teacher asked in class, “If you could vote for president of the United States of America, who would you vote for—Nixon or Kennedy?” With my hand the only one up for Nixon, it was then that I realized our family was different from most black folks. I knew my parents were Republicans. But I didn’t know that made us a minority within the minority.

That is the story shared within these pages. My father was born during a time when most African-Americans were still loyal to the “party of Lincoln,” and he never switched when most blacks did during the twenty-year New Deal presidency of Franklin Delano Roosevelt in the 1930s and 40s. The Republican Party embraced him when he was a member of the Young Republicans attending national conventions as a representative of the state of Kansas, and they supported his campaigns when he moved to Washington state, where he ran for state representative, state senator, lieutenant governor, and district court judge. The GOP, both locally and nationally, welcomed his activism and helped fund his campaigns, and he was loyal in return.

Of course, the party became more conservative after the “Southern Strategy” nomination of Barry Goldwater in 1964. But I am jumping ahead of my story.

·   ·   ·

There were no sleepless nights in Seattle for Charles M. Stokes. He often called Seattle “God’s country,” a place of opportunity and possibility. Here, his American dream of a happy marriage, 2.5 children, homeownership, religious freedom, gainful employment, and political participation came true.

Between the years of 1943 and 1978, Stokey—as he was affectionately called by family and friends—achieved extraordinary accomplishments. For a while after his arrival in Seattle from Kansas in 1943, he was the area’s only black attorney in private practice. He became Seattle’s first black state legislator, served as president and on the board of the Seattle branch of the NAACP, worked hard as an advocate for equal housing, and adjudicated fairly as Washington state’s first African-American district court judge. In addition, in the 1970s, he enjoyed his role as justice of the peace—he loved presiding over weddings.

Yet, Stokey’s modesty compelled him to feel that his accomplishments fell short. Always humbly saying that he was “born too soon,” he felt trapped by America’s racial quagmire but also remained firm in the belief that the country would eventually overcome it. He never admitted that he aspired to become governor of the state of Washington, but he ran for the office of lieutenant governor in 1960. Narrowly defeated in the primary for the Republican nomination, his political race helped raise the bar on what was possible for other African-Americans with similar ambitions. Stokey was delighted in 1989 when Douglass Wilder, also a lawyer, became the first African-American elected to a governorship, in Virginia. Our family was proud, knowing what challenges Wilder had had to face, because our own father had waged a comparable battle in an attempt to make a difference.

Married to Josephine Stratman Stokes for forty-five years before his passing in 1996, Stokey was also a devoted father of three. I am one of those children. This is my effort to share his life story of high ethics, hard work, achievement, and family love. Stories of pioneers, of being a “first,” are celebrated as proud moments at the time, but they have a way of becoming obliterated as years go by. Hence, my desire to document what life was like for one American who was born at the beginning of the twentieth century, when lynching was at an all-time high, and who died at the end of the century, pondering the use of a computer.

It is a story also of my own life, beginning in Seattle with a happy childhood that included summers at the beaches of Lake Washington, a close-knit church community, and integrated education. “Our heir,” Stokey would call me with amusement. I came into the world in the middle of the century, during the rock-and-roll 1950s era of Brown v. Board of Education, and am now living in the hip-hop new millennium of the Internet. What my father and I had in common was the experience of living through a period of much racial and political change in America. In the upper left corner of the country, our family was not immune to the turmoil. In fact, we participated in it, argued about it, were changed by it, and got through it with love and faith.

I call this tale a memoir of an all-American family to refute the prevailing notion that all-American means exclusively white. If there was one thing both generations of Stokeses—the Republican parents and the younger radicals—agreed on, it was this: We wanted America to be all that it could be. Born in 1903 in Kansas, smack-dab in the middle of the country, just forty years after the abolition of slavery, my father predicated his belief in his country on the total embrace of the promise of the United States Constitution. My own faith in America’s promise was based on the adolescent belief that the world had just been waiting for my generation to “tell it like it is” so that the country could “get hip” to the error of its ways. I passionately believed that my peace-and-love generation’s purpose was to get America on the right path to equal freedom for all. Call football teams all-American. Describe blond, blue-eyed supermodels as having all-American good looks, if you like. But only those who believe in liberty and justice for all are the true all-Americans.

Events of the 2000 presidential campaign encouraged me to document the story of our American family. In March of that year, as the campaign was gearing up and it began to seem apparent that the Republican Party was trying to increase African-American support from its traditional share of a mere eight percent of the vote, I happened to mention to a colleague, Frank Lalli, then editor-in-chief of George, that my father had been an active Republican who served in political office. Frank was nice enough to become interested in my father’s story and in my own upbringing. He asked me to write an article called “Growing Up Black and Republican.”

Editor-in-chief duties at the Internet magazine I was in the midst of helping to launch, NiaOnline, prohibited me from turning in the piece when he wanted it, but Frank was patient. After our Web site was up and running smoothly in October, I sat down to write the piece. With my television tuned to CNN, I was proofreading the finished story one evening when I heard then—news anchor Bernard Shaw’s deep voice say, “I regret to report that George magazine has folded.”

I could hardly believe it. I was actually sitting there with my story for George in my lap. I looked at Bernard Shaw. I looked down at my paper. Then I called Frank for the unfortunate confirmation, and to express my condolences.

Over lunch with my publishing agent, Victoria Sanders, during the unprecedented and uncertain days after the November 2000 election, I related the tale of the story finally written for the magazine that had abruptly closed down. Victoria took interest in the story itself, of my father’s courage to be Republican against the tide of black Democratic political loyalty and what it must have been like to grow up in such a political family. She encouraged me to turn the story into a book, accurately predicting that George W. Bush would indeed become our Republican president. “When he takes office, people might be interested in the lives of black Republicans, of that particular time in history that shaped you—the 1960s—and of your father-daughter bond,” she said.

I thank Victoria for the interest and enthusiasm that have motivated me to document my father’s contribution to his country and his family. I pray that what follows on these pages would make my father proud, and that it will honor my blessedly alive and active mother.



Someone asked me if my father had been a celebrity. The assumption was that if he hadn’t, why bother to write a book about him? Surely, in our celebrity culture, only a famed singer, actor, or athlete would merit a book. But I believe in the power of ordinary people doing extraordinary things. The main things my father did were to vote religiously, become politically active, and believe in the promise of America at a time when, in some parts of the country, those could be dangerous and courageous acts for African-Americans. As a journalist, I feel compelled to document the life of one American, and its representative story of a people.

So, no, my father was not a celebrity. But he did like to sing. No, I shouldn’t say that. Does one like to talk? Does a person like to breathe? He just sang around the house in the same way one would think out loud.

“I must tell Jesus,” he would begin in his unassuming baritone. Another day it might be, “I love the Lord, He heard my cry and pitied every groan,” a song that went on solemnly. These were the songs of his soul, hymns of things hoped for but not seen. The ones he turned to for comfort, for stress relief. Singing was his meditation, his prayer, how he got over.

His life was no sad song, though. He lived to age ninety-three, long enough to see all but the first three and last three years of the twentieth century and witness many changes in attitudes toward African-Americans. His firm belief in the law and the promise of the Constitution was affirmed time and again. Charles M. Stokes loved life and lived it with verve, humor, style, and more jazz than blues.

Song for My Father is a story of one American family’s struggles and successes, a tune full of patriotism, hope, and joy. I hope you will find it was a song worth singing.





Song for My Father
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Charles at age four.
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Born in the U.S.A.

1903



IN AUGUST OF 1986, Mary Turner Henry, a middle-school librarian who had taken on an oral-history project for Seattle’s Black Heritage Society, asked a longtime friend to sit down with her to tell his life story.

It was a typical sunny summer day. Contrary to popular belief, Seattle’s clouds make way for beautiful July and August afternoons that Seattleites spend at the lake beaches and the waterfront on Puget Sound. On clear days when one can see the snowcapped tip of Mount Rainier, the city is covered with the lush, green grass and trees that exemplify its nickname, The Emerald City. Whenever there was no fog cover over Mount Rainier, Stokey would always notice from our home’s picture window that held a magnificent view of Lake Washington and the Cascade Mountains to the east, Mount Baker to the north, and Mount Rainier looking south. “Look! The mountain’s out!” he frequently exclaimed, as if he’d never said it before.

On this early Thursday afternoon, Mary arrived at Stokey’s law office. It was a spacious two-office suite with a receiving area in the front and a hidden kitchen in the back. Befitting his life as a retired judge, which he spent taking business from friends who might have elder law or estate questions, this place on the edge of the black community, near Seattle University, was comfortable and welcoming. In fact, when Mary arrived, she says, Stokey was holding court with some buddies who had stopped by to chat. “Now, it’s time for you to leave,” Mary says he told them. “I’ve got something to do.”

The building was just a few miles from the slick, downtown law offices of his past, in the days when he had a great view of Puget Sound from his skyscraper window and a secretary to call in to take dictation. The wooden sign over the door, carved with the words on two lines, CHARLES M. STOKES/ATTORNEY AT LAW, attracted rich, poor, and in-between. The modest storefront location was a contrast to his sophisticated judge’s chambers in the King County District Court downtown. Yet it was just right.

Seated in an upright red leather chair under the dulling oil portrait of Abraham Lincoln that was one of Stokey’s prized possessions, Mary set up her tape recorder on the desk that Stokey had had since the beginning of his Seattle career. She sat near the electric typewriter that he was known for using, which had a ball he could insert to make the typeface look like exquisite script. He loved these gadgets that gave people the impression that he was ahead of his time.

After catching up on their friendship—begun in 1956 when Mary and her husband, Dr. John Henry, one of the first black surgeons of Seattle, had moved from Nashville—Mary asked the questions that made the life of Charles M. Stokes unfold on two cassette tapes.

STOKEY’S STORY: IN HIS OWN WORDS


My full name is Charles Moorehead Stokes, retired Judge Charles M. Stokes. I was named for my grandfather, who was Charles Garner. His middle name was Moorehead, so I was named for him.

My birthdate is February the first, nineteen-three. I was born in Fredonia, Kansas. My father was Reverend Norris J. Stokes—J. meaning Jefferson. And my mother was Myrtle Garner, before she married. But my mother died when I was about three. I don’t remember one thing about her.

But then my father remarried. I had a stepmother—Josephine Stokes. And that’s now my wife’s name too. I tell my wife that my stepmother was such a lovely woman, I thought I’d get me a Josephine, too, like my dad did. She was a graduate of Baker College in Kansas, which was an astounding accomplishment for her, and for blacks, to graduate from college at that time.

My father was born somewhere in Kentucky. He got to Kansas, I suppose, by being a preacher. I understand he went to Macon, Georgia, to some sort of school they had down there. I don’t know where my mother was born. I suppose there in Kansas.

You know, in those days they never did talk about things like that—where they were born, what schools they went to, that kind of information Alex Holey got in Roots. And if you didn’t happen to catch what your parents happened to drop sometime, you just never thought about it, and you never got it for posterity.

I don’t know how my father happened to become a preacher, with the possible exception that it was the thing to be at that time. That was before the turn of the century—it wasn’t long after Emancipation—when black folks were just evolving from the cotton fields and the plantations. And I suppose one of the few professions available was being a preacher, and it was the easiest profession to obtain because you didn’t need a license, you just started preaching. If he had gone to school, I’m sure he had some reason other than just saying he was going to preach, because he wouldn’t have taken school as lightly as that.

I had one brother and one half-brother. I had a brother by my father and my natural mother. Named Norris, he was nearly two years older than I. I also had a half-brother by my father and my stepmother; his name is Maurice. I am eight years older than him. There were three of us. I—being the middle one—never got anything new. [Laughs]

My younger brother just left Seattle, after coming to visit me here for the first time. He had been to twenty-one countries, traveling around the world, but never had been here to see me. He’d been as near as San Francisco and never came to see me. Maurice is a retired professor of history at Savannah State College. He taught at Alabama State College before that. He now lives in our family’s home in Pratt, Kansas.

My other brother is a singer, and led quartets. Norris aspired to be a Wings over Jordan type. He traveled with the Jackson Jubilee Singers, which were of quite some notoriety in Kansas. Have you heard of the Jackson Jubilee Singers? Etta Moten [Etta Moten Barnett; an actress and singer, the first to play Bess in Porgy and Bess] was in that. Well, he was connected with them—if not, of that same type of gospel group. He also had his own quartet and would go to high schools and sing in Canada, places like that.

Norris didn’t get married until he was seventy-five years old. I told him at the time, “Why bother?” But he married a nice lady named Louise, and stopped traveling and settled down in Beckley, West Virginia. He’s eighty-five now.

Maurice never did get married. And neither one of them had children.



My first schooling was in Paola, Kansas. My father was pastoring at a church there. My first school was a black school, as I remember it. When you got to the third grade, then you transferred to the other school, the north school, where the white and black went, in Pratt, Kansas. We were living there then.

I went through the elementary school grades very well. Then I got a little older, and I had other ideas. I started shooting craps, and chasing the women, and not doing a doggone thing. I was seventeen or nineteen when I messed up. It was during high school—an integrated school—and my older brother had gone on to college.

I was in a place all by myself, not staying at home, but in one of my dad’s houses in which there was a kitchen shack. You know what a kitchen shack is, where they have a thrashing machine outfit, and they have a kitchen? Well, in Pratt, the shacks are box cars, and I had one of those on a lot that Dad owned in Pratt.

I had quit school because I went one year and flunked everything I took. I think the teachers ganged up on me. They knew that I could do better work and that I wasn’t doing it. And I just didn’t much care. I would go there unprepared, so they said, “We ought to cure his slothfulness.” So every one of the teachers flunked me.

Then I said, “Well, if I’m going to flunk, I may as well quit.”

So I quit and laid out of school three years—gambling, running around, kicking around, doing nothing. [Laughs] Then I went back and finished high school.

But I didn’t go back to the high school in Pratt right away. Dad came over one day and asked me, “What are you going to do—to make of yourself?”

There was a colored school in Topeka called, at that time, Kansas Vocational School. It was run by Baptists. So Dad asked, “If I send you up there, would you go?” I said, “Yes.”

Well, I thought that indicated he was going to pay for everything. He sent me up there and never paid a dime after that! [Laughs]

Well, I had to carry big rocks—to help build what they called the Trade Building. I had to carry milk from the Agricultural Department over to the cottages where the teachers were. I had to sweep out the Administration Building—all to stay in school. Then they took me out of school entirely. And I was still doing this work.

I did that, oh, about two or three weeks, and someone came to me and said, “Stokes, you’re a fool. You’re sitting here working, getting beans and syrup, whatever they’re feeding you, and a place to sleep, and that’s all. If you’re not going to school, you can go out and work and get some money, and get paid for it.”

So I called my brother Norris, who was then at Ottawa University. He was working at a barber shop or something. And he sent me four dollars—two dollars of which was my fare to come to where he was in Ottawa, Kansas. The other two dollars was just for incidentals or getting there, that sort of thing.

But there was a commandant named Winston there, who later went to Tuskegee Institute, and was the commandant of ROTC at Tuskegee. He heard I was leaving. And he must have thought there was some good in me, or something he wanted the school to have. So he says, “Oh, what’s the matter?”

I said, “Well, I came up here to go to school. I didn’t come up here to work free, like a slave or something.”

He says, “Is that all?”

I said, “Yeah.”

He said, “If you were in school, would you stay?”

I said, “Yes, I’ll stay.”

That was on a Friday. He said, “Unpack your things. I’ll seat you in school Monday.”

I don’t know what he did, but I was back in school Monday. So I finished out the year.

It was an all-black vocational school. But I was taking regular high-school subjects—geometry, and I suppose English. But geometry is mostly what I remember. They had agriculture, tailoring, and carpentry. I was in the carpentering end of it.

I remember an eccentric, hard-nosed guy there named Burke, who was a splendid fellow. He was a teacher of carpentry who was building a hospital there on the grounds. He’d say, “Boy, if you’re going to hit the nail—hit it! Don’t play with it! Hit it!” [Laughs] And I’d go BAM! BAM! BAM! You can drive a nail quicker if you hit it! [Laughs]

I didn’t graduate from this school, though. I was a sophomore then. I went back to Pratt, Kansas, and re-entered the high school there. Then I went on to graduate. I was the feature editor of the newspaper at school. I was reciting Paul Lawrence Dunbar poems, and all that crap. [Laughs]

There was one teacher there who taught journalism, and I was under her tutelage. I had a column in the newspaper, and called myself Sparkey. I wrote one day that the football guys did all that playing for the school and didn’t get a dime, didn’t get a dollar, didn’t get anything but a blanket with pee on it. [Laughs]

I wanted to put that in the paper, but she said, “We can’t do that, Charles.”

I said, “Why not?”

She said, “Well, the school board wouldn’t like that.” So we didn’t put that in Sparkey’s column.

But she always thought I would be something. We got to talking once, and she said, “When you get to be something, I’m going to bring you a chicken.” And years later, when I was in politics and had come back to Pratt, she came and brought me a chicken. [Laughs] Yeah, Lettie Little—she wrote a book about Kansas and gave me a copy. She was a lovely lady.

There was also another teacher who was important in my life. In college at Kansas University, E. C. Beauchler taught debate and speech—that sort of thing. He was very nice. He was loose and easy; he’d come in talking, and laughing, and tick you around. He’d teach you something, and make you want to please him. I always thought he was very nice.

You ask, did my father pay for college, or did I go on a scholarship? Girl, I had to work!

I waited tables. See, the Alpha Chi Omega girls would have these rush parties, and that would be a week or two before school started. And they’d have teas, and they’d give you two dollars to serve that tea. I served those things! I also played in a band, a dance band there in Lawrence, Kansas.

When school started one year, I was still working for those Alpha Chi Omega girls. Their sorority house had a furnace, which a white man was tending to, but he didn’t stay there, and the girls were always complaining about being cold. So I told them, “Well, let me fire the furnace.”

And they said, “Oh, Stokey, you can’t fire the furnace.”

I said, “Oh, yes, I can too. I can fire the furnace. I’ve done that kind of work before.”

They said, all right, they’d let me do it. But I didn’t have anyplace to live and it was a little chore for me to keep them warm if I wasn’t there. So I told them, “I could do a better job if I lived here, see?”

They said, “Stokey, there’s no place for you to live with the sorority.”

“Oh yes, there is.”

“Where?”

“In the trunk room.”

In the trunk room was where they stored all the trunks of the girls coming to school. They said, “There’s no place there.”

“If I make a place, can I stay?” I asked.

They said, “Yes.”

So I got in there and I packed all those regular trunks and wardrobe trunks on top of each other, and pushed them back and made a place for me along the wall. I had a table there on which I’d study. It had a mirror over it. I had my own wardrobe trunk for a dresser. Next to me was the lavatory and basin—no tub. If it was cold weather, I’d take a tin tub and take a bath right there. I was right on the edge of the campus and could go up to the gymnasium and take a shower. So I just made out that way.

They were paying me five dollars a week, and board and room. When you are working for your board and room, you don’t lose your appetite. They had a very good, lovely cook there, a woman named Mary Harvey. She and her husband had a farm five miles outside of Lawrence. And she brought cream and milk, and eggs and chickens, and watermelons and things to the sorority. She was just a lovely old lady.

During the summer I had to stay there for summer school. There I am without any money. Herbert Duckett [a schoolmate] and I were there together. Duckett would get money from home every Monday morning. And every Tuesday morning, he’d spend that money just like he was going to get some more the next day. So finally I told him, “Duckett, quit spending our money like that! You can’t do that!”

I was getting two dollars a week to cut the lawn while the Alpha Chi Omega girls were gone home for the summer. My two dollars would last longer than Duckett’s money he was getting, because he would spend it all. [Laughs] We’d starve from one Monday until the next Monday when he’d get some more money. But he cut down on it. We set it up so that we’d go to a little mom-and-pop grocery store with a dime. When one would buy something with that dime, the other one would have to steal something so we could get by. [Nervous laughter]

There was a lady down the street from the Kappa House [his own fraternity’s house] who would charge us a quarter for a meal, and we’d have one meal in the evening between us. That was in 1931. Even then, charging us a quarter was helping us. She was being nice to us. She had children of her own and wanted to help us. A quarter didn’t pay for the work she did for us to eat, but it was just a lovely thing she did. And that’s the way we had it.



What made me decide to go to law school? Well, to tell the truth, I really don’t know, except people kept telling me, “The way you are, you ought to be a lawyer.” That was because I liked to talk.

I didn’t know about being a lawyer, but I knew I didn’t want to be a preacher. I felt that had my daddy been Adam Clayton Powell’s daddy, I could have been a preacher, too, because he had some money. But my daddy had nothing. And I didn’t want to be a preacher and not have money, and have people giving you clothes, and food, and stuff. I didn’t want to be depending on people. I didn’t want to be cold all the time.

I’d seen my dad put gunnysacks on his feet to keep his feet warm while he went out in the country to cut wood in the snow. And I’d seen him lay brick making paved streets out of the dirt streets. He had to pick them up about five or six at a time and carry them up to the guy who was handling the bricks. I said to myself, I didn’t want any of that.

There was a fellow named Elijah Scott in Topeka, and a fellow named William Hamson in Hutchinson, which was not too far from Pratt. They were doing pretty good as lawyers, so I said, heck, I’d try to be a lawyer.

At that time, we had to do pre-law in college. You could take the fourth year of college as the first year of law school. So I did six years.

In 1931, I graduated. I would have gotten my diploma at that time, but it would have cost me eighteen dollars to put on a robe and cap, walk down the line, and have all the folderol that goes with it. I didn’t have eighteen dollars. So I skipped all that.

But I was able to take the bar because I had graduated—even though I didn’t walk down the aisle. So I did take the bar, and I passed it.

I didn’t get my diploma until 1946. That was because before then, I didn’t quite have the money, and when I did have it, I didn’t want to spend it for that. I was practicing law and really didn’t need my diploma. Then later on, I said, “Well, I’ll just get it.” And I finally got it.



After I got my law degree, then I needed a job. In Leavenworth, Kansas, there was a noted black lawyer named T. W. Bell. He had expertise in habeas corpus. I went up to Leavenworth to work with him. To help me along, he gave me ten dollars a week. I spent five dollars a week for board and room, and I had five dollars left. I started with him in 1931 and stayed until 1934, when I opened my own office.

After I opened my own office, I picked it with the chickens. I mean, I had some hard times.

One day, the phone rang and it was Central. [The phone company] She said, “Mr. Stokes?”

“Yeah.”

“We’re going to have to turn off your phone.”

“Why? You can’t do that!”

She said, “Well, you know you’re behind three or four months.”

“Yes, I’m behind, but you can’t turn it off!”

“Why can’t we turn it off?”

I said, “Because if you do, nobody’s going to hire a lawyer who can’t even keep a telephone on! If you turn it off, you’ll never get your money, and neither will I.”

“Well we’ve got to get paid.” So they turned it off until I could pay it.

I had some hard times. The principal of the school got a new car. The fellow I’ d started with, T. W. Bell, got a new car. Dr. William McKinley Thomas, who got to Leavenworth about two weeks before I did, he got a new car. I—like a damn fool—said, “I need a new car.” And I had a car that would just hit and miss: Tick-a-tick-a-tick-a-tick. But I, like a fool, got a new car. I got a Ford that had three chrome bands on it, from front to the side. A distinctive thing, it was a beauty, that car.

But the fellow I was buying my house from said, “If you can get a new car, you can pay me.” I didn’t pay him, so he sued me to take over my house. Then after a while, I’m sitting up in my office and a fellow came from Topeka and said, “Where’s the automobile?”

“I’m not going to tell you.”

He was the agent from the mortgage company. He said, “I know where it is.”

“Where is it?”

“It’s impounded because I picked it up.”

“You couldn’t have picked it up,” I said, “because it was locked.”

“Well, I had it towed away.”

So I called up the sheriff. I said, “Jim, this guy stole my car. And I know who did it.”

“Where is he?” he asked.

“He’s here.”

So the sheriff came and said, “Get in here!” And he put the agent in jail.

The man was hollering about getting out, and called his people in Topeka, and then they were calling me. His daddy was a Kansas meteorologist. And this guy had never been in jail before. The cockroaches bit him up. And the other inmates took his money and held kangaroo court. Oh, he was fit to be tied!

His people came calling me, saying what they were going to do to me. I said, “That’s all right. I live dangerously. Go ahead.”

The next day, they saw he wasn’t going to get out, so they said to me, “You let him out, and we’ll give you back your car.”

And I said, “All right, that’s what I want.”

So I let him out. And we went over to the garage where he was to turn the car loose. Got there and he wouldn’t do it.

I got on the phone and said, “Jim, this guy won’t give me my car.”

He said, “Where is he?”

“He’s sitting right down here.”

“I’ll be right there!” In five minutes that white man was there, and he put that other white man back in the jail. Well, I got my car out that time.

The same day, I had to go to Kansas City, so I drove the car down. Coming back, driving this car with the distinctive three chrome bands on it, I could see the agent coming home. I met him going toward Kansas City. And I could see him do a double take—he recognized the car. Then I’m looking in the rearview mirror, and I see him stop and turn around, coming back. I commenced going faster and faster, faster. I commenced hitting eighty and ninety. He commenced hitting eighty and ninety behind me. Then he’s driving with one hand, pulling off his coat with the other. He’s going to work me over good, see? He was way bigger than I was. So I’m doing all this fast driving, speeding. But here come this sign that says, “Entering Leavenworth County.” He saw that and I guess he thought, “I’d better let this bastard go on now, or he’ll put me in jail again.” [Laughs]

But he called me that night and said, “Don’t ever come to Topeka.”

And I said, “Well, I’ll be there. I’ll be there.”

What he didn’t know was that in the front seat was a prison guard, a black fellow, who had just been learning jujitsu. And in the backseat was one of my brothers-in-law. They had been lying down there sleeping, so the guy couldn’t see anybody but me.

When I told them what happened, they said, “Why didn’t you let him catch us?”

I said, “That man could have shot you or something! We ain’t got no gun!”

And the prison guard said, “Why didn’t you let me? I wanted to try my jujitsee on him!”

“Well, I’d rather outrun him,” I said. “A good run’s better than a bad stand.”

Yeah, I had some hard times, but I eventually paid for the house and the automobile too. I got married [to first wife Evangeline Goddard] and stayed in Leavenworth until 1939, at which time I became an assistant attorney in the Kansas Commission of Revenue and Taxation and went to Topeka.

One day I wasn’t feeling well, and the wife, Eva, came upstairs where I was and said, “A man’s downstairs to see you.”

“Who is he?”

She said, “I don’t know—some white man.”

I’m sick with a cold, not feeling good, all stuffy. I go downstairs, and there he is, the agent, knocking on the door and inviting me out.

I said, “You old fool, you!” I shut the door and went back upstairs. [Laughter]

He had told me not to come to Topeka, and there I was, see? He was going to try again to beat me up, that’s what he was going to do! He lived in Topeka, his father lived there, and he was going to work me over for that jail time he did. [Laughter]



I moved to Topeka because I was going to get a regular salary. It wasn’t much, but it enabled me to pay all my bills, keep ahead, and have a little left each time. Having a little security at that time was worth changing for.

But I was sitting up there in the Kansas Commission of Revenue and Taxation, and they didn’t give me one damn thing to do. Not one thing. I’m not exaggerating—nothing! I just sat there and collected a check each month.

Why? Because I was black! And the white lawyers were at the other end of the floor—three of them.

What I’d do to amuse myself is that I’d go down to the law library and just start reading. I’d read anything. All I had to do was report. That’s all I had to do. They’d given me a secretary. She started doing work processing the tax returns from sales tax and compensating tax, which gave her something to do rather than just sitting there looking like a bump on a log.

I made one mistake. I asked them how much they were paying me. I should have left that alone, because otherwise I would have been paid what the white boys were being paid. When I asked them that I think they realized, “Well, he’s not expecting so much.” So they cut me below what the white boys were getting.

I took that to get on my feet, get a little affluent, and get the feeling that I wasn’t tied down or scared and all. Then I told them to raise me to what the white boys were getting or else I was going to quit. And I suppose they thought—which I have no reason to think, other than for purely personal piffle—“This man’s a fool He’s not going to quit the job, because he’s not doing nothing. A lot of us want a job to not do anything.”

But I felt I was atrophying. The little law I knew, I was losing because I wasn’t practicing it.

They didn’t raise my salary.

When I told them I was going to quit, I either had to go back to Leavenworth or go somewhere else. I thought, I didn’t do too good in Leavenworth. I’d be a fool to go back there. Where shall I go?

Ray and Ted Jones, and Elmo Johnson, lived across the street in Topeka. One family lived to my right, and the other to my left in the next block. They had come out here to Seattle to work for Boeing. They told me to come because there were no black lawyers here at all other than one—Johnnie Prim—and he was in the prosecutor’s office. I said, “That sounds like a pretty good thing.”

So in 1943, I came out here to Seattle.
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Charles as a young man.
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Home, Home on the Range

“UNCLE STOKEY, tell us a story about growing up poor in Kansas!”

My cousin Gloria’s annual Christmas dinner request was always followed by the knowing laughter of the family.

“Oh, no, here we go again! The poor-little-Stokey stories,” someone—most likely me—would say. “Dad, did you know Dorothy in The Wizard of Oz? She was from Kansas, right?”

It was that time of evening. Mom’s turkey had been carved to smithereens. The Sock-It-to-Me, that delicious pink-Jell-O-and-cottage-cheese specialty that Mom’s childhood friend Fannie had concocted, had already vanished. Aunt Katie, Gloria’s mom, had come in late from her nursing job on the obstetrics ward of Harborview Hospital, and was serving her family-famous peach cobbler. Uncle King lit a Kool. My mother handed him an ashtray, the kind that was purchased more to complement the decor than for usage. No one who lived in the house smoked, but guests were always accommodated.

It wasn’t that we were rich. But Daddy’s stories of growing up in Kansas made us feel as lucky as living in Disneyland. We never knew how old Daddy was, but we just assumed he was born in the “olden days.” My mother made it clear that his stories were all before her time, but we had no idea she was twenty-two years his junior. She was still a grown-up, and so it was all the same to us.

My cousin, my brother and sister, and I, on the other hand, were lucky enough to be a part of the space age. “The Jetsons” was my favorite television show. Seattle had hosted the 1962 World’s Fair, the first in the United States since World War II. Daddy had been on the planning committee of the fair, which had featured, among others, exhibits promising that we’d be able to see the people we spoke to on the phone any day now. At ten years old, I went to the fair and excitedly took my turn going up to the top of the Space Needle and riding the futuristic Monorail.

“You want to know about the times when we were so poor, we had to go look for coal every day to keep us warm?” he asked.

“Yes, tell us that one.”

“Well, every day when I was a child, my brother Norris and I had to scrounge up the coal to heat up our house,” he began. “My parents had a rule that whichever one of us brought in the most coal got rewarded by not washing the dishes.”

“You boys had to wash dishes?” I interrupted, although I knew that answer. That was asked for my brother, André, to hear. He was always pleading his case that because he took out the garbage, he shouldn’t have to have a turn at washing dishes too.

“Yeah, we had to wash dishes,” Daddy said. “We didn’t have any sisters.”

My quick glance to André caught his tongue sticking out at me.

“Every night, I ended up being the one to wash the dishes,” Dad continued. “That was because each and every day, Norris would beat me at bringing in the coal. I’d look high and low. I’d go all over town, looking on the ground, looking in the fields. We didn’t have money to just go buy some coal, so we had to find what other people had discarded. But somehow, Norris would come back home before I did, and he always had more coal than I could find. His full basket made my parents happy—and made me mad.

“It perturbed me to no end! I wondered, ‘How does he do it? He’s two years older than I am, but he’s no smarter.’

“After months and months, I’d finally had it with washing those dishes all the time, while Norris sat around doing nothing. So I decided to secretly follow him.

“My stepmother said, ‘Go on, boys, time to get the coal.’ Norris ran out, and I ran out. Only this time, instead of heading toward my usual haunts, I held back and watched which way he went.

“He ran up the street. I ran up the street. He turned the corner. I turned the corner. Next thing I knew I saw him head into the railroad yard. Ol’ Norris was taking the coal from the abundant supply that made the trains run! He was stealing coal from the train station!”

“Did you tell on him, Uncle Stokey?” Gloria asked as the rest of us were laughing.

“After all, your father was a minister, so he would have said, ‘Thou shalt not steal,’” I chimed in.

“No, I didn’t tell. But let’s just say that I didn’t wash the dishes so often after that!”



In 1983,1 gave my father a birthday present of The New York Times published on the day he was born, February 1, 1903. I was surprised to see a front-page story on race. NEGROES AGAINST VIOLENCE, the headline read. “Richmond Colored Men Condemn Sentiments Credited to Hayes, but Which He Repudiated.” When I mentioned this to Daddy, he said, “We were dealing with racial issues then, and we’re still dealing with them now. Some things change, some things stay the same.”

When Charles Stokes started elementary school, more than ninety percent of African-Americans still lived in the south. Although he was raised in the midwest, he was still colored, and wherever colored folks were, they lived with white supremacy, segregation, inequality, and unpredictable racial violence. When he was eleven, the Supreme Court made “separate but equal” the law of the land. In the entire country, with a population of ten million colored people, there was only one African-American judge, two Negro legislators, and two thousand blacks in college. The next decade would see almost two million blacks leave the south in a “Great Migration” toward the big cities of the north in search of a better life.

Stokey wasn’t from the south. And he didn’t go due north. In 1943, the midwesterner set out to find a better life in the Pacific northwest. It was a pattern in his life. “If everyone is going one way, I always look for another way.”

He took with him his political ambitions and activism in the Republican Party. I always thought that Daddy stayed Republican because he was so old by then that he didn’t want to change his ways. I figured he was loyal to a fault. Plus, after he got to Seattle, the Republicans helped him get elected. So why would he go Democrat?

In 2001, I had a phone conversation with one of his Kansas cronies that helped me to figure it all out. There was much I didn’t know about the history of Kansas politics, and even more about the participation of black folks in Kansas, the state of the Missouri-Kansas Compromise and of Brown v. Board of Education. That board of education was in Topeka, Kansas, I was reminded by Arthur Fletcher.

I recalled Mr. Fletcher as a nice man, who was taller and stockier than my father. To be honest, just about everyone was taller than my father, but it wasn’t an issue for anyone I knew. No one in our family ever referred to my father as short. No one teased him, certainly. His stature was more important than his height. His place in our community made him a big man. But Mr. Fletcher, a fellow Kansan who had also landed in Washington state, had the build of a football player. He was not a person to play with.

“When your dad practiced law in Kansas in the 1930s and 40s, blacks practically ran the Republican Party,” Mr. Fletcher told me to my surprise when I called him in 2001 at his home in Washington, D.C., to reminisce. “In a state where blacks were only four percent of the population, the vice-chairman of the nineteen counties of Kansas was black. The position was elected by ward captains, and the blacks voted in a block.

“Politics in Kansas was like basketball. It was an exciting political game. We knew we could get people elected because we controlled the party. Against the odds, this taught us how to win!

“In Kansas, blacks voted for Republicans in the primary, because if we won the primary, we could win the general election. If you wanted to influence the state agencies to make a difference, you had to be a Republican. The blacks in the party were dynamic. Democrats couldn’t get elected dogcatcher!” he said, and we laughed together.

“Black lawyers in the state of Kansas were heroes,” Mr. Fletcher continued. “People didn’t want to be basketball players, like they do now. They wanted to be lawyers. Most of the candidates were lawyers, and if they could win these counties they could take the state. We were used to competing against white boys, and if they were average, they couldn’t beat us. They didn’t even faze us.

“Your father admired those black lawyers who came before him, and wanted to be like them. He was a role model in Kansas. And when he went to Seattle, he carried that experience with him.”

Mr. Fletcher concurred with Daddy’s story about being an attorney in the Commission of Revenue and Taxation, sitting around twiddling his thumbs. “When your dad practiced law in Kansas, there wasn’t much for a black attorney to do.”

A decade after my father left for Seattle, political activity became such a hotbed that Mr. Fletcher said he was run out of town.

“Brown v. Board moved through the Kansas courts,” Mr. Fletcher told me, explaining that black lawyers represented the family of eight-year-old Linda Brown and others in the 1954 case against segregated schools in Topeka. “It got so much national attention that Thurgood Marshall, who was the national head of the NAACP, came out from Baltimore to see what we were doing. When it hit the Supreme Court, the NAACP took over.”

I hadn’t thought about that. It had always been my impression that Thurgood Marshall and the NAACP had initiated the case. Who knew that local attorneys in the town in which my father had first worked as a lawyer, where he had cut his political teeth as the head of the Young Republicans, had spearheaded one of the most important legal cases in the country? I sure didn’t. Then again, I was only two years old when the victory came. And none of my school classes ever taught this particular American history.

“When the court handed down the decision, the impact hit Kansas hard,” Mr. Fletcher said. “They ran those of us that had something to do with it out of the state.”

“Really?” I mustered. I couldn’t believe it. I hadn’t heard of any fallout from the Brown v. Board of Education case. I thought it had been all good for black folks. Nothing but celebration. How naive.

“Many families were destroyed by that decision.” His voice was strong and firm. “We paid a price.

“I had a car dealership, and got run out of business and out of the state. We moved to Berkeley, but my wife couldn’t accept what had happened to our lives. She jumped off the Bay Bridge and committed suicide. I raised five children by myself in California, where I had to be a teacher to make a living.”

“I’m sorry, Mr. Fletcher, I had no idea,” I said, but not really knowing what to say. Typical of most of the elders in my life, he wouldn’t accept sympathy. He had shared the experience not to gain my pity but to provide a teaching moment.

“Yes, we paid a price, but you can’t let the backlash and deeply rooted hate destroy you. If you let it, it can defeat you. That’s when you get in touch with your spirit.”

Then he added, “Your father was supporting us.” Daddy was in Seattle by this time and had already made inroads as a legislator. Another Kansas attorney, Philip Burton, had joined him in Seattle and they shared a law office. Seattle was living up to the moniker preferred by the locals: God’s country. Sure enough, and especially with all that was going down in Kansas, it must have seemed more and more like the promised land. “He was telling us to come to Seattle.”

It’s clichéd to say “the rest is history,” but Arthur Fletcher moved to Pasco, a small college town in eastern Washington state, where he indeed made history. While teaching at a local college, he encouraged students to vote. He was a popular professor and city councilman, and his student support helped him win in a race my father had lost. In 1968 he became the first African-American to be nominated in the Washington state Republican primary for lieutenant governor. Unfortunately, he lost in the general election, but then President Nixon came calling, and in the early 1970s as assistant secretary of labor in Washington, D.C., Fletcher became the “father of affirmative action” by issuing an order for fair employment standards.

I was afraid I was taking up too much of this important man’s time with my questions about the past. But before we hung up the phone, Mr. Fletcher gave me an additional piece of Kansas history.

“Black folks got to Kansas because of the Underground Railroad. The Atchison, Topeka, and Santa Fe Railroad had headquarters near Topeka. Black folks worked in the coal fields, recruited by the railroad after slavery. There were riots between the blacks and the Irish over who would work in the mines. So this railroad took the blacks to work in their coal mines. That’s one reason we were accustomed to competing against whites.”

And, I mused to myself, that’s one reason why Uncle Norris, in his competition against Daddy not to have to wash the dinner dishes, knew that the railroad station was where to find the coal.
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Witnessing the signing of the Washington State Fair Employment Practices Act, 1949, by Governor Arthur B. Langlie (seated) at the state Capitol (from left to right): Charles M. Stokes, George Revelle, Jr., Thelma Dewitty, Hubert Dewitty, M. P. Dotson, Letcher Yarbrough.
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Washington, My Home

STOKEY’S STORY: IN HIS OWN WORDS

IN KANSAS, I had been a bigwig Republican.

I started out Republican because my dad was Republican. After I had been practicing law in Leavenworth, Kansas, awhile, I told my dad, “Look, the probate judge is a Democrat. The district court judge is a Democrat. The county commissioners are Democrat. The sheriff’s a Democrat. The county attorney’s Democrat. Say, if I’m going to be in Leavenworth, I better turn Democrat.”

“Oh, son, don’t do that. Don’t do that,” and he started that cadence, like he was going to preach. I got the message.

But if he hadn’t told me that, I’d probably have become a Democrat. And had I known Franklin D. Roosevelt was going to be in office almost twenty years, I’d have become one anyhow! [Laughs]

When Dad came up, if you were black and a Democrat, that was an anathema. If you weren’t a Republican, you were nothing! You were an ingrate for being anything else. Lincoln done freed your butt, and you gone on against him and all? No! It’s just the opposite of what it is now. They thought you were a fool for being a Democrat. Now, they think you’re one for being a Republican.

When I was a young lawyer, my boss, T. W. Bell, was quite a politician. In Leavenworth, people looked up to him, and that forced him to get into politics. That kind of forced me to get into it too. And then Dr. Thomas came to town, and he was politically minded, and the three of us formed a kind of triumvirate. The fellas who didn’t like us too much called us “the wrecking crew.” [Laughs]

But with Thomas’s help and push, I was elected vice-chairman of the Young Republican National Federation, an important post that was on the national level. This sent me off to the Republican National Convention in 1936, when Alfred M. Landon of Kansas was nominated for president. So I was the first black vice-chairman of the Young Republican Federation. And I went to Cleveland and got a hundred dollars a week in expenses. Man, that was something.

You know, there’s a hell of a lot of difference between having a hundred dollars in your pocket, and knowing it’s there, and that you’re going to get some more, and having about ten or twelve dollars and not knowing. You just feel different. You act different. You are different. So I was having a good time—a hundred dollars a week. And I was supposed to be somebody.

Back home, the governor had unexpected trouble being elected. He won by, I think about four-hundred-and-some votes after the absentee ballots were counted. I think some folks in the campaign were teed off with me, because I had gone to the National Convention. I thought I’d be helping Leavenworth by going to Cleveland, but I think they were Monday-morning quarterbacking. When they had a hard time, then they blamed me for not being there, see? But then, before, they’d said I should go, so there I was.

But the governor himself thought of me as helping him get elected. So through him was how I got to be assistant attorney at the Kansas Commission of Revenue and Taxation.

·   ·   ·

I left that job and landed in Seattle on August 27, 1943. I was admitted to practice law in 1944. Luckily for me, I didn’t have to take the bar exam. I just got under the wire of reciprocity; it wasn’t long after that that they changed it so that you had to take the exam if you came from another state. But even so, I had to get some very strenuous recommendations. I had helped another Kansas governor, Payne Harry Ratner, get elected, and I had him as a recommendation. I had clients I had worked for. Then the Washington state bar also wanted to have people you didn’t work for, to get your reputation in the community.

It took me a little time to get settled politically in Seattle. I had started in politics in Kansas early in my career. And by the time I left, I was just getting in there good. That’s why I was a little hesitant to come out here, because I was just getting to know the governors, just getting to know all of this, and the ins and outs of all of that.

When I came to Seattle I immediately tried to get connected into politics. I sent a letter down to Olympia, the capital, to Governor Langlie. In the letter, I told him who I was, and that I’d just come, and that I had a reference from Kansas governor Ratner. He never did answer.

But I stuck with the Republicans, and while I was waiting to get admitted to the bar, they finally got me work at the state-run liquor store on Western Avenue for a while. But that was hard work.

They had a guy in there that I don’t think liked me. They wanted someone to work on Saturday. I think I said I wouldn’t, or I couldn’t, for some reason. This guy turned it around and said that I told the fellas not to work on Saturday. He wanted to call me a Communist or something. I got so damn mad at him! I didn’t know what to do.

I told him, “I’m a lawyer. You think I’d be running around here telling people not to work?”

But later on, he got in trouble and I saw him get thrown out of there. See, he was trying to get me put out of the store, but he didn’t succeed. He got put out.

I didn’t stay at the liquor store for long, though. I mostly worked for what they called the Army Services Forces Depot, out on Marginal Way. I started out there on the labor pool. They had me unloading those heavy iron stoves they were sending up to Alaska to keep the troops warm. Those things were heavy as hell!

I tried that for about a week or so, and I said, “I just can’t do this. My hands are soft, they’re not used to this business.”

And besides, Mr. Johnson, at whose house I was staying, worked in the medical department of the Depot. So, he said, “I’ll get you on there.”

I told them at work, “Transfer me over there or I got to quit. I got to do something else, even if it’s wrong!”

So they did, and that was a hell of a lot better, because a number of times we didn’t do anything but run around while the guys would bring in these palettes and place them up high. If we had something to do, we did it. If we didn’t, we didn’t. We worked most of the time, but it wasn’t hard work like I was doing before.



Fortunately, I was admitted to the Washington state bar in about April 1944. It had taken about eight months, longer than usual because you’ve got to get all these affidavits, got to present them to the board of governors, and got to wait until they decide to act. And they decide to act when they want to. They may decide to let yours take longer, because they may not want a Negro too badly anyhow. Then after they told me it was all right, I had a time getting a fellow who was a member of the board of governors to stand up and introduce me to the court. To say, “Yes, you can now go.” See, I didn’t want to be pushy, to start out on my own and mess up to begin with. So, it was about April before I got admitted.

I got an office downtown at Second and Pike, in a place that was then called the Peoples Building. Now it’s gone and that spot’s a parking lot. The Peoples Building had Dr. Graves, a black chiropodist, and Dr. Allen, a black dentist, in there. I was able to get one room. And I had to partition off that one room, to have the secretary sit out there. The partition didn’t do any good; you could still hear what was said, but it was a psychological thing. Your clients felt better, not having your secretary sitting right there.

For the first time, I was practicing law all by myself. Washington state had different laws than Kansas that I had to study. I had never heard about community property law. I had to pick shit with the chickens, and get it all by myself. [Laughs]

As a new arrival in Seattle, I found that a lot of black folks kind of resented newcomers because they considered you what they called a sharecropper, a country person without urban sophistication. Others accepted you for what you were. It was kind of an individual thing. Those to whom you were a friend were a friend to you, I found. Then too, being a lawyer, I think they accepted me more than they would otherwise—especially, when they didn’t have a black lawyer in Seattle.

Of course, I went to church and told them about my new practice. Mount Zion Baptist Church’s minister, Rev. F. Benjamin Davis, gave me a push. Rev. Fountain W. Penick was at another church in town, Peoples Institutional Baptist, and he was a friend of my dad’s, so he was in my corner.

Soon, I got divorce cases from people. They were working and had money, and maybe they had come to Seattle from Tennessee, and had left the kids, and the wife didn’t like it here, and they would divorce. And then people were buying real estate, and preparing papers for that was fairly good. But I liked the criminal part of legal work better, because that’s more dramatic and melodramatic. So I did quite a bit of criminal work, and that kept me going. Then pretty soon, I became known and white people commenced coming to me too.



At first I lived with the Johnsons, who had lived across the street from me in Topeka. When I arrived in Seattle on the train, the Johnsons met me at the station, and took me to their upstairs residence over the Joneses, who owned the house. I stayed there until I finally got an apartment nearby at the Adelphi Apartments on Twenty-third Avenue not far from Madison, which was owned by Jessie and Lonnie Shields. When I lived with the Johnsons, I’d pass that place and say, “Oh, I’d like to be in there. I’d like to be in there.” And finally, I got in there.

Then when I left there, I bought my first house in Seattle, on Twenty-fifth Avenue. Oh, I was proud of that house! It had a little fish pond in the front yard. I’d get out there cutting the lawn, and when I’d get through, that sun would drop through the trees, having patterns on the ground—on that good, green grass, and I loved it. I just loved that house.

One time at the fish pond, I bent down and lifted a rock out—and my back went out! My wife was gone to California at that time; I was by myself. I finally dragged myself into the house, and got upstairs to my bedroom with no more help than a broom handle keeping me along. Irene and I. D. Wells lived on Twenty-sixth at that time. So when I got in bed I called them. I said, “Irene, I don’t care what people think, or nothing else. If I haven’t called you by nine o’clock in the morning, you come help me get out of this damn bed!” [Laughs]

What kind of neighborhood was it? It was integrated. The neighbor next door was white. The one on the other side was black. The one across the street was black. It was mostly black, but it wasn’t black enough to say it was all black. There were a few white people in there. At that time, they were trying to get out of the neighborhood. Now, they’re trying to get back, see?



In 1950 I ran a campaign for state representative to the legislature. I won and took my seat in January of 1951. The newspaper articles said I was the first black person in the Washington state legislature. And I thought I was, because they said I was—until I started looking around the State House at the pictures of past legislators. I saw a black one, who was named Owen Bush, whose father, George Washington Bush, had helped settle the state. Looking at the picture, I said to myself, “That guy’s got to be black—he ain’t white.” So that’s how I knew I wasn’t the first one.

But I do hold to be the first black state legislator from King County. And during the years I served, I was the only black legislator. People asked me if I found it to be a heavy responsibility. But no, I rather gloried in it, myself!

In 1951, during my first term there, actor Paul Robeson had said that we weren’t going to fight in Korea. And I got up on the floor of the House and I told them we would fight.

I said, “There’s never been a black man who was a traitor, or black skin that had ‘traitor’ on it.” The gist of it was that, “We’re not happy here, but we’re happier here than anywhere else.”

When I got through, the state representatives gave me a standing ovation. Now, they say it was the first time that ever happened there. Now, “they say,” so I never know. But I felt very, very, very, very good about that. Standing ovation in the legislature, in the state of Washington—from a black guy?

Then, they carried that speech on the “Voice of America”—to soldiers all around the country. They sent that speech all around.

There was a black doctor who was a little put out about it. He said I shouldn’t have said that about Robeson. He thought I should have been talking about taxes or something like that. Well, he may have been right, but who knows what’s best to do at the time?

But I considered a standing ovation from the state of Washington something to be engendered. Very nice.
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