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Booker T. Washington was the son of a female
slave and a white man whose identity he never
knew, He graduated from Hampton Institute
in 1875 and taught there until he was chosen
to organize the Tuskegee Institution in 1881.
Although he privately used his resources and
influence to fight segregation, in his famous
Atlanta Exposition Speech of 1895 publicly
urged black Southerners to focus their efforts
on economic rather than political gains while
be urged white Southerners to give their black
neighbors a fair chance. Washington's policies
won bim extraordinary gifis from philan-
thropists, brought Southern legislative granis
Sor black schools, and made him the
spokesman for his race.” His autobiography,
Up From Slavery (1901), became a national
bestseller.

r. President and Gendemen of the Board of
Directors and Citizens.

One-third of the population of the South is of the
Negro race. No enterprise secking the material, civil, or
moral welfare of this section can distegard this element of
our population and reach the highest success. T but con-
vey to you, Mr. President and Directors, the sentiment of
the masses of my race when I say that in no way have the
value and manhood of the American Negro been more
fivringly and generously recognized than by the managers
of this magnificent Exposition at every stage of its
progress. It is a recognition that will do more to cement
the friendship of the two races than any occurrence since
the dawn of our freedom.

Not only this, but the opportunity here afforded will
awaken among us a new era of industrial progress.
Ignorant and inexperienced, it is not strange thae in the
first years of our new life we began ar the top instead of
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at the botrom; that a seat in Congress or the state legisla-
ture was more sought than real estate or industrial skill;
that the political convention of stump speaking had more
attractions than starting a dairy farm or truck garden.

A ship lost at sea for many days suddenly sighted a
friendly vessel. From the mast of the unfortunate vessel
was seen a signal, “Water, warer; we die of thirst!” The
answer from the friendly vessel at once came back, “Cast
down your bucket where you are.” A second time the sig-
nal, “Warer, water; send us water!” ran up from the dis-
tressed vessel, and was answered, “Cast down your bucker
where you are.” And a third and fourth signal for water
was answered, “Cast down your bucker where you are.”
The caprain of the distressed vessel, at last heeding the
injunction, cast down his bucket, and it came up full of
fresh, sparkling water from the mouth of the Amazon
River. To those of my race who depend on bettering their
condition in a foreign land or who underesrimare the im-
portance of cultivating friendly relations with the
Southern white man, who is their next-doar neighbour, [
woauld say: “Cast down your bucket whete you are”—
cast it down in making friends in every manly way of the
people of all races by whom we are surrounded.

Cast it down in agriculture, mechanics, in commerce,
in domestic service and in the professions. And in this
connection it is well to bear in mind that whatever other
sins the South may be called to bear, when it comes ro
business, pure and simple, it is in the South thar the
Negro is given a man’s chance in the commercial world,
and in nothing is this Exposition more eloquent than in
emphasizigg this chance. OQur greatest danger is that in
the grear leap from slavery to freedom we may overlook
the fact that the masses of us are to live by the produc-
tions of our hands, and fail to keep in mind that we shall
prosper in proportion as we learn to dignify and glorify
common labour and put brains and skill into the com-
mon occupations of life; shall prosper in proportion as
we learn to draw the line between the superficial and the
substanrial, the otnamental gewgaws of life and the use-
ful. No race can prosper till it learns that there is as much
dignity in tilling a field as in writing a poem. It is at the
botrom of life we must begin, and not at the top. Nor
should we permir our grievances to overshadow our op-
portuniries.

Harcourt, Ine.




