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DOCUMENT C

Testimony Before the Credentials Committee, Democratic National Convention

Listen to Fannie Lou Hamer’s Testimony

(Weebsite also contains backgronnd information on this testimony.)

Transcript: Mr. Chairman, and to the Credentials Committee, my name is Mrs. Fannie Lou Hamer, and I live at
626 East Lafayette Street, Ruleville, Mississippi, Sunflower County, the home of Senator James O. Eastland, and
Senator Stennis.

It was the 31st of August in 1962 that eighteen of us traveled twenty-six miles to the county courthouse in Indianola
to try to register to become first-class citizens.

We was met in Indianola by policemen, Highway Patrolmen, and they only allowed two of us in to take the literacy
test at the time. After we had taken this test and started back to Ruleville, we was held up by the City Police and the
State Highway Patrolmen and carried back to Indianola where the bus driver was charged that day with driving a
bus the wrong color.

After we paid the fine among us, we continued on to Ruleville, and Reverend Jeff Sunny carried me four miles in
the rural area where I had worked as a timekeeper and sharecropper for eighteen years. I was met there by my
children, who told me that the plantation owner was angry because I had gone down to try to register.

After they told me, my husband came, and said the plantation owner was raising Cain because I had tried to register.
Before he quit talking the plantation owner came and said, "Fannie Lou, do you know - did Pap tell you what I
said?"

And I said, "Yes, sit." He said, "Well I mean that." He said, "If you don't go down and withdraw your registration,
you will have to leave." Said, "Then if you go down and withdraw," said, "you still might have to go because we are
not ready for that in Mississippi."

And I addressed him and told him and said, "I didn't try to register for you. I tried to register for myself."

I had to leave that same night. On the 10th of September 1962, sixteen bullets was fired into the home of Mr. and
Mrs. Robert Tucker for me. That same night two gitls were shot in Ruleville, Mississippi. Also Mr. Joe McDonald's
house was shot in.

And June the 9th, 1963, I had attended a voter registration workshop; was returning back to Mississippi. Ten of us
was traveling by the Continental Trailway bus. When we got to Winona, Mississippi, which is Montgomery County,
four of the people got off to use the washroom, and two of the people - to use the restaurant - two of the people
wanted to use the washroom.

The four people that had gone in to use the restaurant was ordered out. During this time I was on the bus. But
when I looked through the window and saw they had rushed out I got off of the bus to see what had happened.
And one of the ladies said, "It was a State Highway Patrolman and a Chief of Police ordered us out."

I got back on the bus and one of the persons had used the washroom got back on the bus, too. As soon as I was
seated on the bus, I saw when they began to get the five people in a highway patrolman's car. I stepped off of the
bus to see what was happening and somebody screamed from the car that the five workers was in and said, "Get
that one there." When I went to get in the car, when the man told me I was under arrest, he kicked me.


http://americanradioworks.publicradio.org/features/sayitplain/flhamer.html

I was carried to the county jail and put in the booking room. They left some of the people in the booking room and
began to place us in cells. I was placed in a cell with a young woman called Miss Ivesta Simpson. After I was placed
in the cell I began to hear sounds of licks and screams, I could hear the sounds of licks and horrible screams. And I
could hear somebody say, "Can you say, 'yes, sit,' nigger? Can you say 'yes, sit'?"

And they would say other horrible names.
She would say, "Yes, I can say 'yes, sir."
"So, well, say it."

She said, "I don't know you well enough."

They beat her, I don't know how long. And after a while she began to pray, and asked God to have mercy on those
people. And it wasn't too long before three white men came to my cell. One of these men was a State Highway
Patrolman and he asked me where I was from. I told him Ruleville and he said, "We are going to check this."

They left my cell and it wasn't too long before they came back. He said, "You are from Ruleville all right," and he
used a curse word. And he said, "We are going to make you wish you was dead." I was carried out of that cell into
another cell where they had two Negro prisoners. The State Highway Patrolmen ordered the first Negro to take the
blackjack.

The first Negro prisoner ordered me, by orders from the State Highway Patrolman, for me to lay down on a bunk
bed on my face. Ilaid on my face and the first Negro began to beat. I was beat by the first Negro until he was
exhausted. I was holding my hands behind me at that time on my left side, because I suffered from polio when I
was six years old.

After the first Negro had beat until he was exhausted, the State Highway Patrolman ordered the second Negro to
take the blackjack. The second Negro began to beat and I began to work my feet, and the State Highway Patrolman
ordered the first Negro who had beat me to sit on my feet - to keep me from working my feet. I began to scream
and one white man got up and began to beat me in my head and tell me to hush.

One white man - my dress had worked up high - he walked over and pulled my dress - I pulled my dress down and
he pulled my dress back up.

I was in jail when Medgar Evers was murdered.

All of this is on account of we want to register, to become first-class citizens. And if the Freedom Democratic Party
is not seated now, I question America. Is this America, the land of the free and the home of the brave, where we
have to sleep with our telephones off the hooks because our lives be threatened daily, because we want to live as
decent human beings, in America?

Thank you.
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DOCUMENT D

The Emergence of Yellow Power
By Amy Uyematsu
1969

Asian Americans can no longer afford to watch the black-and-white struggle from the sidelines. They have their
own cause to fight, since they are also victims — with less visible scars — of the white institutionalized racism. A
yellow movement has been set into motion by the black power movement. Addressing itself to the unique
problems of Asian Americans, this “yellow power” movement is relevant to the black power movement in that both
are part of the Third World struggle to liberate all colored people...

Precisely because Asian Americans have become economically secure, do they face serious identity problems. Fully
committed to a system that subordinates them on the basis of non-whiteness, Asian Americans still try to gain
complete acceptance by denying their yellowness. They have become white in every respect but color...

The problem of self-identity in Asian Americans also requires the removal of stereotypes. The yellow people in
American seem to be silent citizens. They are stereotyped as being passive, accommodating, and unemotional.
Unfortunately, this description is fairly accurate, for Asian Americans have accepted these stereotypes and are
becoming true to them.

The silent, passive image of Asian Americans is understood not in terms of their cultural backgrounds, but by the
fact that they are scared. The earliest Asians in America were Chinese immigrants who began settling in large
numbers on the West Coast from 1850 through 1880. They were subjected to extreme white racism, ranging from
economic subordination, to the denial of rights of naturalization, to physical violence. During the height of anti-
Chinese mob action of the 1880’s, whites were “stoning the Chinese in the streets; cutting off their queues,
wrecking their shops and laundries.” The worst outbreak took place in Rock Springs, Wyoming, in 1885, when
twenty-eight Chinese residents were murdered. Perhaps, surviving Asians learned to live in silence, for even if “the
victims of such attacks tried to go to court to win protection, they could not hope to get a hearing. The phrase ‘not
a Chinaman’s chance’ had a grim and bitter reality.”

Racist treatment of “yellows” still existed during World War II, with the unjustifiable internment of 110,000
Japanese into detention camps. When Japanese Americans were ordered to leave their homes and possessions
behind within short notice, they cooperated with resignation and did not even voice opposition...

Today the Asian Americans are still scared. Their passive behavior serves to keep national attention on the black
people. By being as inconspicuous as possible, they keep pressure off of themselves at the expense of the blacks.
Asian Americans have formed an uneasy alliance with white Americans to keep the blacks down. They close their
eyes to the latent white racism toward them which has never changed.

Frightened “yellows” allow the white public to use the “silent Oriental” stereotype against the black protests: The
presence of twenty million blacks in America poses an actual physical threat to the white system. Fearful whites tell
militant blacks that the acceptable criterion for behavior is exemplified in the quiet, passive Asian American.

The yellow power movement envisages a new role for Asian Americans: It is a rejection of the passive Oriental
stereotype and symbolizes the birth of a new Asian-one who will recognize and deal with injustices. The shout of
Yellow power, symbolic of our new direction, is reverberating in the quiet corridors of the Asian community.



DOCUMENT E

Native Americans Offer $24 in Trade Beads for Alcatraz Island
Proclamation to the Great White Father and All His Pegple

We, the native Americans, re-claim the land known as Alcatraz Island in the name of all American Indians by right
of discovery.

We wish to be fair and honorable in our dealings with the Caucasian inhabitants of this land, and hereby offer the
following treaty:

We will purchase said Alcatraz Island for twenty-four dollars ($24) in glass beads and red cloth, a precedent set by
the white man's purchase of a similar island about 300 years ago. We know that $24 in trade goods for these 16
acres is more than was paid when Manhattan Island was sold, but we know that land values have risen over the
years. Our offer of $1.24 per acre is greater than the 47¢ per acre that the white men are now paying the California
Indians for their land. We will give to the inhabitants of this island a portion of that land for their own, to be held in
trust by the American Indian Affairs [sic] and by the bureau of Caucasian Affairs to hold in perpetuity—for as long
as the sun shall rise and the rivers go down to the sea. We will further guide the inhabitants in the proper way of
living. We will offer them our religion, our education, our life-ways, in order to help them achieve our level of
civilization and thus raise them and all their white brothers up from their savage and unhappy state. We offer this
treaty in good faith and wish to be fair and honorable in our dealings with all white men.

We feel that this so-called Alcatraz Island is more than suitable for an Indian Reservation, as determined by the
white man's own standards. By this we mean that this place resembles most Indian reservations in that:

1. It is isolated from modern facilities, and without adequate means of transportation.
2. It has no fresh running water.

3. It has inadequate sanitation facilities.

4. There are no oil or mineral rights.

5. There is no industry and so unemployment is very great.

6. There are no health care facilities.

7. The soil is rocky and non-productive; and the land does not support game.

8. There are no educational facilities.

9. The population has always exceeded the land base.

10. The population has always been held as prisoners and kept dependent upon others.

Further, it would be fitting and symbolic that ships from all over the world, entering the Golden Gate, would first
see Indian land, and thus be reminded of the true history of this nation. This tiny island would be a symbol of the
great lands once ruled by free and noble Indians.

Signed,
Indians of All Tribes

November 1969

San Francisco, California
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DOCUMENT F

Cesar Chavez: Commonwealth Club Address
Delivered November 9, 1984

Thank you very much, Mr. Lee, Mrs. Black, ladies and gentlemen. Twenty-one years ago, this last September, on a
lonely stretch of railroad track paralleling U.S. Highway 101 near Salinas, 32 Bracero farm workers lost their lives in
a tragic accident. The Braceros had been imported from Mexico to work on California farms. They died when their
bus, which was converted from a flatbed truck, drove in front of a freight train. Conversion of the bus had not been
approved by any government agency. The driver had tunnel vision. Most of the bodies laid unidentified for days.
No one, including the grower who employed the workers, even knew their names. Today, thousands of farm
workers live under savage conditions, beneath trees and amid garbage and human excrement near tomato fields in
San Diego County; tomato fields, which use the most modern farm technology. Vicious rats gnaw at them as they
sleep. They walk miles to buy food at inflated prices and they carry in water from irrigation ditches.

Child labor is still common in many farm areas. As much as 30 percent of Northern California's gatlic harvesters are
underaged children. Kids as young as six years old have voted in states, conducted union elections, since they
qualified as workers. Some 800,000 underaged children work with their families harvesting crops across America.
Babies born to migrant workers suffer 25 percent higher infant mortality rates than the rest of the population.
Malnutrition among migrant workers' children is 10 times higher than the national rate. Farm workers' average life
expectancy is still 49 years, compared to 73 years for the average American. All my life, I have been driven by one
dream, one goal, one vision: to overthrow a farm labor system in this nation that treats farm workers as if they were
not important human beings. Farm workers are not agricultural implements; they are not beasts of burden to be
used and discarded. That dream was born in my youth, it was nurtured in my early days of organizing. It has
flourished. It has been attacked.

I'm not very different from anyone else who has ever tried to accomplish something with his life. My motivation
comes from my personal life, from watching what my mother and father went through when I was growing up,
from what we experienced as migrant workers in California. That dream, that vision grew from my own experience
with racism, with hope, with a desire to be treated fairly, and to see my people treated as human beings and not as
chattel. It grew from anger and rage, emotions I felt 40 years ago when people of my color were denied the right to
see a movie or eat at a restaurant in many parts of California. It grew from the frustration and humiliation I felt as a
boy who couldn't understand how the growers could abuse and exploit farm workers when there were so many of
us and so few of them.

All Hispanics, urban and rural, young and old, are connected to the farm workers' experience. We had all lived
through the fields, or our parents had. We shared that common humiliation. How could we progress as a people
even if we lived in the cities, while the farm workers, men and women of our color, were condemned to a life
without pride? How could we progress as a people while the farm workers, who symbolized our history in this land,
were denied self-respect? How could our people believe that their children could become lawyers and doctors and
judges and business people while this shame, this injustice, was permitted to continue?
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