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JAMES WELDON JOHNSON

A Biographical Sketch

By WALTER WHITE, Executive Secvetary,
the National Association for the Advancement
of Colored People

I cannot hope, in this brief portrait, to do more than
suggest the unique role which James Weldon Johnson
played not only in helping the United States to attain a
more civilized attitude on the perplexing race question
but in his considerable contributions to American culture
generally,

It is, first, to Mr. Johnson that the major share of the
credit must go for the cultural and intellectual "'rapproache-
ment ' between white and Negro writers, singers, painters,
and the public at large. He was the conscious instrument
by which barriers of race have been removed, through
which process of demolition these creative artists have
come to know and appreciate each other as human beings.
There is hardly a Negro artist who is not indebted to him
for spiritual and material assistance. In the introduction
to his '"The Book of American Negro Poetry' Mr. Johnson
as long ago as 1922 called America's attention to the dis-
tinctive contributions the American Negro has made, and
out of this and other essays there has grown a new re-
spect and appreciation which has had a most salutary ef-
fect on public opinion, white and black. Out of his work
as creative artist and interpreter Mr. Johnson painted a
new picture of the Negro which has stimulated first-rate
work by Negroes and helped enlarge an appreciative aud-
ience for that work.

It is seldom that one finds in one man as in Johnson so
perfect a blending of artist and uncompromising advocate
of principle. During the years he served as secretary of
the National Association for the Advancement of Colored
People he made it one of the most potent forces in the
United States. But these are but two of the facets of his
many-sided personality. To know them better one must
read his autobiography, *Along this Way", his poems in
"God's Trombones' and *'Saint Peter Relates an Incident",
his essays and novels such as "Black Manhattan®, *The
Autobiography of an Ex-Colored Man", and ""Negro Ameri-
cans, What Now?", and his anthologies of Negro poetry
and spirituals.

Mr. Johnson was born in Jacksonville, Florida; was
educated at Atlanta University (A. B. and M. A. ) and at
Columbia University., Howard University in Washington
and Talladega College in Alabama have conferred upon
him the honorary degree of Doctor of Literature. He
practiced law in Florida until he moved to New York City
in 1901 with his gifted brother, J. Rosamond Johnson,
with whom he collaborated for five years in writing a
large number of the popular songs for the musical
comedy stage of that period.
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In 1906 President Theodore Roosevelt appointed Mr.
Johnson as consul at Puerto Cabello, Venezuela. Three
years later, he was transferred to Corinto, Nicaragua.
Mr. Johnson resigned from the service in 1914 to devote
himself to writing. Two years later he felt the call to
work more actively against lynching and other forms of
race persecution, and he joined the staff of the
N.A.A.C. P.

For fourteen years he was the spearhead and leader of
the fight for justice to his race. Brilliantly he led the
efforts to arouse public opinion against lynching and
secure the passage of a federal law. In 1920 he investi-
gated for the N. A, A, C, P. the American misrule of the
Black Republic of Haiti. The charges which he made in
a series of articles publiched in "*'The Nation' led toa Naval
inquiry and to the subsequent steps which finally resulted
in the restoration of Haitian sovereignty.

Mr. Johnson continued his writing despite his arduous
duties as secretary of the N. A, A, C. P. He published a
number of books, frequently contributed to various lead-
ing magazines, ran a column for ten years in "The New
York Age", oldest Negro newspaper in Manhattan, He was
a contributor to the revised "Encyclopaedia Britannica'".
He won one of the three prizes offered in 1916 by "The
Public Ledger' of Philadelphia in a nationwide editorial
contest. He was a member of the Board of Directors and
a vice-president of the N, A, A, C. P., a director of the
American Fund for Public Service, and a trustee of
Atlanta University. He held the Spence Chair of Creative
Literature of Fisk University in Nashville and was Visit-
ing Professor of Creative Literature at New York Uni-
versity.

BIOGRAPHY OF
BRYCE BOND

Round-the-World traveller. .. skindiver. . . under-
water photographer. A knowledgeable Musicmaster. ..
who moves easily from jazz to the most esoteric classics.
Energetic Bryce Bond once rolled up 129 hours of con-
tinuous broadcasting to place third in a national 'on air'
Marathon. He has had long and lively experience in sum-
mer stock. .. in radio, television, motion pictures...as
producer, writer, director and actor. His comedy album
for Strand Records is a best seller. In the works: a
follow-up record album, and a primer for radio broad-
casters. This is his first recording for Folkways.




SIDE 1, BAND 1
THE CREATION

And God stepped out on space,
And he looked around and said:
I'm lonely =

I'l1l make me a world.

And far as the eye of God could see
Darkness covered everything,
Blacker than a hundred midnights
Down in a cypress swamp.

Then God smiled,

And the light broke,

And the darkness rolled up on one side,
And the light stood shining on the other,
And God said: That's good!

Then God reached out and took the light in his hands,
And God rolled the light around in his hands
Until he made the sun;

And he set that sun a-blazing in the heavens.
And the light that was left from making the sun
God gathered it up in a shining ball

And flung it against the darkness,

Spangling the night with the moon and stars.
Then down between

The darkness and the light

He hurled the world;

And God said: That's good!

Then God himself stepped down —

And the sun was on his right hand,

And the moon was on his left;

The stars were clustered about his head,
And the earth was under his feet.

And God walked, and where he trod

His footsteps hollowed the valleys out
And bulged the mountains up.

Then he stopped and looked and saw

That the earth was hot and barren,

So God stepped over to the edge of the world
And he spat out the seven seas —

He batted his eyes, and the lightnings flashed -
He clapped his hands, and the thunders rolled -
And the waters above the earth came down,

The cooling waters came down,

Then the green grass sprouted,

And the little red flowers blossomed,

The pine tree pointéd his finger to the sky,

And the oak spread out his arms,

The lakes cuddled down in the hollows of the ground,
And the rivers ran down to the sea;

And God smiled again,

And the rainbow appeared,

And curled itself around his shoulder.

Then God raised his arm and he waved his hand
Over the sea and over the land,

And he said: Bring forth! Bring forth!

And quicker than God could drop his hand,
Fishes and fowls

And beasts and birds

Swam the rivers and the seas,

Roamed the forests and the woods,

And split the air with their wings.

And God said: That's good!

Then God walked around,

And God looked around

On all that he had made.

He looked at his sun,

And he looked at his moon,

And he looked at his little stars;
He looked on his world

With all its living things,

And God said: I'm lonely still.

Then God sat down —

On the side of a hill where he could think;
By a deep, wide river he sat down;

With his head in his hands,

God thought and thought,

Till he thought: I'll make me a man!

Up from the bed of the river

God scooped the clay;

And by the bank of the river

He kneeled him down;

And there the great God Almighty

Who 1it the sun and fixed it in the sky,

Who flung the stars to the most far corner of the night,
Who rounded the earth in the middle of his hand;
This Great God,

Like a mammy bending over her baby,

Kneeled down in the dust

Toiling over a lump of clay

Till he shaped it in his own image;

Then into it he blew the breath of life,
And man became a living soul.
Amen, Amen.

SIDE 1, BAND 2
THE JUDGMENT DAY

In that great day,

People, in that great day;

God's a-going to rain down fire.

God's a-going to sit in the middle of the air
To judge the quick and the dead.

Early one of these mornings,

God‘s a-going to call for Gabriel,

That tall, bright angel, Gabriel;

And God's a-going to say to him: Gabriel,
Blow your silver trumpet,

And wake the living nations,

And Gabriel's going to ask him: Lord,
How loud must I blow it?

And God's a-going to tell him: Gabriel,
Blow it calm and easy.

Then putting one foot on the mountain top,
And the other in the middle of the sea,
Gabriel's going to stand and blow his horn,
To wake the living nations.

Then God's a-going to say to him: Gabriel,
Once more blow your silver trumpet,
And wake the nations underground.

And Gabriel's going to ask him: Lord

How loud must I blow it?

And God's a-going to tell him: Gabriel,

Like seven peals of thunder,

Then the tall, bright angel, Gabriel,

Will put one foot on the battlements of heaven
And the other on the steps of hell,

And blow that silver trumpet

Till he shakes old hell's foundations.

And I feel Old Earth a-shuddering —

And I see the graves a-bursting —

And I hear a sound,

A blood-chilling sound.

What sound is that I hear?

It's the clicking together of the dry bones,
Bone to bone — the dry bones.

And I see coming out of the bursting graves,
And marching up from the valley of death,
The army of the dead.

And the living and the dead in the twinkling of an eye
Are caught up in the middle of the air,
Before God's judgment bar.
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Oh-o0-oh, sinner, And Moses took off his shoes,

Where will you stand, And Moses looked at the burning bush,
In that great day when God's a-going to rain down fire? And he heard the voice,

Oh, you gambling man — where will you stand ? But he saw no man,

You whore-mongering man — where will you stand ?

Liars and backsliders — where will you stand, Then God again spoke to Moses,

In that great day when God's a-going to rain down fire? And he spoke in a voice of thunder:
I am the Lord God Almighty,

And God will divide the sheep from the goats, I am the God of thy fathers,

The one on the right, the other on the left. I am the God of Abraham,

And to them on the right God's a-going to say: Of Isaac and of Jacob

Enter into my kingdom. And Moses hid his face,

And those who've come through great tribulations,

And washed their robes in the blood of the Lamb, And God said to Moses:

They will enter in - I've seen the awful suffering

Cl'othed in spotless white, 3 Of my people down in Egypt.

With starry crowns upon their heads, I've watched their hard oppressors,

And silver slippers on their feet, Their overseers and drivers;

And harps within their hands; - The groans of my people have filled my ears
And I can't stand it no longer;

And two by two they'll walk So I'm come down to deliver them

Up and down the golden street, Out of the land of Egypt,

Feasting on the milk and honey And I will bring them out of that land

Singing new songs of Zion, Into the land of Canaan;

Chattering with the angels Therefore, Moses, go down,

All around the Great White Throne, Go down into Egypt,
And tell Old Pharaoh

And to them on the left God's a-going to say: To let my people go.

Depart from me into everlasting darkness,

Down into the bottomless pit. id:

And the wicked like lumps of lead will start to fall, %gdml\gﬁze: Ssgég'ch%()elf‘g}ewggaigloi?

Headlong for seven days and nights they'll fall, For, Lord, you know I'm slow of tongue,

Plumb into the big, black, red-hot mouth of hell, But God said: I will be thy mouth and I will be thy

Belching out fire and brimstone, tongue;

And their cries like howling, yelping dogs, Therefore ! Moses, go down

Will go up with the fire and smoke from hell, Go down yonder into Egypt land

But God will stop his ears. And tell Old Pharaoh :

le s
Too late, sinner! Too late! s ¥ g

(;.0 - i 1 ( ;O - [ §
In gg“byginig;r}eﬁ hel?'d bye! And Moses with hi: rod in hand

3 5 - Went down and said to Pharaoh:
Beyond the reach of the love of God. Thus saith the Lord God of Israel,

And I hear a voice, crying, crying: Let my people go.

Time shall be no more!

Time shall be no more! And Pharaoh looked at Moses,

Time shall be no more! He stopped still and looked at Moses;

An the sun will go out like a candle in the wind, And he said to Moses: Who is this Lord?

The moon will turn to dripping blood, I know all the gods of Egypt,

The stars will fall like cinders, But I know no God of Israel;

And the sea will burn like tar; So go back, Moses, and tell your God,

And the earth shall melt away and be dissolved, I will not let this people go.

And the sky will roll up like a scroll.

With a wave of his hand God will blot out time, Poor Old Pharaoh,

And start the wheel of eternity. He knows all the knowledge of Egypt,
Yet never knew —

Sinner, oh, sinner, He never knew

Where will you stand The one and the living God.

In that great day when God's a-going to rain down fire? Poor Old Pharaoh,

He's got all the power of Egypt,

And he's going to try

To test his strength

With the might of the great Jehovah,
With the might of the Lord God of Hosts,
The Lord mighty in battle,

And God, sitting high up in his heaven,
Laughed at poor Old Pharaoh.

SIDE 1, BAND 3
LET MY PEOPLE GO

And God called Moses from the burning bush,
He called in a still, small voice,

And he said: Moses — Moses — And Pharaoh called the overseers,

And Moses listened, And Pharaoh called the drivers,

And he answered and said: And he said: Put heavier burdens still

Lord, here am L On the backs of the Hebrew Children,
Then the people chode with Moses,

And the voice in the bush said: Moses, And they cried out: Look here, Moses,

Draw not nigh, take off your shoes, You've been to Pharaoh, but look and see

For you're standing on holy ground. What Pharaoh's done to us now,

And Moses stopped where he stood, And Moses was troubled in mind,
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But God said: Go again, Moses,

You and your brother, Aaron,

And say once more to Pharaoh

Thus saith the Lord God of the Hebrews,
Let my people go.

And Moses and Aaron with their rods in hand
Worked many signs and wonders.

But Pharaoh called for his magic men,
And they worked wonders, too.

So Pharaohs' heart was hardened

And he would not,

No, he would not

Let God's people go.

And God rained down plagues on Egypt,
Plagues of frogs and lice and locusts,
Plagues of blood and boils and darkness
And other plagues besides.

But ev'ry time God moved the plague
Old Pharaoh's heart was hardened,

And he would not,

No, he would not

Let God's people go.

And Moses was troubled in mind,

Then the Lord said: Listen, Moses,
The God of Israel will not be mocked
Just one more witness of my power
I'll give hard-hearted Pharaoh,

This very night about midnight,

I'll pass over Egypt land,

In my righteous wrath will I pass over,
And smlte their first-born dead,

And God that night passed over.

And a cry went up out of Egypt.

And Pharaoh rose in the middle of the night
And he sent in a hurry for Moses;

And he said: Go forth from ‘1mono my people,
You and all the Hebrew Children;

Take your goods and take your flocks

And get away from the land of Egypt.

And, right then, Moses led them out,
With all their ;Doods and all their flocks
And God went on before,

A guiding pillar of cloud by day,

And a pillar of fire by night.

And they journeyed on in the wilderness,
And came down to the Red Sea,

In the morning,

Oh, in the morning,

They missed the Hebrew Children,

Four hundred years,

Four hundred years

They'd held them down in Egypt land.

Held them under the driver's lash,

Working without money and without price.

And it might have been Pharaoh's wife that said:
Pharaoh - look what you've done,

You let those Hebrew Children go,

And who's going to serve us now ? 7

Who's gomq to nnke our bricks and mortar?
Who's going to plant and plow our corn?

Who's going to get up in the chill of the morning?
And who's going to work in the blazing sun?
Pharaoh, tell me that!

And Pharaoh called his generals,
And the generals called the captains,
And the captains called the soldiers,
And they hitched up all the chariots,
Six hundred chosen chariots of war,
And twenty-four hundred horses,

And the chariots all were full of men,
With swords and shields

=f-

And shiny spears

And battle bows and arrows.
And Pharaoh and his army
Pursued the Hebrew Children
To the edge of the Red Sea.

Now, the Children of Israel, looking back,

Saw Pharoah's army commg>

And the rumble of the chariots was like a thunder
storm,

And the whirring of the wheels was like a rushing
wind

And the d,ust from the horses made a cloud that darked
the day

And the ghttermgj of the spears was like lightnings in
the night.

And the Children of Israel all lost faith,

The children of Israel all lost hope;

Deep Red Sea in front of them

And Pharaoh's host behind,

And they mumbled and grumbled among themselves:
Were there no graves in Egypt?

And they wailed aloud to Moses and said:

Slavery in Egypt was better than to come

To die here in this wilderness,

But Moses said:

Stand still! Stand still!

And see the Lord's salvation.

For the Lord God of Israel

Will not forsake his people,

The Lord will break the chariots,

The Lord will break the horsemen

He'll break great Egypt's sword and shield,
The battle bows and arrows;

This day he'll make proud Pharaoh know
Who is the God of Israel.

And Moses lifted up his rod

Over the Red Sea;

And God with a blast of his nostrils

Blew the waters apart,

And the waves rolled back and stood up in a pile
And left a path through the middle of the sea
Dry as the sands of the desert,

And the Chrildren of Israel all crossed over

On to the other side.

’

When Pharaoh saw them crossing dry,
He dashed on in behind them —

Old Pharaoh got about half way cross,
And God unlashed the waters,

And the waves rushed back tonether
And Pharaoh and all his army got lost
And all his host got drownded.

And Moses sang and Miriam danced,
And the people shouted for joy,

And God led the Hebrew Children on
Till they reached the promised land,

Listen! — Listen!

All you sons of Pharaoh,

Who do you think can hold God's people
When the Lord God himself has said,
Let my people go ?

SIDE 2, BAND 1
THE PRODIGAL SON
Young man -

Young man - »
Your arm's too short to box with God,




But Jesus spake in a parable, and he said:
A certain man had two sons.

Jesus didn't give this man a name,

But his name is God Almighty.

And Jesus didn't call these sons by name,
But ev'ry young man,

Ev'rywhere,

Is one of these two sons.

And the younger son said to his father,

He said: Father, divide up the property,

And give me my portion now.

And the father with tears in his eyes said: Son,
Don't leave your father's house,

But the boy was stubborn in his head,

And haughty in his heart,

And he took his share of his father's goods,
And went into a far-off country.

There comes a time,

There comes a time

When ev'ry young man looks out from his father's
house,

Longing for that far-off country.

And the young man journeyed on his way,

And he said to himself as he travelled along:

This sure is an easy road,

Nothing like the rough furrows behind my father's
plow.

Young man -

Young man -

Smooth and easy is the road

That leads to hell and destruction.

Down grade all the way,

The further you travel, the faster you go.
No need to trudge and sweat and toil,
Just slip and slide and slip and slide

Till you bang up against hell's iron gate,

And the younger son kept travelling along,

Till at night-time he came to a city.

And the city was bright in the night-time like day,
The streets all crowded with people,

Brass bands and string bands a-playing,

And ev'rywhere the young man turned

There was singing and laughing and dancing.

And he stopped a passer-by and he said:

Tell me what city is this?

And the passer-by laughed and said: Don't you know ?
This is Babylon, Babylon,

That great city of Babylon.

Come on, my friend, and go along with me,

And the young man joined the crowd.

Young man —

Young man —

You're never lonesome in Babylon,

You can always join a crowd in Babylon.
Young man —

Young man —

You can never be alone in Babylon,

Alone with your Jesus in Babylon,

You can never find a place, a lonesome place,
A lonesome place to go down on your knees,
And talk with your God, in Babylon.

You're always in a crowd in Babylon,

And the young man went with his new-found friend,
And bought himself some brand new clothes,

And he spent his days in the drinking dens,
Swallowing the fires of hell.

And he spent his nights in the gambling dens,
Throwing dice with the devil for his soul.

And he met up with the women of Babylon.

Oh, the women of Babylon!

Dressed in yellow and purple and scarlet,
Loaded with rings and earrings and bracelets,
Their lips like a honeycomb dripping with honey,
Perfumed and sweet-smelling like a jasmine flower;
And the jasmine smell of the Babylon women
Got in his nostrils and went to his head,

And he wasted his substance in riotous living,

In the evening, in the black and dark of night,
With the sweet-sinning women of Babylon,

And they stripped him of his money,

And they stripped him of his clothes,

And they left him broke and ragged

In the streets of Babylon.

Then the young man joined another crowd —
The beggars and lepers of Babylon,

And he went to feeding swine,

And he was hungrier than the hogs;

He got down on his belly in the mire and mud
And ate the husks with the hogs.

And not a hog was too low to turn up his nose
At the man in the mire of Babylon.

Then the young man came to himself -

He came to himself and said:

In my father's houce are many mansions,
Ev'ry servant in his house has bread to eat,
Ev'ry servant in his house has a place to sleep;
I will arise and go to my father.

And his father saw him afar off,

And he ran up the road to meet him,

He put clean clothes upon his back,

And a golden chain around his neck,

He made a feast and killed the fatted calf,
And invited the neighbors in.

Oh-o0-oh, sinner,

When you're mingling with the crowd in Babylon -
Drinking the wine of Babylon —

Running with the women of Babylon -

You forget about God, and you laugh at Death.
Today you've got the strength of a bull in your neck
And the strength of a bear in your arms,

But some o' these days, some o' these days,

You'll have a hand-to-hand struggle with bony Death,
And Death is bound to win.

Young man, come away from Babylon,

That hell-border city of Babylon.

Leave the dancing and gambling of Babylon,

The wine and whiskey of Babylon,

The hot-mouthed women of Babylon;

Fall down on your knees,

And say in your heart:

I will arise and go to my Father,

SIDE 2, BAND 2

GO DOWN DEATH
A Funeral Sermon

Weep not, weep not,

She is not dead;

She's resting in the bosom of Jesus,
Heart-broken husband — weep no more;
Grief-stricken son — weep no more;
Left-lonesome daughter — weep no more;
She's only just gone home.

Day before yesterday morning,

God was looking down from his great, high heaven,
Looking down on all his children,

And his eye fell on Sister Caroline,

Tossing on her bed of pain, ‘

And God's big heart was touched with pity,

With the everlasting pity.
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