"The Tulsa Race Riot and Three of Its Victims," 1931. Written by B.C. Franklin.
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’ war cry was,"On to France." But here,there is no such cry.as I look into

your faces,I divine your thoughts.Your cry iss™0n to Berlit;‘.*‘("l'hunderoua

ETISIRI———

applause rent the airl. _
When I had finished my little speéch,a young colored couple made
their way through that vast throng to the speaker's stand.The young man

was dressed in the uniform of his country.He spoke to me3"My name is John

e

Ross and this is ﬁré;ﬁo'sé;m wife.I understand you are from Tulsa.lfy home

is there,although I have not spent very much time there for the past three Q
years or more."

®I am very glad to meet bath of you%,I said.Continuing,"May I ask

‘ you,lr.Ross,where you have been?.I know your mother quite well". f
i 3

%ﬁ "I left home in the early spring of I9I4 and by mid-summer of that
!

year,I was in Europe.I had the wanderlust,I was adventerous and wanted ac-.

L e

tion.I succeeded in joining the British army.I got plenty of action and ad-~

venture--then.I quit the army in August I9I6 and returned to this country.

i1ﬁ I again enlisted for service in New York last January and have been station-
i

_ed there ever since.l secured a leave of absence a few days ago to visit o=

[ vssil for Burope.l mean my compa.ny.Mrs.

’ ; : WA A R i oo i T T £
Ross will live with mother until the war is over. S ; i3

'ﬂ‘ And so young Ross returned to Burppe and foi&ght for his country
‘ until the armistice was signed.Over there, he,like hundreds of his buddies,

was simply a cog in the great machinery of war.}ie did his bit in compara-

tive obscuridy--he was known only to a few.Providence was kind to him and
he.iike a few others--just a few others--returned home gound in mind gnd in

body.
Life--sordid at times~--is médde up of many changes and vicissitudes,

and so the scene shifts back to Tulsa.

It is now May 3Ist,I92I.The day is just begiunning.Sweet-throated
i B I S T g

. birds i&fﬁit their mgs of joy in the tree-tops,fanued by the refreshing

zephyr,and the dew spa.rkles upon the graas like countleas 11ttle digmonds,
as old S0l rises agbove the eastern horizon and,shinning in all his resplen=-
dent glory,thrusts his myrigd rays upon the busy world below.An unbroken
stream of pedestrians=--male and female--passes down Greenwood Avenue.It is
made up of laborers,some empty~handed and others with dinner pails,on their
way to work.They hurry aleng as if they are late.A few of the more preten-
tious ones pass in their own cars,or in jitneys,or upon busses.Then comes a

lull--a lull before the storm.
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It is now II;33,A.I.0of the same day and the first edition of

the Tulsg Daily Tribune is out.The newsies are hawking their wares.lis=-

ten:"Tulsa Daily Tribune,Mister?,Tribune,likster?,All about a Negra as~

Es—

saulting a white girl=-rezd abaut it--Tribune,Mieter“_’.”
And so thousands of people buy the Iribune and scan its pages

ier the awtiale abemﬁ tha alleged assault.They find it tucked away in a

emall space on bthe of the mside pa.ges of the paper.In the twinkling of
an eye,a part of Tulsa is changed from the happy,joyous,care-free to
locks of grim determinatian.

It is also the commencement season and the streets of the city

are filled all day long with happy,innocent,care~free graduates,colored
and white,walking proudly in their caps and gowns.The colored graduates |
are dreaming,building air-castles and,in their waking dreams,they see

themselves rising,mounting higher and higher up the ladder of récogni-
tion and renown.But,alas',their dreams are like Ponzi's ﬂii_'xa.ncia.l bub-~

bles.

wears on amd the shaxiows af evenning lengthen and soan

darkness comes on apace.N P

cept those attending some commencement program or detained on business in
shop or office,are at home.Possibly a few are out with their families for
a drive in the cool of the night.The night grows g little older and a few

shots are heard--in the distance.One first thinks its fire signals.The

night grows older and the shooting increases and becomes less intermite
#ent.@ne becomes,by the peculiar working of one's mind,slightly disturb=- |
: ed‘&nd distressed.One's mind goes back to that mews article about that
purported aaeanlt,amd then still farther back--gbout a month--to the lynch=
ing of that white man §m West Tu‘lsa. (This white man was taken fraom the Tul-
sg County jail by a mob and hung,I believe,toc a telephone polQ.My mind be-
oo T R R
I had had an unusually Baxd day of it at court and in my office. {

By noon,I had finished &g,. trial of a land case that was begun two days “
before.l had spent the entire afternocon briefing a law suit docketed for

trial the follawingweelsAnd so,I retired rather early.But the shooting
continued.I arose,dressed and went to the 'phone to call the sheriff's

office to find out the trouble.l could not make connection.The next

thought was my office and to it I hastened.Upou reaching Greenwood Ave=~

nue,the same street upon which my office was then,and ig aow,locat
¢ ’ ated,I

Collection of the Smithsonian National Museum of African American History and Culture, Gift from Tulsa Friends and John W. and Karen R. Franklin. 2015.176.1



"The Tulsa Race Riot and Three of Its Victims," 1931. Written by B.C. Franklin.

found the street congested with humanity and vehicles of all kinds and |
descriptions.Everybody ,except the business men,was running about excit- |

edly.The business nmen rema.lned in their places of business,looking dis= i

tressed and deeply concerned.Pushing and elbowing my way through the
eached my office.Again I tried to call the sheriff's
office and a : I ofcourse
Raew tHal tﬁere was frouble-‘that a race riat--or rta.ce Wwal,as Tt after-
ward proved to be--was in the making and that we would soen be in the

; midst of a great catastrophe if something was not done at once to avert
it.I went ‘down upon the streets and tried to get the heads and tails of
thingf:;.]: found no one in any mood to talk with me about the trouble,ex~
cept a few of the business men and ﬁhey c‘ou}.d tell me nothing and knew

nothing that they could do or assist me in doing.We were nct organized

for such an emergency.No one could reach the sheriff's office and no one

knew where he was.I started to townsbut did not get very far before L.

@at such a move was both foolish and suicidal.l could do nex-'
'e;emg&ing stmh. a cmuxse.So,af-

ter remaini on A'the streets for ‘Thour
I slipped out of my top shirt and lay down and tried toc think--sleeping

was out of the question.I solilbquized,"Here I am,a peacedble and law-a=
biding citizen,l have harmed n& one==just like thousands of others of my
race heie--—and yet I cannot now walk the street,upon a peaceful nission,
im :afet:n“ This seemed hard to me.You see,l had never been in a mob be-
_’}Wﬁﬁe&,& knew absolutely nothing about mob-pgychology- Since be-
waﬁng ‘a man,T have always been kept busy and never had had an occasion |
to study the mob~spirit.I had thought,foolishly,l suppose,that a peacea-~ |

ble,law abiding citizen could go whereever he had buainéss--upun the ;

.

streets«l was rudely disillusioned.

top of stand-pipe hill literally lighted up by the blazes that came frm
ar bullets whizzing and cutting

sounds that

the throats of machine guns,and I could he
the air.There was shooting now in every directian,and the
came from the thousands and thousands of guns were deafening.

i When the sastern sky redened,annduncing the approach of day,I was
still standing #n that upper porch thinking-—thinking--thinking.m how

different was the coming of this day from that of the day before.Now,
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S5a :

one cound see no stream of laborers passing down Greenwood Avenue,happy |
i and care-free as on the morn beforejno birds warbled their sweet songs,

or,if they did,their voices were hushed in the din of battle.The grass

was wet again with the mornlng dew and the sun rose again to travel the
to his feet since time began,but neither h&d any charm on that

S RIS R

AR

’face’

I went from the front porch into the bath room and washed

a‘f&rw-; :

i and thereafter went into my room and dressed.I left the building for my £
office.As i reashed the gide-walkashrill whistle sounded from the direc=- \
| tion of stand-pipe hill.And then,immediately thereafter,five thousand

feet,it seemed,were heard descending that hikl in my direction.Cn they

e

rushed,whooping to the top of their vcices like so many sow=boys,and fire-

ing their guns every step they took.I quigkened my pace and,cutting across

e N

vacant lots and dodging behind buildings,I finally reached Frankfort

Place,gbout the middle of the three hundred block.Just as I emerged upon

.eg_t,i came face to face with a fine looking young man,with soldiery

a young lady following close be~

hind.I knew mother Ross,but at the |

’ "Why,hellc lawyer Franklin®,the young man spoke between clenched
r teeth.His face was grim and bore a determined look gnd his eyes sparkled
i and flgshed defiance.He continued,huridly,"L have not séen you since you
delivéred that memorable address at Bufaula in October,19I7.How different
is this occssicn of our meeting from that.Then we were all filled with pa-
: tﬁeﬁim--lave of country~=-and-standing erect-were recegnized as the e=

3
B g T ¢

qual of our other fellow men

wsnow®,he continued choking with rage,“we,

a.:tter going thraugh hell once for our country-—now,l say ,we are chased,

driven and hunted gs wild,hateful,dangerous things."

"What in the World,Ross-~where have you heen and where are you go=-

1 Both the soldier and his

; ; et hed e )

“Just some more of my wanderlust,I suppose",he answered hurriediy,"I

! have been out of the State until this morning.Yesterday I became restless.

i Something within me told me that all was not well at heme.I followed my
mind.I reached Tulsa not more than one hour ago.How I got through the‘

I mountain of white men on the other side of the city,will always be a mir-

acle to me.Judge,we are literally stﬁ'rgunded.l reached Greenwood gnd,luck-

ily for me,I found my mother and my wife wandering about the street,panic
2

*
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gtricken.In terror,they had fled from home.I'm going back home to defend
l{ it or die in the attempt." And,without another word,he grabbed his aged
{ mother in his arms and fled on toward his hime.
! When young Ross and his family left me,I pushed on toward my of-
fice.On the way,I thought of those stirring words of ocur war president,h

make the world safe for democracy®.l repeated thase

“tled like these dry bo
thought toa of that other saying found in the scriptures,"He saved others;

but himself he cannot save." That saying seemed so applicable to my race.

We had saved others any number of times.We had saved,or helped mightily i
to==gave,this nation from the enemy upon countless battle fielis.And now, )g

voung Ross and I and the whole raceWere unable to save ourselves.The 3 i

thought was bitter=-it chided me and made me feel ashamed.Then uy face ‘
burned with anger.But what could I do%.I was unarmed--did not have even a
pocket knife.I was not locking for such as was happeniqg all around me agnd
repared.iy thought reverted to Ross ggain and my baosom

» the B  young man who regard-

cd 1t on a solom TRISRTTETOIN

the protection of hiis fire-side.There must be others 11k tnk ’o'
- Loose their lives in such umdertakiixg they shall find them again in great-
er abundance.Surely any man who fights to protect his home and fire-side
from pollution and desecration of barbarians and infidels is doing the will

E i

its fiendishness and barbarity.l knew that the mobbist cared nothing a-

bout the written law and the constitution and I glso now knew that he had

e pat: , ig e to distinguish between the good

e!w,zmmﬁu@ planes circling i::'ﬁeiés—dr.:mey grew in numb er ané ‘hurmed ,
ci‘m'acii and dipped low.I could hear something like hail falling upon the
top afmr office building,Down Bast Archer,I saw the old Mid-Way hotel on
fire ,bémning from its top,and then another and another and another build-
ing began to burn from the top."What,an attack from the air tooI asked
myself.lurid flsmes roared and belched gnd licked their forked f:anguea in

i the air.Smoke ascended the sky in thick,black volumes and amid it all ,the
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planes--uow'a dozen or more in number--still hummed and darted here anid
there with the agility of natural birds of the air.Then a filling sta~- A

tion farther down Egst Archer caught on fire from the top.I feared now

an explosion and decided to try and move to safer quarters.I came out
. of my

ffice,locked the door and descended to the foot of the steps.The

3

ing building first caught from the top.I paused and waited for an oppor=-

2 £

tune time to escape.“Where,oh where is our splendid fire department with l
%

|

the mob®"*,I again asked myself.As I stood there in contemplation of these

its half dogen stations®",I zsked myself. "Is the city in conspiracy with % 4
¢
;
B

and other gruesome facts,I saw twe sights that will live in my memory to

my dying days.One was a woman on the opposite side of the street.She was

trav ng south,-hair disentangled and disheveled--in the very path of

on, T must follow my child™.And so she &fd follew her chila 50 ROk m Budol
let touched her although they literally rained down the street.This brave
self-denying mother lives today here in Tulsa and with her that tot--now

& splendid young lady--whom she risked her life to save.The other sight

Was occasioned by the Piro building catching on fire from the top.(This

he fire dislodged those in the building=-a

lg--

others and passed the place where I was standing with the speed of the
”wnfiv.rhe woman ran across the street and into the foot of the steps of my

~ whom she had just been separat

~am uﬂ&bld t"e,'s;"”:" whether that préyér i@‘éﬁsﬁei&d or not.I have lived in
%ls&'cotfti’nﬁq{ﬁély' ever since that

ed.This prayer was uttered over and over.I

s

memorable morning,but I have never seen
that woman since.I know T would know her if I were to meet her,eveRr today
; >

i e .
¢ three men--one of whom lugged g heavy trunk on his shoulder--were gll

ki " ‘
illed as they were crossing the street--kule&,._ ‘or
“beTore my very eyes.

The
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man who carried the trunk was very old.Likely,he had in that trunk many
things of great value(legroes in Tulsa then were as a rule,very wealthy)
and thought as much of the contents thereof as he did of his own life. ‘t

When the o0ld man was hit--no deoubt by a dozen bullets--he dropped his

burden and shreiked and fell s;:ml:;g_g up on. the hard paved street.Blood

AP s

From every directian,except ;he I\Tortlﬁ,we were surrounded ,and
the mob was closing in upon me.Across the street,directly in front of me,
stocd the Gurley Bexilding.property of a very wealthy and--up to that time~

a very enf}uentia'l, colored man.I heard shots fired from behind that buil&— .

ing and heard angry and profane woices,s&_viug *Come out of there,Gurley--~

you black s--0=-g--b." I saw an opening to move on and so I sped North,out
Greenwood Avenue.About one hundred yards on the way out,I was Joined by IL.

E.Spegrs,auother colored attorney and we proceeded on tOgether.I thought

e it back to my hotel and find a gun of some sort

North Greenwood and

to my 2eft’ and -t"h‘ere,,inrsic;ne'é .agttek the Q'ieiece- g
from the top.Oa the front porch stoed iother Ross,v.zith outstretched and
trembling hands,begging a mob that was approaching from the northwest to
spare her home znd family(Evidently she had not then discovered her house
' I could hear the report of some high-powered rifles.
and knew tnat he was

g dm& &m. g@l ,; eau,yi .nd ésgi&e& then amt the:re to &ie,if necessary be- '&

3 dee

fore I wemlé he za‘nbed, hy that bunch ef hnngty mt-lm& have always t&apk -
ed my God tmt uane of the other members ef ny family were in the city.iy
wife and three children were down on the fam--—aae hundred miles away--and
my oldest child--a daughter--was in @ollege in Tennessee. The n;ext‘ day,I

got a chance to route her away from Tulsa on her trip from schiool.
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The ruffians marched us back down Greenwood to First Street, B
thence on First Street to liain Street,thence on Main Street to Brady &
Street and thence on Brady Street to conventiocn hall.You see,this was

one of the many places of detentionsrefuge or whatever you wish to

‘which my Race was taken when dislodged from its home.Here,

Tike so many eattle by the benefactors(?)

take their government away from them and trample their laws and con=

stitution under their unhallowed and barbarous feet.dere,I saw the

% colored lady of refinement,culture and good breeding placed on an ab-
solute equality with the prostitute and street walker of the Race.lere,
a saw some of the fine matrons of the Race wrapped only in their night

gowns,having been ejected from their homes so hurkddly until they did

!
not even have time to dress.Here,I saw a mother,in a dark corner of that Jl

mmeth building,glving hzrth--prematnre birth=--to g babe and I heard

thafh-f#e Last Days of Pompeii,as described 5y Bulwer Lytton.During that

bloedy day,I lived a thousand years,in the spirit,;&%? least.I lived the
whole experiences of the Race;f;he experiences of royal ancestry beyond
the seajexperiences of the slave ships on their first voyage to america

human cargojexperiences of American slavery and its concomi-

fire side and of old liother Ross left homeless in the even-tide of her
» ‘11fe.I thought of the place the preachers call hell and wondered seri=-

m fully forty eight hours,the fires raged and burned everythihg
in its gath and it leﬁ: nothing h&t ashes and burned safes and trunks

and the like where once stoad heautiful homes and business houses.And so
proud,rick,black Tulsa was destroyed by fire--that is its buildings and ‘

propertysbut its spirit was neither killed nor daunted.It is however not{;‘,

p:
<

within the purpose of this true story to dwell on thisjnor is 5 ome
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