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thefm was, thre;ugh pray er énd work, a way out. And it was one
of the greatest things aaha stimuleted 1ife with , . , . that
deteminatiqn that t?ze?e was a way out if we putkfoi‘th effort
ouselves,

Johnson; Did you ever hear her ocsll the neme of the Afrioan
race or ;sribo she belonged to?

Bethune: If so, it has passed out of my memory. ‘

Johnson: Do you remember eny wo?ds thet siggested continuity
of any African tm ditions? |

m: No. My mother was very, very, dark with soft, keen
fen tures: small of stature, She wamn't large, I ﬁeok my robust-

ness from my feather , My fa ther wasn't as strong willed as my

mother, He was very kindly disposed, #ery sympathetic, My

mother's will power and drive gave the impetus thet held our
hw‘sehold together., The mgjority in our family married off
e&rly'

There were seventeen of us, you know, I had nleces and newphews

far older than myself, There were seventeen full sisters

and brothears and it took my mother's spirit to build a home. Fa~



