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A searing new work of nonfiction from award-winning author Brandy Colbert about the history

and legacy of one of the most deadly and destructive acts of racial violence in American

history: the Tulsa Race Massacre. YALSA Honor Award for Excellence in NonfictionIn the early

morning of June 1, 1921, a white mob marched across the train tracks in Tulsa, Oklahoma, and

into its predominantly Black Greenwood District—a thriving, affluent neighborhood known as

America's Black Wall Street. They brought with them firearms, gasoline, and explosives.In a

few short hours, they'd razed thirty-five square blocks to the ground, leaving hundreds dead.

The Tulsa Race Massacre is one of the most devastating acts of racial violence in US history.

But how did it come to pass? What exactly happened? And why are the events unknown to so

many of us today?These are the questions that award-winning author Brandy Colbert seeks to

answer in this unflinching nonfiction account of the Tulsa Race Massacre. In examining the

tension that was brought to a boil by many factors—white resentment of Black economic and

political advancement, the resurgence of white supremacist groups, the tone and perspective

of the media, and more—a portrait is drawn of an event singular in its devastation, but not in its

kind. It is part of a legacy of white violence that can be traced from our country's earliest days

through Reconstruction, the Civil Rights movement in the mid–twentieth century, and the fight

for justice and accountability Black Americans still face today.The Tulsa Race Massacre has

long failed to fit into the story Americans like to tell themselves about the history of their

country. This book, ambitious and intimate in turn, explores the ways in which the story of the

Tulsa Race Massacre is the story of America—and by showing us who we are, points to a way

forward.

From School Library JournalGr 7 Up-After generations of erasure and a concerted effort to

cover up history, the story of the 1921 Tulsa Race Massacre is finally being told in a modern

historical context. Following the alleged assault of a white woman by a Black man in an

elevator, the thriving Black community of Greenwood, Oklahoma (also known as Black Wall

Street), was heaved into violence and destruction when a white mob descended on the town to

seek revenge. Colbert recounts the event in detail, piecing together accounts from survivors

and news stories, though many newspaper articles were not recovered in full. Colbert dives

into the events directly preceding the massacre and gives ample context through the founding

of Tulsa, mounting racial tensions in the region and elsewhere, the aftermath of

Reconstruction, and the forcible removal of the Muscogee (Creek) people from the land. Her

foreword frames her own upbringing in a majority white community and flows into the many

historical and cultural factors that led up to the 1921 massacre, emphasizing the point that no

one act of violence against a Black community can be viewed as an isolated event. Clear

straightforward text, photos, and well-organized storytelling makes this an essential read for

teens and adults alike. VERDICT A must-have first purchase for all libraries; this text invites

readers to engage with a difficult history that's essential in our understanding of today's world.-

Allison Staley, Lake Oswego P.L., OR;�†2• Copyright 2011. Library Journals LLC, a wholly owned

subsidiary of Media Source, Inc. No redistribution permitted. --This text refers to the hardcover

edition.About the AuthorBRANDY COLBERT is the critically acclaimed author of several

novels, whose Pointe won the 2014 Cybils Award for young adult fiction and was named a best

book of 2014 by Publishers Weekly, BookRiot, and more. Her Little & Lion was a Junior Library



Guild and a Book of the Month Club selection. She was chosen as a Publishers Weekly Flying

Start author for spring 2014. She was born and raised in Springfield, Missouri, and earned a

bachelors degree in journalism from Missouri State University. She works as a copy editor for

magazines and books. --This text refers to the audioCD edition.Review"Colbert writes

confidently about the truth of American history that has been long omitted from textbooks and

conversations...Necessary reading for any student of history." --Booklist (starred

review)"Excellent nonfiction book, a welcome contribution to the growing literature about this

tragedy." --Horn Book"This sophisticated volume makes clear that the destruction of Black

property and lives in the Tulsa Race Massacre was not an isolated incident. The clear,

readable prose supports...a compelling recounting that invites and encourages readers to

grapple with difficult history." --Kirkus Reviews (starred review) --This text refers to the audioCD

edition.Read more
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by Brandy ColbertBack AdCopyrightAbout the PublisherForewordBy the time I’d reached fourth

grade, the lesson I dreaded most was our history unit on slavery.I attended a predominantly

white school in a predominantly white Missouri town, and more often than not, I felt like I fit in

well enough. Some people went out of their way to point out my differences, like my highly

textured hair that would curl and thicken at the scalp when my chemical relaxer started to grow

out. Or they’d hold their arm up to mine when they’d gotten a particularly good tan, showing me

that they were “almost as dark” as me. There were other microaggressions, of course—way too

many to name here. It was southwest Missouri, and it was the 1980s. Racial sensitivity wasn’t

high on most people’s list of priorities.History class felt uninspired and repetitive for much of the

year, but the few days we spent learning about Black Americans were excruciating. I was

embarrassed when our teachers talked about the African people who’d been stolen from their

continent and brought to the United States to be part of a chattel slavery system; I didn’t like

the way both the teachers and the textbooks talked about enslaved people as if they weren’t

actual human beings with hopes and dreams and emotions and profound mental strength. I

also didn’t like that heads automatically swiveled to find me, to see how I was reacting to the

lesson because I was one of the only Black people they’d ever met in their entire lives.And, in

retrospect, I hated that the room was uncomfortably silent during the lesson; that nobody

asked why we never learned about anyone apart from basic biographies of Frederick Douglass

and Harriet Tubman; that no actual countries in Africa were ever named, which is likely why so

many Americans still think Africa is a country rather than a continent; and that the lesson never

explicitly stated how much the violent, genocidal foundation of this country shaped everything

about how our nation operates today.Perhaps the most insulting part about the units covering

centuries of Black history is that they were so brief—we spent maybe a week on the topic, if

that. Reconstruction was never explained in a meaningful way. The civil rights lesson was,

again, focused on sanitized versions of two people: Rosa Parks and Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. I

never came across the names of voting rights activists Fannie Lou Hamer or Stokely

Carmichael or John Lewis in our textbooks. And I can’t remember one mention of Shirley

Chisholm, the first Black woman elected to Congress, as well as the first woman and Black

woman to run for a major political party’s nomination for president of the United States.The fact

that there was no separate, detailed lesson about the Trail of Tears, which ran right through our

hometown, was particularly egregious.I blame the history texts more than my individual

teachers. For the most part, I know the curriculum was not up to them. And I know that some of

them, all white women and men, were inherently uncomfortable teaching lessons about such

traumatic times in our country’s history. But all these years later, after meeting so many

dedicated, progressive, and passionate educators around the country, I have to wonder: Why

didn’t just one of my teachers care enough to go off script? To sit in their discomfort so we

could have honest conversations about our past? To not only challenge us to learn more but to

challenge themselves as well?When you are a Black person from Missouri, most people

assume you grew up in St. Louis, which is nearly 50 percent Black. Or maybe Kansas City, with



a population that’s just under 30 percent African American. I’ve shocked many people when I

tell them that I’m from Springfield, the third-largest city in the state, whose nickname is the

Queen City of the Ozarks. (City is a generous word. When I was growing up, Springfield felt

more like a big town, and even in 2019, the population was just over 167,000.) Springfield was

about 3 percent Black during my childhood and teenage years, in the 1980s and ’90s, and the

demographics haven’t changed much since then. I didn’t know about percentages when I was

younger, but I did know that besides the Black church my family and I attended each week, I

seldom saw other Black people outside my home.Just a few weeks after I started second

grade, my parents moved my brother and me to the south side of town, which was almost

exclusively white. I’ll never forget walking into my new classroom; every set of eyes that stared

back at me came from a white face. The principal was white, my teachers were white, and for

the majority of my time in elementary school, I was the only Black girl in my class. Junior high

seemed a bit more promising; there were, at least, a handful of Black kids in my seventh-grade

class. But people moved away or went to different schools, and that number didn’t increase by

much in high school.It never occurred to me to wonder why the town was so white. It just was.

But the older I got, I did start to wonder why my parents had chosen to live there. Sure,

Springfield was affordable. They’d bought their first house together there, renovated part of it,

and then bought their second home when I was seven years old. But why Springfield in

particular?My parents, who once would have been described as Black people who “pulled

themselves up by their bootstraps,” had grown up in Jim Crow Arkansas, thirty minutes from

the town of Elaine, which, according to the New York Times, suffered “one of the worst

episodes of racial violence in American history,” in 1919. (My mother recently told me that

some of our ancestors migrated from Elaine in the decades following the massacre to the town

where she grew up, and I have to wonder if they had been there to see the destruction and

violence that took over their town.) My mom and dad grew up in poor farming families; they

worked from a young age picking cotton in their parents’ fields and shared beds with their many

siblings. My mother is one of thirteen kids, my father one of ten.I was in my twenties before I

really comprehended my parents’ origin story in the Ozarks. I learned that, after a brief stint in

Louisville, Kentucky, my father’s job at an electronics company transferred him to Springfield,

Missouri, in the early 1970s. And that, once they arrived, they had so much trouble renting an

apartment that my father had to ask his white supervisor to cosign the rental application—not

because they were so young, but because they were Black. Fifteen years later, when they

moved us to the white side of town, we were the first Black family to integrate our solidly middle-

class street.We traveled by car more often than plane, and when we did fly, it was usually out

of the tiny airport in Springfield. But, if the price was right, we’d drive the three hours north to

fly out of St. Louis or Kansas City. And, sometimes, we’d travel three hours southwest to fly out

of Tulsa, Oklahoma.I don’t remember much about the Tulsa of my childhood; I probably didn’t

see much more than airport terminals, restaurants, and hotels. But when I drove cross-country

to and from Los Angeles—twice in my twenties and once in my thirties—I never minded

stopping in Oklahoma. Tulsa was a town where, as a young Black woman traveling alone, I was

unafraid to stop for snacks or to fill up my gas tank, especially compared to the long line of

conservative areas I had to travel through on that route.Tulsa reminded me of my hometown:

primarily white, and not necessarily an ideal place for a Black person to live, but it felt safe. I

remember that, when I was a child, my parents had even considered moving to a town just fifty

miles from Tulsa, when my father was being courted by an oil company. So it couldn’t be worse

than Springfield, right?It wasn’t until I was living in Los Angeles that I first read about the 1906

triple lynching in Springfield. Although the complex history of lynching hadn’t been discussed in



my history classes, either, I was well aware that it was a form of vigilante justice that had

historically been used to intimidate and ultimately kill Black people, typically by hanging. On the

one hundredth anniversary, my hometown newspaper, the Springfield News-Leader, ran a

series of articles about the three murdered Black men: Horace B. Duncan, Fred Coker, and Will

Allen. Duncan and Coker, coworkers and lifelong friends, had been falsely accused of assault

and rape by a white couple and arrested. Once their white employer provided alibis, explaining

they’d been at work at the time of the crime, they were set free.But later that same evening, the

white man who’d claimed they assaulted him now accused Duncan of stealing his watch. Both

Duncan and Coker were arrested again, and this time, the people of Springfield decided they

didn’t need to know the truth before they sought their own justice. A mob of up to a thousand

white people dragged the two young men from the city jail, hanged them from Gottfried Tower

in the center of the public square, and burned their bodies in a fire at the base of the tower. By

the end of the violent display, the overall crowd at the square is estimated to have totaled

around three thousand people.But they weren’t done. Drunk with power and high on violence,

the mob returned to the city jail, where they found Will Allen—a Black man accused of

murdering a white man—still locked in his cell. It wasn’t long before he, too, was removed from

the jail, given a mock trial, and lynched in the same spot as Coker and Duncan.The News-

Leader reported that Mayor-Elect James Blain climbed the tower and told the lynch mob: “Men,

you have done enough. You have had your revenge. You [had] better go home.” They finally did,

but not before they took pieces of rope, clothing, and bone to remember their gleeful

lynching.The next morning was Easter Sunday.Before the lynching, about 2,300 Black people

lived in Springfield, roughly 10 percent of the town’s population. Black Springfieldians were city

leaders, doctors, preachers, lawyers, teachers, and skilled tradesmen. They sat on the city

council and the school board, held jobs in law enforcement, and owned popular and successful

businesses. The largest grocery store in Springfield, Hardrick Bros., was owned by a Black

family and carried several specialty items that were impossible to find at other stores in the

area. And Walter Majors, a Black man who repaired violins and worked as a bicycle mechanic,

built and owned one of the rare horseless buggies in town.But the lynchings changed

everything. Martial law was declared afterward, and a grand jury convened, eventually finding

Duncan and Coker “not guilty of assault.” The jury’s report went on to say that the sheriff had

acted accordingly to stop the mob violence, but the jury condemned the police department,

which “seemed to have no appreciation of their duties and responsibilities as officers of the

law.” And although nearly twenty men were indicted for the lynchings—including a former

policeman and individuals associated with the police department—all charges were eventually

dropped. This was a clear sign of how Springfield felt about its Black residents—as well as how

such racist violence would be handled in the future. The Black community recognized this and

left town in droves.The morning after the lynchings, the News-Leader reported that while white

people visited the lynching site on their way to and from church “dressed in Easter finery,”

Black Springfieldians “were scarce on public streets.” Some still attended church to observe the

holiday, but the train station saw record numbers of Black people heading out of town, while

others fled in horse-drawn wagons. Those who didn’t have access or means to transportation

left on foot. About half the Black population departed in the years following the tragedy; the

number declined even more in the following decades.Like the massacre that would take place

in Tulsa fifteen years later, the lynchings in Springfield were spurred by racial tension that had

been growing for some time. In 1901, two Black men were arrested for the murder of a white

woman in Pierce City, a town fifty miles west of Springfield, by the Oklahoma border; one of the

men, William Godley, was lynched. After a mob burned and terrorized the Black neighborhood,



the nearly three hundred Black people who lived in Pierce City left within a day, never returning

to their home. In 1903, the Black community of Joplin, another small city in southwest Missouri,

was forced out of town when a young Black man named Thomas Gilyard was accused of killing

a white police officer and lynched by a mob before any sort of trial could take place.And

Springfield, which had previously served as a refuge for Black people who felt unsafe in nearby

towns, began to show signs of the same type of racial intolerance shortly before the three

lynchings. In 1904, a Black man rumored to be the biological father of a married white woman’s

mixed-race child was arrested for attempted assault and burglary. He was eventually sentenced

to thirty years in prison but only narrowly avoided being lynched by the woman’s husband—a

police officer—and hundreds of other white men. The sheriff, sensing there would be an

attempt at vigilante justice, had moved him to the jail in the next county over. (The woman’s

husband, Jesse Brake, was the former policeman indicted in the 1906 lynchings just two years

later.) In December 1905, two Black men were arrested—likely with little to no evidence—as

suspects in the murder of a local white man. And just a month later, in January 1906, two Black

men were similarly arrested for the murder of a white Civil War veteran.For many years, no one

talked about this violence or its long-term effects on the racial diversity of the region. It had

been news to me, and I’d been born and raised there, living in Springfield for twenty-two years.

But once people learned about their history, they began to speak up, to seek truth and justice

for these unpunished crimes.In August 2002, amid controversy, the city of Springfield erected a

bronze plaque in the square that reads:ON APRIL 14, 1906, THREE BLACK MEN,HORACE B.

DUNCAN, FRED COKERAND WILL ALLENWERE LYNCHED WITHOUT A TRIALI visited the

plaque in 2018. It is small—just four inches by twelve inches—and difficult to find, even when

you are looking for it. I didn’t know it at the time, but 2018 was the same year that Joplin

residents memorialized lynching victim Gilyard, with plans to send a jar of soil to the National

Memorial for Peace and Justice in Montgomery, Alabama, which acknowledges victims of

racial injustice from the nation’s past.A year later, in October 2019, a large crowd gathered in

my hometown’s square once again, this time to celebrate the dedication of a new historical

marker commemorating Duncan, Coker, and Allen. Set on a pedestal, the marker is large, bold,

and easy to find.This history is painful. It angers me. It hurts to see just how many ways my life

and my ancestors’ lives have been affected by white supremacy. But I am grateful for

historians, social justice activists, and politicians who have made it their mission to ensure this

history will no longer be buried. I am grateful for educators who continue to do the difficult work

of teaching their students the complicated, sometimes brutal history of this country’s past.

Because, as I have learned, the fight to remember and acknowledge the shameful parts of our

past is just as challenging as many other components of the battle for racial justice.I still have

so much to learn, especially when it comes to Black history. But I no longer dread learning

about it. Because, now, I’m not limited to studying one subject over the course of a few days. I

can learn about the beautiful parts of my ancestors’ lives, along with the pain they had to

endure. And I know that the more I can learn and share with others, the better off I—and

hopefully they—will be.The Tulsa Race Massacre was a shameful, completely preventable

tragedy, like so many incidents in United States history. But the Greenwood District is proof that

Black people have always been willing to work hard, to make the best out of unequal treatment

and unjust laws, and to thrive in our community when others won’t let us into theirs. And the

legacy of Black Wall Street is one that endures, even one hundred years after its destruction.It

is a privilege to continue telling the stories like those from my hometown and Tulsa so that they

cannot be forgotten.I saw what I thought were little black birds dropping out of the sky over the

Greenwood District. But those were no little birds; what was falling from the sky over the Negro



District, as it was called in those days, were bullets and devices to set fires, and debris of all

kinds.—Genevieve Elizabeth Tillman Jackson,Tulsa Race Massacre survivorMay 30,

1921Memorial Day 1921 began just like any other in Tulsa, Oklahoma, with many shops and

stores closed for business as townspeople prepared for the big parade that would proceed

down Main Street that morning. But one business that remained open on the busy street was a

shoeshine parlor that employed a nineteen-year-old Black man named Dick Rowland.Rowland

had lived a rough life in his two short decades. His birthplace is unknown, but he was born

Jimmie Jones, and had two older sisters. By 1908, the three siblings were living as orphans on

the streets of Vinita, Oklahoma, a town about sixty-five miles northeast of present-day Tulsa.

Forced to seek shelter in the woods and under bridges, Jimmie and his sisters regularly

begged for food to survive.This was how he met a young, divorced Black woman named Damie

Ford, who operated a small grocery store and lived alone. After feeding Jimmie a meal and

listening to his proposition to help her around the business in exchange for food, Ford checked

with Jimmie’s sisters to make sure it was okay if she took in Jimmie, who appeared to be about

six years old. They readily agreed, as that would be one less person they’d have to worry about

in their hard-luck family.Jimmie, who called his adopted mother Aunt Dame, quickly made

himself useful, shelving products and cleaning the one-room grocery store and endearing

himself to Ford’s customers. However, though Ford was generous in spirit and made sure

Jimmie was clothed, fed, and housed, the store didn’t bring in a lot of money, and she

struggled to support the two of them. About a year after Jimmie came to live with her, they

moved to Tulsa, where he met Ford’s family, the Rowlands, and where Ford hoped for more

opportunities in the booming oil town.Ford moved to the Greenwood District, a thriving Black

community in Tulsa across the train tracks from where most of the white homes and

businesses were located. At the time, Oklahoma was still heavily enforcing Jim Crow laws:

mandates that segregated Black Americans from white Americans. This included housing, and

because Black people were often banned from moving into white neighborhoods, they created

their own district. Greenwood was founded in 1906, when a Black businessman named O. W.

Gurley purchased forty acres of land to establish an all-Black residential and business

district.The landmark 1896 US Supreme Court case Plessy v. Ferguson, which established the

legality of Jim Crow legislation, stated spaces and accommodations segregated by race were

legal as long as they were comparable; this is where the standard of “separate but equal” was

born. The “equal” part rarely came to fruition with Black spaces and accommodations;

Greenwood, however, was something of an anomaly in this respect. By 1914, the

neighborhood boasted all kinds of Black professionals, from doctors and lawyers to business

owners, educators, and newspaper publishers—and they kept their wealth within the

community, continually supporting the businesses of what became known nationwide as Black

Wall Street.After moving to Greenwood, Damie Ford initially worked various jobs to make ends

meet, eventually buying her own home on Archer Street. She rented out rooms to tenants to

bring in money; Jimmie cleaned these rooms and also took on odd jobs to help out with

expenses.Maybe it was the change in location, or maybe it was getting to know his adopted

family, but Jimmie soon took on a new name. His first day in elementary school, he introduced

himself as Dick Rowland, and at home, he asked that Aunt Dame use that name for him, too.

As a young kid, Rowland was a good student, but his interest in academics waned the older he

got. By the time he was a teenager, he was known more for high school football—he would

drop out of school at times when the football season was finished—and his participation in

Greenwood’s nightlife scene.Rowland began ditching classes at Booker T. Washington High

School to take a job shining shoes at a white-owned establishment in downtown Tulsa. He



made a decent amount of money at the shoeshine parlor with generous tips from its white

clientele and so found no reason to get his high school diploma and work toward a higher-

paying, higher-status job, as Aunt Dame encouraged him to do.On Memorial Day 1921,

Rowland found himself in the Drexel Building on Main Street, where he had to go to use the

restroom, as there were no “colored” bathrooms in the shoeshine parlor. Back then, elevators

required manual operation to run up and down the floors of buildings, and the elevator operator

that day was a young white woman named Sarah Page. While little is known about Rowland’s

life, even less seems to be known about Page. She had supposedly already been married and

divorced by the time she was seventeen, in 1921, and had moved to Tulsa from Kansas City,

Missouri, to start over, renting a room in a boardinghouse on North Boston Avenue.It is

rumored that Rowland and Page had known each other prior to that Memorial Day, which

would make sense, as Rowland had to visit the Drexel Building to use the facilities during his

work shifts and would likely run into Page sometimes. But it was also said by some, including

Rowland’s Aunt Dame, that they had, perhaps, been romantically involved—and one of the

biggest taboos in early-twentieth-century America was a relationship between a Black man and

a white woman. Black men were routinely met with threats, violence, and murder for dating

white women. In fact, the majority of lynchings that occurred at the time were of Black men

arrested for unproven accusations of raping white women—some of which were cover-ups for

situations in which white women were caught in consensual relationships with them.Few

details have been confirmed about what happened in that elevator on May 30, 1921—Rowland

and Page may be the only ones who actually knew. But what is known for sure is that Rowland

used the elevator that day, which Page was operating. The police later determined that

Rowland tripped while entering the elevator, reached out, and caught Page’s arm for balance,

causing her to scream out in surprise. A salesclerk from Renberg’s clothing store on the first

floor of the building heard the scream, saw Rowland hurrying out of the building, and called the

police, assuming Page had been the victim of an attempted rape.There are no records of what

Page told the police, but the damage was already done by the time they spoke to her and the

Renberg’s clerk. They had a description of an alleged assailant.Dick Rowland was a wanted

man.That was the saddest day of my life. That riot cheated us out of childhood innocence. My

life dreams were destroyed too by that riot.—Beulah Lane Keenan Smith,Tulsa Race Massacre

survivor1Oklahoma! Soon Be Livin’ in a Brand-New StateWhat comes to mind when you think

of Oklahoma? Perhaps one of the thirty-nine Native Nations who call the state home, such as

the Cherokee Nation, or Muscogee (Creek) Nation. Or maybe it’s the classic Rodgers and

Hammerstein musical Oklahoma!, which was first performed onstage nearly eighty years ago.

Some people simply refer to it as part of “flyover country,” one of the large, blocky states

between the coasts that many travelers don’t encounter unless they’re setting off on a cross-

country road trip.Life in Oklahoma may not be as familiar to people living in other parts of the

country, but its history is as rich and complicated as the rest of the United States. In 1907,

Oklahoma became the forty-sixth state admitted to the Union, although the land first became

part of the United States in 1803 as part of the Louisiana Purchase: a deal the young nation

had brokered with France to purchase nearly 830,000 square miles of land in North America

between the Rocky Mountains and the Mississippi River. French military dictator Napoleon

Bonaparte had acquired the Louisiana Territory from Spain in 1800—with plans to use the land

as a granary for his proposed sugar empire—and this had made Americans nervous; the

French, who were more powerful, now controlled New Orleans, which was significant because

it served as a port for Americans to trade goods. So, at the request of President Thomas

Jefferson and with the help of US minister to France Robert Livingston, founding father James



Monroe sailed overseas to France and eventually purchased the land for $15 million.However,

the land that would become Oklahoma had been settled by Indigenous people centuries before

the Louisiana Purchase.Crossing into the state from the Texas border, travelers are greeted by

a sign that reads:WELCOME TO OKLAHOMA: NATIVE AMERICAN COUNTRYToday,

Indigenous people and Alaska Natives comprise 17.4 percent of Oklahoma’s population—

second only to Alaska, where Indigenous people encompass 27.9 percent of the population.

But how did nearly forty Native Nations come to call the area home?The Clovis and Folsom

cultures, known as Big Game hunters capable of taking on mammoths, mastodons, and

massive giant bison, lived in the area as early as 9500 BCE. They also collected a wide variety

of plants and engaged in trade networks that brought goods from great distances. This period

was followed by the Archaic, where for the next six thousand years, people lived by collecting

and gathering, with supplemental hunting. Later, Southern Plains Villagers lived in the central

region, building villages near water so they could utilize the farmland, growing food such as

beans, corn, and squash. They were successful at working with their hands in a variety of

ways, creating pottery and tools made from bone. By the 1500s, these Indigenous groups

suffered large population losses, decimated by violent European colonizers and the diseases

those invaders brought with them. Spanish explorer Francisco Vázquez de Coronado first set

foot in present-day Oklahoma in 1541 and eventually claimed the land, even though several

Native Nations lived there. Explorers from France then arrived in the early 1700s, beginning a

decades-long struggle for power with Spain over land that belonged to neither one of the

countries—a struggle that continued until the United States acquired the land in the Louisiana

Purchase.One of the United States’ most shameful and disruptive periods in history occurred

twenty-seven years after this land was purchased, when Congress passed the Indian Removal

Act in 1830. The act was signed into law by President Andrew Jackson—whose face you may

know from the earliest versions of the twenty-dollar bill and who was himself no stranger to

cruelty. Jackson was born into poverty but grew his wealth through slave labor: he enslaved

about 150 people, some of whom were forced to serve him even during his tenure at the White

House. Jackson was a violent man, brutally whipping his enslaved workers in public and

promising extra lashes to runaways who were captured. As president, he worked hard to

uphold the institution of slavery, opposing laws that would prohibit holding enslaved people in

the rapidly expanding western territories.
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Derrick McCauley, “Excellent book. Fresh take an incident that every American should be

aware of, strongly recommended. I’ve read extensively about the Tulsa Massacre, this book

contained things I hadn’t read about.”

Hailee Tyynismaa, “Wow!!!. I had a friend of mine recommend this book to me and wow. This

book is incredible. It is extremely well written, and so informative. I had no idea that these

events in history took place.. I hope that this book reaches many hands and many hearts.

Bravo to Colbert!”

Sacha, “A Must-Read and a Must-Know!. 5 starsIt's my hope that many folks immediately

recognize this for what it obviously is: required reading. Whether you're like me and find Brandy

Colbert's work to be consistently excellent or you are entirely new to this author, the source

material is compelling and essential, and anyone who is drawn in by the synopsis will be more

than pleased with what Colbert offers in this nonfiction effort.Colbert references the number of

people who embarrassingly learned about the central focus from watching two HBO shows

(and I'll never forgive you for canceling _Lovecraft Country_, HBO, so that's for another day),

and I will admit that I am one of those folks. It was largely my horror over not previously

knowing this info that drew me - in part - to wanting to read this book: that and my ongoing

aforementioned fangirling over Brandy Colbert. I was not disappointed.Here, Colbert provides

an age appropriate look at a number of events, context, and social and geographical

relationships encompassing the Tulsa Race Massacre. My own experience - and Colbert's

affirmation that I'm in good company - leads me to think that this is yet another example of

utter cultural erasure and that this book will provide essential missing information to readers of

any age. Readers will find this work challenging based on the horrifying facts but also

educational, and they will also come out of the experience feeling grateful to know (or to know

more).Colbert continues to be an absolute favorite, and this is a great expansion of an already

noteworthy list of YA and middle grade contributions. I highly recommend this for folks who are

interested in knowing more about the subject and generally being better informed about reality.”

Amanda Shepard, “Informative and engaging. Teen nonfiction isn’t a hugely popular genre, but

there have been some real gems that have come out this year. This one included!I’ll admit, I

didn’t know much about the Tulsa Race Massacre until I watched Watchmen on HBO, which

starts out putting viewers in the middle of the riot. Not only is this a powerful way to start a

show, but it brought to light an event that isn’t ever talked about in American history classes.

What I liked about Colbert’s book is that she points out why. After this happened, no one talked

about it. Silenced in all the newspapers, just swept away like it never happened. If that isn’t

proof that history is rewritten in favor of those in power, I don’t know what is.It’s clear that

Colbert did a lot of research to make this book accurate. However, the text is still engaging,

reading a little like a narrative with facts and context sprinkled throughout. Not only does



Colbert give us the history to what lead up to this event, but she also ties it into what’s been

happening in the United States since then. These connections make history interesting, and

teens who interested in historical nonfiction will definitely engage with this book.Honestly, this

is a book that should be used in classrooms and libraries across the country. We need to talk

about this history because otherwise we will never move past it. When this book comes out in

October, definitely consider adding it to your classroom or school library!”

The book by Brandy Colbert has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 73 people have provided feedback.
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