Edward Johnson:  And, I saw hundreds, it looked like thousands, maybe it was hundreds of faces, all white faces screaming and hollering and screaming and hollering…It was like we were rock stars, but they hated us…They knew we were coming.  They were waiting for us.  And-uh, we couldn’t have gone anywhere else except to the white waiting room. 

Bethany Girod: Do you mind if I ask what kind of things, they were, they were yelling at you?
 
Edward Johnson: Oh, nigger. Um, nigger lover go home because there were white people with us. Um, dirt, I mean…We were told to look straight ahead and I did that. I didn’t look in the crowd.  I just saw the faces [as] we were coming in. And, they said when you get off the train, Don’t look, don’t look, don’t look at anybody.  Look straight and ahead and keep walking…They had ropes or something, I think, to keep the crowds back. But, they were getting closer and closer. They never got close enough to touch me, but they were close enough to spit at you. They did that. And, you can feel that, you know. It was, it was like a hatred. It was like, riots, you know…It was, uh, it was a feeling like we were really the enemy or something.
