
 
 
 

 pg. 1 
 
 
 

READING PACKET: February 21st, 2024 | Knockin’ on the Door: Immigrants 
 

READING 1: Theodore Roosevelt, “Hyphenated Americanism” (1915) 
SOURCE: Philip Davis (ed.), Immigration and Americanization (Boston: Ginn and Co., 1920) 

 
... There is no room in this country for hyphenated Americanism. When I refer to hyphenated Americans, I 

do not refer to naturalized Americans. Some of the very best Americans I have ever known were naturalized 
Americans, Americans born abroad. But a hyphenated American is not an American at all. This is just as true of 
the man who puts "native" before the hyphen as of the man who puts German or Irish or English or French before 
the hyphen. Americanism is a matter of the spirit and of the soul. Our allegiance must be purely to the United 
States. We must unsparingly condemn any man who holds any other allegiance. But if he is heartily and singly 
loyal to this Republic, then no matter where he was born, he is just as good an American as any one else.  
  The one absolutely certain way of bringing this nation to ruin, of preventing all possibility of its continuing 
to be a nation at all, would be to permit it to become a tangle of squabbling nationalities, an intricate knot of 
German-Americans, Irish-Americans, English-Americans, French-Americans, Scandinavian-Americans or Italian-
Americans, each preserving its separate nationality, each at heart feeling more sympathy with Europeans of that 
nationality, than with the other citizens of the American Republic. The men who do not become Americans and 
nothing else are hyphenated Americans; and there ought to be no room for them in this country. The man who 
calls himself an American citizen and who yet shows by his actions that he is primarily the citizen of a foreign land, 
plays a thoroughly mischievous part in the life of our body politic. He has no place here; and the sooner he returns 
to the land to which he feels his real heart-allegiance, the better it will be for every good American. There is no 
such thing as a hyphenated American who is a good American. The only man who is a good American is the man 
who is an American and nothing else.   

For an American citizen to vote as a German-American, an Irish-American, or an English-American, is to be 
a traitor to American institutions; and those hyphenated Americans who terrorize American politicians by threats 
of the foreign vote are engaged in treason to the American Republic. 

The foreign-born population of this country must be an Americanized population - no other kind can fight 
the battles of America either in war or peace. It must talk the language of its native-born fellow-citizens, it must 
possess American citizenship and American ideals. It must stand firm by its oath of allegiance in word and deed 
and must show that in very fact it has renounced allegiance to every prince, potentate, or foreign government. It 
must be maintained on an American standard of living so as to prevent labor disturbances in important plants and 
at critical times. None of these objects can be secured as long as we have immigrant colonies, ghettos, and 
immigrant sections, and above all they cannot be assured so long as we consider the immigrant only as an industrial 
asset. The immigrant must not be allowed to drift or to be put at the mercy of the exploiter. Our object is to not to 
imitate one of the older racial types, but to maintain a new American type and then to secure loyalty to this type. 
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We cannot secure such loyalty unless we make this a country where men shall feel that they have justice and also 
where they shall feel that they are required to perform the duties imposed upon them.  

… All of us, no matter from what land our parents came, no matter in what way we may severally worship our 
Creator, must stand shoulder to shoulder in a united America for the elimination of race and religious prejudice. 
We must stand for a reign of equal justice to both big and small. We must insist on the maintenance of the 
American standard of living.   
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READING 2: Madison Grant on the "Passing of a Great Race," 1915 
SOURCE: from Madison Grant, The Passing of the Great Race (New York: Charles Scribner's 

Sons, 1916). 
 

The native American [ed. insert – the author does not mean indigenous peoples, but rather what they 
consider to be native-born, white Americans] has always found, and finds now, in the black men, willing followers 
who ask only to obey and to further the ideals and wishes of the master race, without trying to inject into the body 
politic their own views, whether racial, religious, or social. Negroes are never socialists or labor unionists, and as 
long as the dominant imposes its will on the servient race, and as long as they remain in the same relation to the 
whites as in the past, the negroes will be a valuable element in the community, but once raised to social equality 
their influence will be destructive to themselves and to the whites. If the purity of the two races is to be maintained, 
they cannot continue to live side by side, and this is a problem from which there can be no escape.  

The native American by the middle of the nineteenth century was rapidly becoming a distinct type. Derived 
from the Teutonic part of the British Isles, and being almost purely Nordic, he was on the point of developing 
physical peculiarities of his own, slightly variant from those of his English forefathers, and corresponding rather 
with the idealistic Elizabethan than with the materialistic Hanoverian Englishman. The Civil War, however, put a 
severe, perhaps fatal, check to the development and expansion of this splendid type, by destroying great numbers 
of the best breeding stock on both sides, and by breaking up the home ties of many more. If the war had not 
occurred these same men with their descendants would have populated the Western States instead of the racial 
nondescripts who are now flocking there.  

The prosperity that followed the war attracted hordes of newcomers who were welcomed by the native 
Americans to operate factories, build railroads, and fill up the waste spaces-"developing the country" it was called.  

These new immigrants were no longer exclusively members of the Nordic race as were the earlier ones who 
came of their own impulse to improve their social conditions. The transportation lines advertised America as a 
land flowing with milk and honey, and the European governments took the opportunity to unload upon careless, 
wealthy, and hospitable America the sweepings of their jails and asylums. The result was that the new immigration, 
while it still included many strong elements from the north of Europe, contained a large and increasing number of 
the weak, the broken, and the mentally crippled of all races drawn from the lowest stratum of the Mediterranean 
basin and the Balkans, together with hordes of the wretched, submerged populations of the Polish Ghettos.  

With a pathetic and fatuous belief in the efficacy of American institutions and environment to reverse or 
obliterate immemorial hereditary tendencies, these newcomers were welcomed and given a share in our land and 
prosperity. The American taxed himself to sanitate and educate these poor helots, and as soon as they could speak 
English, encouraged them to enter into the political life, first of municipalities, and then of the nation.  

The result is showing plainly in the rapid decline in the birth rate of native Americans because the poorer 
classes of Colonial stock, where they still exist, will not bring children into the world to compete in the labor market 
with the Slovak, the Italian, the Syrian, and the Jew. The native American is too proud to mix socially with them, 
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and is gradually withdrawing from the scene, abandoning to these aliens the land which he conquered and 
developed. The man of the old stock is being crowded out of many country districts by these foreigners, just as he 
is today being literally driven off the streets of New York City by the swarms of Polish Jews. These immigrants 
adopt the language of the native American; they wear his clothes; they steal his name; and they are beginning to 
take his women, but they seldom adopt his religion or understand his ideals, and while he is being elbowed out of 
his own home the American looks calmly abroad and urges on others the suicidal ethics which are exterminating 
his own race .  

As to what the future mixture will be it is evident that in large sections of the country the native American will 
entirely disappear. He will not intermarry with inferior races, and he cannot compete in the sweat shop and in the 
street trench with the newcomers. Large cities from the days of Rome, Alexandria, and Byzantium have always 
been gathering points of diverse races, but New York is becoming a cloaca gentium which will produce many 
amazing racial hybrids and some ethnic horrors that will be beyond the powers of future anthropologists to 
unravel.  

One thing is certain: in any such mixture, the surviving traits will be determined by competition between the 
lowest and most primitive elements and the specialized traits of Nordic man; his stature, his light colored eyes, his 
fair skin and blond hair, his straight nose, and his splendid fighting and moral qualities, will have little part in the 
resultant mixture.  

The "survival of the fittest" means the survival of the type best adapted to existing conditions of environment, 
today the tenement and factory, as in Colonial times they were the clearing of forests, fighting Indians, farming the 
fields, and sailing the Seven Seas. From the point of view of race it were better described as the "survival of the 
unfit." 
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READING 3: Randolph Bourne, "Trans-National America" 
SOURCE: Atlantic Monthly, 118 (July 1916), 86-97 

 
No reverberatory effect of the great war has caused American public opinion more solicitude than the failure 

of the "melting-pot." The discovery of diverse nationalistic feelings among our great alien population his come to 
most people as an intense shock. It has brought out the unpleasant inconsistencies of our traditional beliefs. We 
have had to watch hard-hearted old Brahmins virtuously indignant at the spectacle of the immigrant refusing to 
be melted, while they jeer at patriots like Mary Antin who write about our "forefathers." We have had to listen to 
publicists who express themselves as stunned by the evidence of vigorous traditionalistic and cultural movements 
in this country among Germans, Scandinavians, Bohemians and Poles, while in the same breath they insist that 
the alien shall be forcibly assimilated to that Anglo-Saxon tradition which they unquestionably label "American." 

As the unpleasant truth has come upon us that assimilation in this country was proceeding on lines very 
different from those we had marked out for it, we found ourselves inclined to blame those who were thwarting our 
prophecies. The truth became culpable. We blamed the war, we blamed the Germans. And then we discovered 
with a moral shock that these movements had been making great headway even before the war even began. We 
found that the tendency, reprehensible and paradoxical as it might be, has been for the national clusters of 
immigrants, as they became more and more firmly established and more and more prosperous, to cultivate more 
and more assiduously the literatures and cultural traditions of their homelands. Assimilation, in other words, 
instead of washing out the memories of Europe, made them more and more intensely real. Just as these clusters 
became more and more objectively American, did they become more and more German or Scandinavian or 
Bohemian or Polish. 

To face the fact that our aliens are already strong enough to take a share in the direction of their own destiny, 
and that the strong cultural movements represented by the foreign press, schools, and colonies are a challenge to 
our facile attempts, is not, however, to admit the failure of Americanization. It is not to fear the failure of 
democracy. It is rather to urge us to an investigation of what Americanism may rightly mean. It is to ask ourselves 
whether our ideal has been broad or narrow--whether perhaps the time has not come to assert a higher ideal than 
the "melting-pot" Surely we cannot be certain of our spiritual democracy when, claiming to melt the nations within 
us to a comprehension of our free and democratic institutions, we fly into panic at the first sign of their own will 
and tendency. We act as if we wanted Americanization to take place only on our own terms, and not by the consent 
of the governed. All our elaborate machinery of settlement and school and union, of social and political 
naturalization, however, will move with friction just in so far as it neglects to take into account this strong and virile 
insistence that America shall be what the immigrant will have a hand in making it, and not what a ruling class, 
descendant of those British stocks which were the first permanent immigrants, decide that America shall be made. 
This is the condition which confronts us, and which demands a clear and general readjustment of our attitude and 
our ideal. 

Mary Antin is right when she looks upon our foreign-born as the people who missed the Mayflower and came 
over on the first boat they could find. But she forgets that when they did come it was not upon other Mayflowers, 
but upon a "Maiblume," a "Fleur de Mai," a "Fior di Maggio," a "Majblomst." These people were not mere arrivals 
from the same family, to be welcomed as understood and long-loved, but strangers to the neighborhood, with 
whom a long process of settling down had to take place. For they brought with them their national and racial 
characters, and each new national quota had to wear slowly away the contempt with which its mere alienness got 
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itself greeted. Each had to make its way slowly from the lowest strata of unskilled labor up to a level where it 
satisfied the accredited norms of social success. 

We are all foreign-born or the descendants of foreign-born, and if distinctions are to be made between us they 
should rightly be on some other ground than indigenousness. The early colonists came over with motives no less 
colonial than the later. They did not come to be assimilated in an American melting-pot. They did not come to 
adopt the culture of the American Indian. They had not the smallest intention of "giving themselves without 
reservation" to the new country. They came to get freedom to live as they wanted. They came to escape from the 
stifling air and chaos of the old world; they came to make their fortune in a new land. They invented no new social 
framework. Rather they brought over bodily the old ways to which they had been accustomed. Tightly 
concentrated on a hostile frontier, they were conservative beyond belief. Their pioneer daring was reserved for the 
objective conquest of material resources. In their folkways, in their social and political institutions, they were, like 
every colonial people, slavishly imitative of the mother-country. So that, in spite of the "Revolution," our whole 
legal and political system remained more English than the English, petrified and unchanging, while in England law 
developed to meet the needs of the changing times. 

It is just this English-American conservatism that has been our chief obstacle to social advance. We have 
needed the new peoples--the order of the German and Scandinavian, the turbulence of the Slav and Hun--to save 
us from our own stagnation. I do not mean that the illiterate Slav is now the equal of the New Englander of pure 
descent. He is raw material to be educated, not into a New Englander, but into a socialized American along such 
lines as those thirty nationalities are being educated in the amazing schools of Gary. I do not believe that this 
process is to be one of decades of evolution. The spectacle of Japan's sudden jump from mediaevalism to 
postmodernism should have destroyed that superstition. We are not dealing with individuals who are to "evolve." 
We are dealing with their children, who, with that education we are about to have, will start level with all of us. Let 
us cease to think of ideals like democracy as magical qualities inherent in certain peoples. Let us speak, not of 
inferior races, hut of inferior civilizations. We are all to educate and to be educated. These peoples in America are 
in a common enterprise. It is not what we are now that concerns us, but what this plastic next generation may 
become in the light of a new cosmopolitan ideal.... 

The failure of the melting-pot, far from closing the great American democratic experiment, means that it has 
only just begun. Whatever American nationalism turns out to be, we see already that it will have color richer and 
more exciting than our ideal has hitherto encompassed. In a world which has dreamed of internationalism, we find 
that we have all unawares been building up the first international nation. The voices which have cried for a tight 
and jealous nationalism of the European pattern are failing. From that ideal, however valiantly and disinterestedly 
it has been set for us, time and tendency have moved us further and further away. What we have achieved has been 
rather a cosmopolitan federation of national colonies, of foreign cultures, from whom the sting of devastating 
competition has been removed. America is already the world-federation in miniature, the continent where for the 
first time in history has been achieved that miracle of hope, the peaceful living side by side, with character 
substantially preserved, of the most heterogeneous peoples under the sun. Nowhere else has such contiguity been 
anything but the breeder of misery. Here, notwithstanding our tragic failures of adjustment, the outlines are 
already too clear not to give us a new vision and a new orientation of the American mind in the world. 

It is for the American of the younger generation to accept this cosmopolitanism, and carry it along with self-
conscious and fruitful purpose. In his colleges, he is already getting, with the study of modern history and politics, 
the modern literatures, economic geography, the privilege of a cosmopolitan outlook such as the people of no 
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other nation of to-day in Europe can possibly secure. If he is still a colonial, he is no longer the colonial of one 
partial culture, but of many. He is a colonial of the world. Colonialism has grown into cosmopolitanism, and his 
motherland is no one nation, but all who have anything life enhancing to offer to the spirit. That vague sympathy 
which the France of ten years ago was feeling for the world--a sympathy which was drowned in the terrible reality 
of war--may be the modern American's, and that in a positive and aggressive sense. If the American is parochial, it 
is in sheer wantonness or cowardice. His provincialism is the measure of his fear of bogies or the defect of his 
imagination.... 

All our idealisms must be those of future social goals in which all can participate, the good life of personality 
lived in the environment of the Beloved Community. No mere doubtful triumphs of the past, which redound to 
the glory of only one of our trans-nationalities, can satisfy us. It must be a future America, on which all can unite, 
which pulls us irresistibly toward it, as we understand each other more warmly. 

To make real this striving amid dangers and apathies is work for a younger intelligentsia of America. Here is 
an enterprise of integration into which we can all pour ourselves, of a spiritual welding which should make us, if 
the final menace ever came, not weaker, but infinitely strong. 
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