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Dasking pilot, Eugene Bullared
poses heside his Nicuport plane
with monkey mascot, Hmmy,
who nccompanied him on
every Right. Bollard was frst
Negro to join Lalayette Esca.
drille, French volinteer flight
squadron affiliated with Amer
ican military. Picture wag
. taken in 1918 near Vcrdun.|
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Dusty Leglonnalres ( ahove) stop to rest from
long muareh during the first months of World
War I As a machine gnoner, Corporal Bul.
Tard (r.) Tonght with an Infantry unit who
ealled themselves the “Swallows of Death”
heeanse of thelr wild hayonet  chirges
ngainst the enemy. Bullard soffered leg
wornd in front line trenches with Legion,
After reenperating, he joined the air farce.

On or off the battlefield, nothing but
death could stop this red-hot swinger

BY MARY H. SMITH

/jann.. ﬁnaph Lmﬂ Ia/.d

HE YEAR was 1916. Over Verdun, the
rose in a cloud of gray as the smoke fro.

thousand guns drifted to the sky. Three )
dred {eet above the battle, four Cerman Fo
edged near a lone Allicd fighter plane wl
had strayed too far behind the German §i-
Spitting bullets, les Boches zeroed in on -
pilot to chalk up another eminent victory
the Kaiser. Little did they know that
were attacking a man who ealled himsell
“black swallow of death.”

Their target was a sitting duck, a rick
French cage a poules (“chicken coop™);
the cockpit sat a greenhorn, by the name
Eugene Bullard, who had plenty of spirit, *
no experience. Bullard dodged, fired back ¢
prayed to God. He flew hell-for-leather
French territory and didn't dare look by
again. Divine anthority must have taken pi
He escaped. Minntes Iater, he erashed into !
French Lafayete squadron alrport in a jum’
of wires, twisted propellers and flapping win
A trinmphant Rullard emerged, grinning n
wnscathed, holding In his arms his “co-pilot
a monkey. e cheerfully assared his furie
commandant: “Ca ne falt vien, mon capltain,
(“Tam perfeetly 0.k.”) and walked amway Lo r
for his next two-honr mission that day—a m
sion that the captain awaited with justifial
apprehension, The black swallow had sten
again, '

No ane In France eould deny that Rulis
was a man with style. Wrote James Norm:
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'K In New York, an aging Bullard appears on the Dave Garroway Today Show in the 50s. At the time, he was employed as an elevator operator at {Rockefeller Center,
uined active memhrrof-thit” Free 1rench Movement and Pavis Post of the American Legion. Gasroway displayed 14 medals, including Croie dde Guerre, won in ac

SRR ] ;

Hall describing his first impression of Bullard
i+ his bhook, Lafayette Escadrille: “Suddenlv
£ door opened to admit a vision of military
siondor such as one does not see twice in a
fydime. It was Engene Bollard. His jolly black
qer shone with a grin of grecting and justifi-
wofe vanity. Tle wore a pair of 1an aviator's
ceots which gleamed with mirror-like Inster,

I above them his breeches smote the eve

ha dash of vivid searlet, TTis hlack tunic, ex-
Slentlv ent and set ofl by o Gne oore, was
Joorated with a pilot’s hadge. a Croix de

rre, the fourragére of the Foreign Tegion,

ta pair of enormons wings, which left no
- sible doubt, even at a distance of 50 feel,
3¢'o which arm of the service he adormed,

————— e .

T Cleves-pilots (stadent pilots) gasped. the T Group portralt tuken In 1923
2y¢$ of the neophytes stood out from their """"” “"""""”““ ’;r har) ";“'

. | TR . employes In his eabaret, “Le
‘mds. and | lrpr(‘ssod a strong instinct {o o Grand Due” known ns “Bul-

sanl at atlention.”

Even his detractors admitted that Bullard's
e ant companion must have been Fady
Juek hersell. Take, for an example, the way he
Jofinto the French Air Foree in the first place,
g table achievement sinee he was the only
American Negro to fly o plane in Work]d Wi |,
Fed other pilots would ever again mateh his
repdation for drama, especially in the cockpit
o fighter planc,

The subject first came up in a cafe on Paris’
Bodl Mich’ (Boulevard St Michel), where Bul-

rdwas recovering from a leg wonnd., A vet-
ool Francee's fmnous Foreign Legion, one

Ined’s Happy Tome," Visiting
Americans  andd Negro artlsts
gnthered ndghtly ot Parln clob,
which hecimme Tamons for fam
sessions, To Bullard’s right s
boxer-howneer Blink MeClasky.,

As a hoxer (left), Bullard fought
his Jast fight In Egypt in 1922,
The match was a drw but
Bullard was compensated hand-
somely for disnppointing  per-
formance. Prince  Molummed
Ali Krahim of Fgypt handed him
2500, told Bullard, “go out and
Imy yourselt a drink on me.”
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dead wis souree of pride to Bullard, e served as g
heaver when Frencly consul pliced wrenth on Tafay-
clie’s statue In Union Stuare, NY.C, (nhove, tap),
took part i eonsecrntion ol Pads” famed Tomb of the
Unknown Soldier (above) during last trip to France,
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MONSIEUR BULLARD centinved

of the most bloodthirsty outfits of the war (ac-
covding to the Legionnaires), Bullard was feel-

Cing no pain at the e, As somcone honght

him anather round, he loudly suggested he
could fly a plane with his crippled leg. An
American told him, “"Mon ami, yon are crazy.”
It was not difficult to find someone who would
disagree. “He is not crazy.” someone yelled,
“Il he says he can fly a plane, he can fly a
plane.” “But Cene,” the American acquaint-
ance colinued, “I've never heard of a black
pilot.” “Tle can Ay, he can fivl” repeated a
slightly  tipsy  Frenchman,  The  Ameriean
shouted, “"No he ean not,” and took 20 $100
hills out of his wallet and placed them on the
har. Not to be outdone, Gene replied hangh-
tily, “Well, T het yon $2,000 that 1 can,”

He dido’t have to spend the afternoon fran.
tically pawning his lnst possessions, either. The
penniless Bullard telephoned a few of his old
friends who held hgh-ranking military posi-
tions, and roila! Bullard was assigned to an
nviation schoal to learn how to fly,

On May 5. 107, elntehing Ws pllot's Neense
in his handd, Bullned mnde a eeturn visit to the
enle, He delt av pmtd the cheers of victory,
$2.000 richer. e also left Paris that doy with
an adopted “co-pilot” and “son,” o tny spider
monkey he had hought from a Paris girl and
christened Jimmy,

Perhaps enemy pilots wondered just what
they were attacking when they met Bullard in
the air, Certainly, the rakish pilot and his
“son” made a strange sight in hattle. With the
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monkey holding on tight beside him in th
open cockpit, the goggled Bullard wounld make
swooping sortics at the Germans, much to the
despair of the French commandant, who can
tioned, “Be careful, mon ami, careful. W
would not want yonur heautiful son Jimmy t
be without a father.” Caution was not for .
daredevil like Bullard, however inaccurate hi
aim.  Although he would begin firing wildls
as soon as he saw a “dirty Boche,” Gene ven
rarely hit anything. Once or twice he apol
ogized to his commandant, “I couldn’t con
trol mysell.” The French Air Foree credits hin
with shoating down one German plane, bu
Bullard claims, “I hit two, but one plane fel
behind their lines.”

e might conceivably have hronght dowr
more Germans if race prejudice had not termi-
mled his eareer, TTigh-ranking American mili-
tary ollicers attached to his ontfit, the Lafayeltc
Escadrille, plotted to gronnd Bullard on the
pretense that his leg disabled his performance.

The squadron doctor congratnlated him:
“You're hicky, Bullard, Thousamds of mer
wonld like to he in your position and get away
from the hell of this war” Bitterly disap-
pointed, Gene said nothing, but he knew why
lie was being foreed to leave the Escadrille.
To him, bigotry was a “sickness,” and he re-
solved that henceforth this sickness wonld be
other people’s problem, not his,

Born in Georgin in 1894, Bullard had come
a long way from the Deep South, where he
had learned plenty about bhigotry. As a young
hoy in Colnmbus, Ga., he had scen several
lynching parties first-hand when white crack-

Continued on Page 124
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Joyous tather, Rullard
s danghters Lolita,
13 (1), and Jacemeline,
16, an thelr safe arrival
in New York from ocen-
picd  France in 1940,
Covdel 1Tdb, then U1 S,
.'\'('rn'l:ny ol State, had
sent telegrams notifying
Cene of plans tor girls’

transport from Farope,

MONSIEUR BULLARD continved :

ers tried to kill his father for defending himsell against white hullies,
Althongh his father escaped the moh, they later hung Gene's brother
Hector for asserting his ownership of many acres of vich farm land,

As a very determined cight-year-old, Gene decided that Georgia was
not the place for him, One morning, he sold his goat for $1.50, took the
money and: set ont for France, Why France? During those long nights
when the Tamily hid from the whites, Cene's father ‘talked abont their
ancestors who lived in the Freneh colony of Martinique and about the
Frenehideal of equality for all people, regardless of race. Gene recalls,
“I thonght it would he paradise to live in France where all people could
be happy without thinking of skin color.”

Engene Jacques Bullard quickly learned the art of survival. Joining
U wandering tronpe ol English Cypsics, he was tanght ow 1o make
horses ook voung by blackening their teeth and blowing air into their
legs: he also Tearmed how to steal tood from the farmers. Later he

earned top salavies for 0 Negro in the South by working as a horse™™

jockey and stable hay. By the time he first saw the ocean at Newport
News, Ve several vears Tater, he was no longer that inmocent child who
thonght he dould get to France on $1.50,

An open freight car bronght him to the docks of Newport News
where he saw an old CGerman cargo ship. Three davs later, sailors found
a small black hoy hidden in the ship’s lifeboat as it chagged across the
Atlantic. The captain was furions when he saw Gene and threatened
o throw him into the ocean. bat finally compromised by sending him
down to the “sweat box™ to heave coal ashes for the rest of the trip,
When they reached Aberdeen, Scotland, he was dropped off,

An opportmnist like Bullard conld have taught Tom Sawycer a lesson,

“Taking advantage of the curiosity he aroused fn Aberdeen, “the cute

Dlack hoy™ worked in anmmsement parks and ran favors for the local
honds and boxers (he would whistle Yankee Doodle outside of crap
games to warn gamblers of approaching cops). e learned qnite a bit
from these vnsavory characters: where to stay (at the British version
of flop honses. ealled “kept houses™), how to save money (sleep with
your sacks on and stash the bills under your toes) and how to travel
(thumb rides, hop freights). e toured the British Isles as protegé of
a boxer named the Dixie Kid, and, as a welterweight boxer called Gene
Madden, Bullard put on the gloves himself for several fights. This
occupation proved rather wrewarding financially (he never earned
more than $60 for one fight) and temporary, When a song and dance
group called “Freedman's Pickaninnies” invited him to go along with
them to Paris, he jumped at the chance.

Four vears later, after he lost his post as a pilot, Bullard devoted
most of his energies to having a good time in Paris. The Armistice,
signed Nov. 11, 1918, a Tew months after his reassignment, did not
canse him to rejoice as millions of othor Frenchmen did. Tnstead, he
had to start thinking scriously about a job. As usual, fate came to his aid.

ITis many friends enjoyed treating him in cabarets, for the dapper
Gene drew admiring stares from the Tadies wherever he went. In one
night spot, he saw his first Black Dixicland band. 1f the brothers could
do it he thonght, why couldn’t he? e convineed the drummer of the
hand that he should teach a fellow-American how to play. A friend
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T Tsaid e wasn't too good, bhut it didn’t seem (o matter al the time, e
S was worried about how he was going to eat, and the cales were crying
©ont for black musicians and the Divie sonmnd. Naturally it didnt take
him too long to fignre ont what he was going to do next ™

Althongh Monsiene Zelli was Jess than astounded Monsicur
Bullard’s ereative musicianship, Cene convineed  him that his eale
would Tail withont him and his resplendent “Zelli's Zig Zog Band.” After
Al he Bollard, was a famons war hero, and heo Zellio was a loreigner,
an Italian. The vight people knew Bullard. andas artistic divector, or
host, he condd assure the suecess of the all-night cabarel, Within two
weceks Zelli's Zig Zag Band wade it debut, and thongh the hand niay
never be remembered for its soaring harmonv, all of Pavis turned ont
to see hon vivant Bullivd as divecteur des artisies, Cene claimed Well,
vou have never seen or heard of snch asnecesshl nicht cloh. Zeli knew
all about the eabaret husiness, 1 had mamy important hiends and they
sav T had some palland 1 oased it L people felt they had to come to
Zelli's. 1 was the only place in Paris that stitved open all night, and
everyhody who was anvhody went there”

Perhaps Gene Bullard never hae a tioe profession in the sense of a
carcer, but he did have a definite field of interest. popubarly known as
“wine,women and song” Tis medals, hig dapper attire and his hoxing
physique were badges of virility to lnmdreds of females, The dashing
Black pilot was not adverse to intimate fére d fétes with titled vonng

——— ————t ¥ ¢ &

laclies. After all they had o right to know what the "war was really
like™ andd who else could 1ell them with sucly first-hand knowledpge?
After the war, Ballard conld also ofler socicty invaluable service as n
masseur, physieal culture expert and hand leader.,

Asdirectenr des artistes Diend of the vich, and all-aronnd hon nivant,
Bullavd captured the attering heart ol, Marcelle Stravumann whose

e L .y

mother was a conntess and whose father was one of the swealthiest men
in France. They did not objecl 1o the interracial romance, and soon

R ——

Bulard menvicd into Paris society. Gene did some sober thinking hefore
) i

his marviage; he woold have (o support his wife in o regal manner
Several mouths after he was niarvied, he lelt Zelli's andd opened up his

own cale, “Le Grand Due” which becime the waltering place lor an

1

-
s

COLOGNE from $3.00 SWANK |

iy

W 31 '- LT
; '#’JV "";‘J’# ; g ;.3,

AETER SHAVE from $2.50

Proud moment for Gene's
danghters was his in-
duction as Chevalier of
the Legion of onor in
1959, Mrs, Lolita Rob-
incon (1) nnd Mes, Jues
queline Hermandez, con-
gratwlate  their  father
aller ceremony (nhove),
Deeply moved, Gene
receives traditional
cmbrace from Ray-

and now...

JADE 3 EAS
CORA -

mond LaPorte, consul
teneral of France (rigin).
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Parls-bound apgnin In
1951, Bullard joins a
cheerful Satehmo  and
latter’s wile, Lncille, on
Faropean  tour.  Cene
spoke French and Ger-
man fluently, acted as
interpreter and aide for
Armstrong in 50 cities.

MONSIEUR BULLARD continued

international clientele of celebrities. e also found the necessary back-
ing Tor the establishment of his own gymunasium which he called “Gene
Bullard's Athletie Club.”

Monsicur Bullard tonred Egypt, where he boxed in twa matches and
was hosted by Prince Mohuwmmed Ali Krahim, brother of Egypt's King
Fouad. King Alphonse X1T1's (of Spain) conrtiers asked him to organ-
ize a cake walk for the King's party, and off Bullard went to Biarritz,

in spite ol his immense papularity with whites, Gene made it a point

to help other black artists in Paris. [Te hired a down-and-out fellow

named Langston Hughes as n dishwasher, Thughes later deseribed “1e
Grand Duc” in his antobiographical book, The Big Sea: "A great inany
celebritics and mitlionaires came to the Grand Duc in those days | . .
Anita Loos, and John Emerson, Yonng William Leeds, the Dolly Sisters,
Lady Nancy Cunard, and the writer Robert MeAlnon, .., Then, when -
all the other clubs were closed, the best of the musicians and enter-
tainers from various other smart places would often drop into the
(lmmzl Dne and there'd be ajam session (until the morning).”

Cene knew evervhady in Paris, but the sweet life conld not last
forever, After several years, Le Grand Due closed and Bullard opencd
anew cafe called “1'Escadrille” after his old flying outhit. Although the
new cafe did a good business, the Depression years and the growing
activity ol the Nazis in Germany were beginning to take their toll. Bul-
lard’s wile demanded that he Teave Paris with her for the safer conntry
relreats of Paris socicty, hut Bullard refused to leave “the city of my
dreams.” Several months Tater, Gene's wife died, and left him with their
two danghters, Jacqueline and Lolita.

Bullard continued to live his man-ahout-town role. TTe knew every-
one, from the Princesse de Polignac to the members of the Paris mob,
clled Jes Corses. He was equally at home at midnight erap games and
afternoon society teas. But his easy acqunintance with les Corses and
the Nazis bronght him his most dangerons undertaking, ‘

As the CGermans stormed Fuorope, government officials asked Bullard
to keep his ears open and report on Nazi activities. Since the Nazis had
utter contempt lor him as a black man, they spoke freely in his bar and
in Ms gym. Gene spoke fluent Germnn, and with the aid of a French
spy, “Kltity,” he reported on many Nzt undertnkings,

One night, les Corses altncked, They oo were working for the
Underground, Tt they were mmware of Gene's invalvement and eon-
sidered him a traitor. A dranken Corsican decided to dispatch with
Bullard in his cabaret and confronted him in the men's room with a
10-inch meat cleaver, “This is yonr last moment alivel” the Corsican
shouted dramatically. Bollard ran from the men’s room with the wild
Corsican at his heels. Ladies sereamed and patrons hid under tables
as the gallant Bullard leaped over the bar, grabbed a bottle of Beau-
jolais and smashed his assailant over the head. For good measure, he
also kicked him several times, The Corsican barely survived after six
months in the hospital. but les Corses forgave Gene anyway as a fellow
member of the Resistance,

Meanwhile, the Germans were marching towards Paris and the city



Military tradition spans
three grenerations e
Bullard  and  grandson
Richard Reid, Jacque-
line’s son, pose together
W miform. Gene sul-
fered Joss of one eye,
lnme lep, severed spine
and lmumerable other
wounds alter two wars
and many private hattles,

MONSIEUR BULLARD continued

panicked. True to form, Bullard hid a gun in his cafe, ready to fight it
out with the Nazis on the strects when they invaded, Cooler heads pre-
vailed, however, and “Kitty” persnaded Gene to surrender the weapon.
She tokd him that to defy the Nazis as a black American would mean
certain death, and advised him to “get out of France fast.” oflcring to
take care of his daughters until she could send them to the U, safely,
Gene finally took her advice and {led the country’ along with thou-
sands of other refugees via a Red Cross embarkation point in Portugal,
Hundreds of people were lying erippled and starving along (the road,
but Bullard simply lifted a bicycle in Bordeaux, travelled light and
persuaded {riends to treat him to meals along the way,

Back in the United States, he found the life of a middle-aged hlack
man mnech less exciting. His back had been injured during once of his
Paris knock-em down brawls, and he found it painful to work at heavy
lahor. He gave up a job as a stevedore, later tonred Furope after the
war as a factotwin andLinterpreter for Louis Armnstrong. 1n. 1940, “Kitty”
sent Bullard’s danghters over, as promiscd, and Gene paid for their
farves with contributions from the Negro Actors League and ex-members
of the Lafayette Escadrille, ;

e was getting old and mellow: he fn‘n("y remembered his former
esciapades in Paris, and thought of his survival through bloody adven-
tures as “acts of Cod.”

Gene never forgot his days with the Forcign Legion—the “swallows
of death”—and with the Tafayette Eseadrille. Tle remained a loyal

member of the American  Legion, Paris Post, for many years,

Bullard wanted to go back to Paris (o live someday and to reopen a

small cafe; then he would resume the wonderful days of his youth,

But he had changed, and so had his beloved Paris. In 1961, Fugene

Budlard died. ANl that he left were his medals and his small [arlem

apartment plastered with the photos of his famous friends, alinost all

of them dead. The man who cherished them and their adventures to-

gether in Paris was dead, too.




