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Text Version of Audio Story: Nathaniel 

Hotel management ordered the swimming pool drained. 

“Refill it with fresh water,” they said. 

Nathaniel had been ordered out of the swimming pool there at the luxurious hotel complex in 

Las Vegas, Nevada. Nathaniel was the reason the pool was being drained. It wasn’t because 

he was dirty. Quite the contrary, he was always well groomed. He was one of the best-dressed 

men of his time, the time was the 1950s. 

It wasn’t that he had some type of communicable disease — and, by no way, could it be said 

that he was harassing other guests. Quite simply, Nathaniel was black. I can’t even begin to 

imagine how I would feel if someone visited such horrendous intolerance upon me … the 

anger and sadness … the humiliation. And yet, Nathaniel had such things visited upon him on 

a daily basis. He was an entertainer, a singer. He was the headline act there at that hotel in 

Las Vegas, Nevada. 

Black entertainers were not usually permitted to stay at the hotels. More times than not, they 

were put up in ramshackle, hardly adequate lodging. This was one time. Somehow, I really 

don’t know how, Nathaniel was able to stay at the hotel. His shows brought in enormous 

amounts of money and, perhaps, he had put his foot down and said, “If I can’t stay at the hotel, 

I’m not going to sing.” 

Nathaniel started singing as a boy in his father’s church. He was a musical genius from the 

get-go. At the age of four, his family left Alabama and moved to Chicago, where his father 

would become the pastor of a small Baptist church; his mother, choir director. He grew up with 

music, and it stayed with him his entire life. When he went on tour as a young man, he quickly 

learned just how cruel the world really could be. He and other members of the band were not 

even permitted to eat in restaurants. If they wanted something from a particular restaurant, 

they would have to go to the back door and take the food out. 

Nathaniel’s popularity would grow. Everywhere he went he played to sell-out crowds, black 

and white. Many of the crowds in those days were segregated. Some individuals of his own 

race accused him of being an Uncle Tom. They felt he was too accepting of segregation. But 

the way Nathaniel saw it — and trust me, he hated segregation — he saw his music as a way 

of building goodwill between blacks and whites. And, even though it did to a degree, Nathaniel 

and many black entertainers like him still faced injustice and intolerance every day. 
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Nathaniel was once asked to return to his native Alabama to play and sing. The crowd went 

wild with excitement. But, just as Nathaniel was at the very top of his show, six white men from 

the audience rushed the stage and beat him senseless. He gathered himself together and 

went on to finish the show. After that, he vowed he would never return to the South, and he 

never did. 

Nathaniel was doing incredibly well, financially, and decided to purchase a home where he and 

his family could live. It was more than a home, quite frankly; it was a mansion … a mansion in 

a plush, well-to-do area of California. As soon as people in the neighborhood realized 

Nathaniel had purchased the home, they started to protest. Forget the fact that this was a good 

man of unparalleled good taste. Forget that he was one of the finest entertainers of his time. 

All the people could see was he was black. In their minds, a second-class citizen. Nathaniel 

fought for his home and his family. He shouldn’t have had to, but he did. He went to court, and 

he won. 

Many years after his death, it is so fitting to remember this man by his trademark song — 

“Unforgettable.” Nat King Cole died of cancer in his mid-40s in 1965. 

From somewhere behind the radio, I’m the American Storyteller. 


