" Rubes Cales
Jatest turn” 10 the untolding and quite teng,
3 sure—-and ©wO davs later | was 1n ey
then 1 his SXUES, had scen a lot happen, he was calleq «
= “’L\' N rvone in Adanta, he was a big eminence for thy, .
McGll™ by even®© o e i
privileged l“‘{:k- 'ﬂ_‘mﬂf 2 ~commue,” the swearwords thy
many f“hl-nl “::\: of frightened, confused, enraged, and vy
ponier o mo: \:hnl“ t;\' then, i had com¢ t© know in the Mm ;
people \sm:‘c ;“\ullxd sbout hus datly column, his attempe, ‘htreb:
my research).
.(‘;i\h}\h" hus readers. He
that when he sat down ath e
lass th young
imagined ‘:"sf;:: ‘: :;hc Jesson of the day—what should | W
::tlig:-‘;mld  say it so that I'll be gven the respectful Aoy (,(
thousands and thousands of readers?” He pursued that |jp, .
those < “You don't hector a classroom™—1 sl —_—

other way
th}:ndh:fc:\‘mmcm because the word “hector” was occasionally used
r

dad but no one else | knew. Mr. McGill explained one trnugm, "l
mmher «Pacing matters™—and I began to reahize, as he talked, thy},
an b the moral and racial chimate i o,

what he called “this

at descgremnon? Yes. K

'

o
kept coming back to that word, even to0ld e

his rypewTiter he often closed hig oyes
people situng before him,

sing for years to change
hhfnm‘h‘:ot:;hnghls columns, always coming back to the subjecy, &
doing so in 2 way that didn't exhaust the panence c:f his readers. Ay,
other of his truisms: “You don't overdo your stay"—and he let
know that he quite consciously controlled the frequency of his refe;.
ences to racial tensions so that he'd continue to have some “credibiliny®

with his readers.

Wiiters and Readers, Leaders and Followers

With that word he saw on my face a frown that I didn’t know I4
shown. Then he got me consciously annoyed when he asked me where
I'd grown up, how long I'd been “down South.” Hc_ also asked me. how
old 1 was and where I'd gone to school. 1 recall thinking that this en-

counter was not going well at all—I remember, too, thinking of some |
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southerners I'd come to meet in SNCC Mmeetin
_ynee, Who came from Alabama, and didn' OVEN, 10 my g
. m;\h Zellner, and never “paced” his expressed disapprova| |rlm
k:wn o all s forms, no matter the consequences for higy (rc:c::z
s, Juling® ) a8 gcmr\ $ r,rf‘d" 1o leave—g spell of silence had
on this newspaper office. Then 3.5hll‘l n Mr. McGill' Manner
ulk, poth, He got up, went 10 a filing cabiner, opened i, rym.
o shrough utmous!y packed stacks of folders, pulled
prought ther® back to his desk, examined them, then spapy

B Bob Zellney,

out some,
ed sharing
1sapproval,
ty and out-

dr““““‘"ﬁ with me. Here were letters O"appr al and d
t

¢ of grattude and contempt, ExXpressions of loyal
messages & 5

nlli“l hate, promises of remembrance (*1 will never forget whay you

s ) and threats of mnfronguun. even murder (“You Just waie
i [ was struck by how familiar he was with these many letters,
pow they sall commanded his reflective interest. | was also struck by
e vay he used the letters: they affected him deeply, and he ook them
-y sertously. He told me that he tried to answer every letter sent him,
: M of approval and those of disagreement or condemnation—and
gt as he wrote he thought of those who had written to him: a writer
- very much aware of his readers, a wrnter handing them along, address-
a ng them, giving voice to their concerns. The only exception were Jer-
~ ers wnitten by obviously disturbed people, whose writing s
ncoherent: “I'm no psychiatrist, but over the years I've learned to
~ make adiagnosis of ‘insanity’ or ‘psychosis.” I get letters that are Impos-
~ gble to understand—those I throw out.™ Not too long out of my psy-
~ chame residency then, I took special note of what he said. I'd worked
~ wth schizophrenic patients but hadn’t read any of their letters—
hadn't, actually, realized that the incoherence, the jumbled thinking
~ that | heard n those clinical encounters could also be shared with
strangers on paper.
~ The matter of “craziness,” in fact, very much interested Mr. McGill.
He spoke at length not about the craziness of particular “mental pa-
tients,” but that of society—“those times,” he put it, “when people are
encouraged to get out of control,” to do “wild or wicked things™ that
are “very destructive.” He brought up Adolf Hitler—it was only fifteen

e e

e i



s sicide n his Berhin bunker in 1945 Wha dig
cally? He was an evil monster, a magg -
derer—that was what I thought o'f him, a<nd 1 médc clear my g

atric classification of public hgum§ |fkc Hider and Stalip,
v Yes, Mr. McGill saw my poine, by,
k" in the “ordinary, CoOmMmMonsepg.»
ted hater, the other 3 tp‘“"\ﬁd

or so vears after Hitle
1 dhink of lam, psvchatn

for the psych
whom 1 wanted 1© regard morall

he did think those twWo WeTe SIC
kness: one a rabid, agta

mampulator” who trusted no onc and P!“)"‘d "W"YOI\C against g,
other. Moreover, be reminded me, bot-h of them were “leaders, heads
of state, dictators who ruled mullions™—so, what to make of thap? |
ponted out, unremarkably, that they were “i‘l leaders—and he saig yes,
but he thought that cach of them “reflected” the psychology of “plemy
of their followers.” At that pont 1 ook str(?ng lssuc-f31d I thoughy R
ward “manipulate” <hould be substituted for “reflect.” No, he wasn't

all sure that would do—there’s a lot of “real craziness” out there, =
“give voice to it.” He handed over w me, e

version of SI0

certain leaders. be felt, » )
2 batch of letters that were comprehensible, or full of intensely felt jyg,

or envy or both, and he sud that his mail, constantly heavy with sy
stuff, \\Jﬁas surely 2 mere “drop in the bucket™ there are “ten or twenty”
he ventured, “potential Jetters™ at least, of a similar nature for every ope
he received 1 wasn'tn the mood, 1t seemed, to go along. [ pointed oy
that even if his s@istics were correct, that hardly made for a majonty of
Georgia's population. Letter writers aren’t to be equated with every.
one—they aren’t Emerson’s “rcprcscntzmvc" ciozens. He disagreed—
he'd been “mn the business” long enough to know what the higy
volume of mail he received meant with respect to public opimion: “Til
open up but two or three leteers, only two or three, and [ can sense
what's out there "

We were obviously alking about the relatonship between vanous
kands of Jeaders and their followers, be they voters, readers, studens,
or in the case of young Hitler and young Staln, party members
McGill, the veteran journalist, saw the leader as someone who “picked
up on” (lis phrase) “what was out there” (another phrase he kept
using), even as he regarded himself as a teacher who had a sense, agam.

“of what was out there,” and was trying through words to “address” it

: wching them. As for others, he himself had said 1 me 1 S
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- word he favored. 1 wasn't sure what thag |26 word entailed
i e address the wide spectrum of readers whose eyes happened
i words every day? After all, by now most of them had likely

i S i wh;: his values and beliefs were. By his own
4P “a large number,” alas, tssed him aside, scorned his social

racol views. He was caraging them, inflaming them, not reaching

. point
ot be worried about “preaching to the converted ” S i
g clearly crossed Ins mind rather often: “[To do so s ]2 great sempes.
o, 10d the berer-known you are, the greater the nisk [of that taking

sal, there were “plenty of people.” he insisted, who were “uncer-

3 " and he pushed the psychological matter hard, asserted 2 com-

qty, an inconsistency, a contradiction, even, in the minds, the il

::, d ideals, of “thousands” of his readers, whom he described as “ord;-
£y folks.” as “tora” by their “mixed feclings” and therefore as much
~ aneed of “whatever help they can get in sorting things out.” In that re-
grd, he reminded me, a newspaper editorialist or columnist can be 2
I sherapist”, the same holds, naturally, for politicians. Then one more
musm: “People look to others for help in knowing what they should
| dowh all the ideas that cross their muinds.” Why, he himself did so—
. hefore he wrote certain columns, he picked up the phone, dialed cer-
4 uin people whose reactions and opimions mattered a lot to him. They,
§ w0 he dlaimed, “stood for others™—he mentioned, in example, busi-
| mesmen, educators, clergymen, professional people, working people,
- wdofcourse, various public officials, not to mention other journalists:
UfT'm not sure where I'm hoping to end up on a subject, that’s when
E [putout lots of calls for help—I'll sound them out.”

Iat there thunking how morally dangerous such an approach could

- end up beng—a fishnet ethics He must have seen the Smugness in
my face. He patiently began to explain to a thirty-two-year-old physi-
un with no expenience, then, of Journalism or politics, how a cit;' 1S
* mn—the way the mayor and the business owners and the newspaper
officuls (the editors, the publishers) “stay in touch.” Of course they do,
faow know. But in his office, I was learning a good deal about leader-



ship as it gets excrted (and | was Jearning a good deal about my own
ayed explaning all of that 10 me—I now rey b
1 ofl my naiveté, understood that [ wag, mulfltd
readers. After about fifteen minures (“_Su::
bout Donita that he had forgoey, b

norance, too). He eny
that he recogmized nigh
a stand-in for many of his
explication, and a few questions &
put to me, he suggested that we meet again, this ume for lunch,
Capital City Club “You'll need a coat and e, , ‘
+and

place called the
* he told me, looking at my khakis and gpe,

shightly more formal pants,

shart
We had several of those lunches, and Mr. McGall also allowed me o

tape two of our wlks in his office (where, well-fed, indeed, we repaireg
after the glamour of those nmes at “the Club™). I'd never been in gy,
a place, and told him so. He laughed, made me feel comtoruble by let.
ung me know that he'd never been in a psychiatric hospital, or “in e
homes of the kind of Negro folks you're visiting here i this ciry” e
saw that once 1 saw that club, saw and heard him saying hello to vangys
big shots—got from him an informal résumé, of a kind—1I didn't neeq
any formal lecrures on upper-class urban sociology, on wealth and .
fluence and how they bear not only on business and pohiucs (and yes,
university life) buton the very people | was gettng to know, the poor
people of a great city who were African-American and the only some-
what less vulnerable working-class white people with whom Donia
Gaines had recently gone to school. In one of our postprandial conver-
sations, he told me this—gave me information that was no secret, of
rse, but never quite put forward, 1 believed, quite the way he did
cans [during the school desegregation
s—the mobs that turned that city up-
[in Atanta] on our television
' I mean our business and po-
said, ‘A sure way to ruini
anta a business hub, and
¢ done—stop us in our

coul
then: “What you saw in New Orl

cnisis of 1960 with your own ey
<ide down for a while—we saw up here
sets, and read about in the papers. By ‘we
leaders. The mayor called me up and
city!” He added, We're trying to make Al
street niots will tear down everything we'v
tracks!” Yes, sir,” was my answer!

“It didn’t take us long to get going on a plan
pened in Little Rock and New Orleans. We talke

livcal

to avoid what had hap-
d with the Jeaders of
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heads of the banks and the stores and the comp
anies and

e and the church people (they 're very important)
8 a

roups: | knew all those folks, but it was a real ed nd the

education

. W"W
e um\ﬂ"lll

,{(‘gmlul g
1ng base with them, and then pulling them together—
cr—but in

y We ‘e wané 00 seam fo be running things—

don't want orders coming down to them from some 'gruul"' u P:‘Plt‘
o top 0f SOIME skyscraper building! We had public relations »cupl 1ere
\mngt“'“‘d we had “Tines’ out to the governor, the state Pt‘u:'sl(. P 'idad.
he Feds.” [ was in constant touch with Robert Kennedy and dw. un l'u
m, the aworney general. The Kennedy adnums(mump:g'alil;

st touch

3 quiet wil

gound bt
nted this thing [school desegregation] to work, work without
vio-

Jene, and that makes a difference: when there are clear signals comi
from political leaders up there, telling you what they want and wf:‘a“
eyl do 10 achieve what they want—well, it makes a big differenc l
We camte up with that slogan, ‘A City Too Busy o Hate,’ uﬂ that said ‘:(
Jl—the message was there, plain and simple: you'll hold on tu> ur
job, o you'll get a job or you'll get a better job than you have u'Yonu
just let this go through without creating an uproar. Hey, it's (hc' lmy; of
the land; you hve i America, and the law rules here, so let 1t be and
count your blessings—that you're making a living and things arc gom
god 1n the economy, so you'll keep making a living. That was the lnc:
age. rock-borom.”
| wondered aloud whether there was any disagreement voiced dur-
ing the various meetings he described wath “groups of important
people.” No, not really—though some did express “moral reserva-
tons” about a “pitch” that was so blatantly economic, when n fact the
“real issue” was “night versus wrong.” One minister, Frank Ross, who
wis the rector of All Saints Church on Peachtree Street at the edge of
the downtown arca, doubted “people would be fooled.” He was elo-
quent in his conviction that the “mtelligence of the ordinary person”
:ﬂ:llr:g ::T::‘h;c-’; }’3! W:Ia! he regarded as a “campaign aimed at the
s he head and the heart that are the ssue here.”
e l: : ;r;hcn:lrsclf ‘:m Epm"opal .Iayman (he attended St. Philip’s
) p Peachtree Street in a well-to-do suburban arca) ad-
mitted o being touched by that remonstrance—yet b i
yet he was "a practical




- man.” he declared in his office that day, as indeed he had d“llred
himself after some deliberation: “Frank was reminding us th, theres %
moral side to all this, and Lord, 1 agreed then and I still do. But [ha:a
the bottom-line question we were tryng to answer: how do YOu legg ;
troubled and divided aity so that you avoid violence and 3 d“"lorauoa
of the social order? How do you help change to take Place—sociy ln:
racial change? How do you lead people—so that you're doing good
them, for all of us as a city, and you're also just plain doing good> Tho::
aren’t questions you answer by looking them up in some textbook! e
not even sure you find the answers, the spedfic answers to thep, i
Bible—general principles, yes, but in the here and now of ¢y, daily
life, you've got to improvise and plan and think ahead and calculate gpq
see if you can be pragmatic while still keeping your eye on wh;y, You're
trying to do and where you're trying to go.”

There he stopped, lowered his head, and stared at the floor for s
ond or two. When his eyes were back at a horizontal level, 5 smile
crossed his face, and he extended his right arm as if he were Surveying
a countryside, or maybe preparing a listening audience for 5 pro-
nouncement—and then these words: “I don’t believe that ‘might
makes night,” or that jobs are the only thing. Hell, I've lived long
enough to see Hitler give the German people plenty of jobs—and ,
bellyful of hate. I've told the mimsters and the teachers, both white ang
Negro: let's just get us all through this cnisis and avoid violence, ang
then the kids [in the desegregated schools] will learn to get on together,
and before you know, we’ll have this behind us, and the ity will pros-
per and the races will have a bit more understanding of one another,
because there will be some growing contact. That's about it—what
we've been hoping to get done. Sure, it’s ‘incremental change,’ that's
what this sociology professor at Emory called it. I asked him what other
kind of change he had in mind—in mind for us. That's when onc of
the ministers answered for him: ‘A change of our thinking, our a-
sumptions, a change of heart.” Sure, who's against that? Well, to tell you
the truth, lots of people! That's the big problem, the way people hold on

tight to what they believe—you're lucky 1f you can nudge them away

and sometimes the only way, or the best way, 1s to remind them of what
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o and remind them that you can't have everything
o make your accommodations in this life. Thay o I.
- i|b0u(--n:mmding people of ‘the facts of life," and
qure you strike the best deal for the most people.
«That's being ethical, !‘d say—an ethical kind of leadership; |e's get
with beng an expanding, prosperous city, and Stop this mean, bad-
Southing behavior between the races!”
Now he was staring right at me, his eyes fixed on mine. | blinked,
pdfora second I became the one looking at the floor. T saig nothing, |
it I should nod—that’s what he wanted—bu | couldn’t. [ half
i with what I'd heard, was convinced of its shrewd truth, but jt
;iso counded too neat and pat zr?d‘ self-serving—and I felt in my head
the presence of some of those civil rights workers I'd been getting to
{now, not to mention the children in New Orleans and Atlanta, who
ere, often enough, hearing plenty of hate, no matter how “busy” (that
)) they kept trying to be. I recall looking at my tpe recorder,
tinking of other kinds of eloquence that had come its way (from those
soung people), and wishing, then and there, by some piece of magic,
dut those voices would start speaking, loud and clear, 5o the two of us

and you
cadership

5 of tmng to

b n that place of power would be stopped in our tracks, moved to think

anew, prodded to explore different aspects of the moral and social ter-

‘ ram Mr. McGill had just surveyed with obvious sincerity, no small

amount of mtensity, and for sure, plain old savvy and plenty of practi-
ality

4. LILLIAN SMITH, AN “UNREALISTIC VISIONARY":
THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN “PRETEND LEADERSHIP”
AND “REAL MORAL LEADERSHIP”

p on a2 mountain in north Georgia, in Clayton, where Lillian
Smith, the novelist and social essayist, lived amidst the high,
lonely beauty of the pines, and views that carried the eyes across dozens

' ofmiles, the word “practicality” was not greeted with outbursts of ap-



iy 11 first went o see Miss Lill—=as 50 many of her g
’ I oy \1”,\\;.\41”‘--‘ ot us to addr ss hey
both her we Len spoken invitanon. On the phone sk o
e il , weekend wisit, and she was right: it o) 3
ume, as she | edicte lor ter to Jane and me, for s -
o aind facre: her jior nd Yankees born and bred 1O make
¢ i s even to unde stand certain 1SSUMptions “.,.
e Eored hes ¢ against the kind we two had lived. She wag 4o
storvteller. of course—and an mvenuove industrious cook. By \IH‘L‘“
sfternoon we had “clicked™—and then, more phone onversay ]
rrespondence, return visits We read all she’d ever }‘“l"\‘\h-‘J th
wovels and the essays—with much 1n them on the subject of race m-
besides, we learned of the price she paid for her unflinching stand :

far back as the 1930s, with respect to the desirabihity, the necessin
ty of
thoroughgoing (as opposed to nomin 1) integration. Hey novel Sy

ang

Fruit carries the matter as tar as it can go: a story ot miscegenatiop

IC

lentally, 1n Boston in 1947, when it was published. g

house was once burned down by the Klan. She was called ‘every nam
ame

in the book—and then some.” Her life was constantly threatened But
u

most panful of all for her, as she looked back at her then fast-

disappearing hife (she had cancer and would die in 1966), was the trea.
ment she got at the hands of a host of southern “liberals and
mtellectuals

Miss Lill could be 1cily wronic, if not sardonic, as she recalled the way

“moderates” constantly tried to gauge “how far they could go” in

championing this or that piece of legislaion meant to further racul
“progress.” She was especially mindful of certam landmark mo-

ments—for mnstance, the ant-lynching efforts of the 1930s and 1940s,

or the struggle to extend voting rights to African-Amenicans. Not that

either of those long-fought battles had been decisively won even in the
early 1960s, when we met, talked, and exchanged letters. But her mem-
ory was detailed, at umes unforgiving, and, for Jane and me, startling in
its factual command, its moral energy, 1ts occasional moral ferocity

“The Negro people of our South have carried many burdens these past

Li Vo

ast 1Y 1S ]u\u.rh ss (f lucational for snyone ing
1YOne interest
i moderates, who have al prided themsel
Ives') as one to two millimeters ahead of 1
i l | : the pacl in
nd hugely generous ‘tolerance for ¢ : .
ne and ' ir fine colored cigi-
use me if I shock you two with some of the yel
e =t ¢ ugly. stock
st. the self=congratulator Irivel
pa 1 that bos
t tor
y less, just a few years ago, ar 1 n O
sreat talker. Senten poured from her
> y . l-wrought
\ v or tenderly expressed. She n d effortlessly fron
rtiessly from
shetic to the pastoral, from the abstract (usually ps i
7 ' 1Ca
to the concrete. She had been a close friend of the N York
alyvst Lawrence Kubie, and she summoned easily and b
i nd a touch
1y at nmes 1 learned psychodynamic vocabulary (in 19¢ L
isure of her intellectual boldness). I had no great admiras

me
‘IA“,\Ur,‘[ll[lll‘.{[|ml:\i[Lf also learned it, and s trying to hold

+ wisdom but set aside the reflexic, incantory use of it that

1t g 1d
(dily deteriorate nto a reductionist jargon. But Miss Lill, with her
sorously demonstratve manner of narrative presentanion, her astu
eve for the telling moment, her mastery of social detail and. ¢ i
al backdrop, was psychologically inviang—she had Jan e at-
wntvely awake with her various interpretations, explanations, and

pronouncements. We yearned, at umes, for humor—but listen. here

was one hell of a courageous southern lady whose talent and energy
1d been expended for decades on behalf of indi 1ses that
other, more “respectable” people had shunned outright or only waril

roached as worthwhile
As we talked about the children I was getting to know in New Or-

leans and Atlanta, and their schoolteachers, Miss Lill d

questions. She was enormously helpful in her conje

¢S about

Donita Gaines, Donita’s reasons for wanting to “retire from the rir

op fighting 1t all,” to return to an “all-black world.” Miss Lill would
be psychoanalytically, go back to her youth as “a white souther

. refer to her “suppositions,” and then (once or twi

¢) take note ot

the evid o
© cvident grautude on Jane’s face or mine—not so much to




something out as to keep an exphiat rccurd(;i:“:':::: :L‘:’erc con.
versationally. At one juncture, The -W’““; i P—are.
y about its mfluence, across the € Y he famljeg
mark by Jane Miss Lill nodded and launched into a discursive, S
We Were Visiting mi‘sm in the pretclevision era, and its “nervoyg -
- ::21:2:?‘:0 “monied interests,” a phrase she used repeatedly o
::‘rthvcd instance after instance—all the Ivfa)' b\ikd ‘;)hl:l: :l 5
sit Tom Watson’s political career (just as Elane : ’g('f i:dcd N
Watson's southern polincal hife so regularly and unforgettably ¢ e
students) nt. 1 lauded Ralph McGill's columns, their clearheadeg
dcc:‘nzcl::\r sustained civility and goodness of :lcaﬂu- She froze for
nd. Now it was me who noted her “psychology”—and who N
secol lain worried that | had said the wrong thing. She gt id
bcmrr}nng Pd\ﬂ managed a feint chord of agreement (“ can see hoy,
h""‘l fmlgrdm ;ray") even went further by acknowledging “M, <Gill
L " asa ;pokcsman for “law and order,” for “picties ” ghe
cs?l::‘:}lncmmm:uch as “good human relations,” “a peaceful approach o
:cul problc,t;ls,' “progress for all people of both races.”
Yet eventually she launched an across-the-board cntique of the
ournahism she'd just prased, and speaifically c_vokcd that phrage
{moral Jeadership,” which T'd someumes heard in a Ncw Orleans
classroom: “For years I've heard Lhc. same argument—it’s d'.“mng n
my ears: you can only push so far so fast; you have to be sensitive 1o the
‘limits of possibiliry’; you have to couch your mcs§agc n language thyt
won't threaten people too much; slow progress is the best kind, bc-
cause it really lasts; only a change in the hearts of people will solve this
racial problem—and on and on. Who can really disagree with all of
that? I'll say it: I can—I feel I must! I've lived long enough to see what
pretended leadership doesn’t do and real moral leadership can accomplish—
and I have to say, there’s a big difference there! Unal a moral leader ar-
rives and ‘breaks the mold,” every ratonalization and excuse, every
‘high-octane gas alk’ (people around here call.lt) seems plausible,
seems absolutely correct. That's the trouble with those newspaper
editorialists—they sit there and gauge, and measure, and calibrate, even
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ey know full well, damn well, what's the right decision—pyy,
ht ;\\'\ hemming and hawing, trying to BCL It just nght: ¢l
e zlj* “, qy i) so that all their ‘constituencies’ clap and clap, and
o Léthc' &,;,ncsstPlc' who buy those pages of advertisemengs,
&ilf"l‘:ml the owners, the publishers, who are themselyes first and
.0' « b“gmfssn“‘n ‘
: . mean to launch a trade at businessmen—or 5 newspaper
s dont I'm just ured of letting their rationales be regarded as
people ‘Ih‘g‘“::‘wm‘ will work, what is practical That's whay everyone
*“.“ al someone comes along, like those SNCC young people
" alying, or Dr: King, and says, ‘Hey, no, tlis Just won't do no
o K' Enough is enough!’ Then, you'll notice, everyone goes scurry-
wéatch up, to adjust their talk to thés new ‘reality.’ You want to hear
:,gmhlﬂs? [ was told by a friend of mine wh(f 15 alx') a friend of Ralph
I's that he said, “Thank God for Lillian Smith!" You know why? |
McGlm‘h him seem like a moderate! That's what I mean—this craze
" he mean'! The issue isn't what's right, but who's where on some
¥ sumi—it's like the blind leading the blind, that kind of leader.
m leadership of clever, self-serving calculation!

-Oh, I'm getting on my high horse and preaching (or ranting!). But
s s0 sad to read his columns and know that he’s got a ruler, a rich
hos, siting right there beside that typewriter of his, and he's measur-
g measuring away, and he’s watching his every wt_er. 50 he can cover
4 base and that base, and come out ‘all right’ with the people who
‘mater” Then all of a sudden, out of nowhere (that's always how it is,
how it happens!) someone stands up and says something or does some-
tung—to say can be to do!—and then someone says yes, P'm with you,

~ ud someone else [goes along], and you know what? The whole cli-
~  nute changes, the whole ‘reality’ that those ‘realists’ hold so sacred is
 blown away, and they go rushing around to ‘catch up'—they readjust
e shide rules to calibrate this new shape of things! A few folks up
-l now dismussed as peripheral are suddenly at the very center of

things—and that’s what’s called the making of history, or the process of

change!”



Robert Coles

Unrealistic Vistonaries

“Thank God for the people who help us all go that way—who take e
big chance, who aren't ‘uulitanan’ and ‘pragmatc,’ but are “Wnrealisg
visionanies.” Once, when he was trying to be mmp“"‘fl\ury‘ My
McGill called me that [last description]—of course, with the “'Oml
unrealistic’ he was taking a big swipe at some of us who have trieq b
say what we believe is night. And you want to know something? Oy,
foes, the segreganonists, they know what's going on—they don't myg
themselves a trick! T got into a jab with one of them in the post office
year or 5o ago; he said, ‘Miss Lill, at least we know the truth of where
you're at—a lot of people, they're dodging around, and trying to dang,
to whatever tune will make them the most dough and get them an jp,.
vite to the big house on the hill"* P've never forgotten that; 1 didn't haye
that tape recorder of yours around. 1 didn’t need 1t 1 can hear his every
word in my head 1 don’t want t© forget it. T wish Mr. McGill coylg
hear what that fellow said when he started with his ‘Muss Lall”

She is, finally, ured She Jooks longingly at an ample couch across
the room, and at her desk, wath its iviting stack of papers, books. She
sags a bit in her chair, reaches for a nutcracker amdst a bowl of wal.
nuts, contemplates them, starts her cracking—though she doesn’t eat
the “meat” she’s obtamed through her concerted, noisy exertions. She
smiles at what she is doing, gives us 3 knowing, psychoanalyucally in-
formed wink—the satisfaction of getting to the heart of the matter, and
ves, the irony of this affirmation of herself as a “Georga cracker” 2
;crm of derision thrown at working people who don’t hold “advanced
views."”

She had, earlier on, launched into a populist cniuque of those who
clarm for themselves “ydvanced views” but who are, when push comes
10 shove, “moral cowards,” s0 she called them. She was ured of “Emory
cockuail parties” or “Buckhead [an upper class neighborhood north of
Atlanta] smart salons.” She preferred a2 blunt exchange, such as she de-
scribed taking place in the post office. She'll “take every time” someone
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“ clean” with that he or she believes, 1o someone who
it word,” “smffs the direction of the wind before saying a
e end® was near, she knew—and she was, “these days,” re-
W ing her remarks of decades ago, called “wild” and “loony” and
"‘m:‘s;hd «miles away from the mamnstream,” and now, very much
¢ : ~conventional.” She hopes, on her “final morning,” she'll
‘*&km e at that turn of events—"nright at this ume,” though, she
Kg“ e dhe emotion of disgust,” a strong word, she admits. But
N e TS she just mentioned (the way people privately and
Fw(}y - regard other people, and for which reasons) are “big
e o ot su“: us throughout our life,” so she says she has
antcd 1o forget: “The pﬁcc we can pay for the acceptance, the
e 1y 30 hard to obtain from others—the cost of yearning
cry ATULE, EVETY day; to please.”
No wonder she became, for so many, one of the “big moral shad-
o she mentioned, her life a huge lesson to her readers and others
ot of her—that moral leadership 1s best exerted in deeds, thar it

"

¥

] mb“mdcmmcd by asserted platitudes and pretenses that have no

il connection toa pcrson's expentences or daily manner of being, At

e Jane and 1 felt her to be cranky and difficuly, all oo demanding,
| cnoverbearing in her mix of rightcousness—her psychology perhaps
1 Jer of the vocational hazards that can accompany a vigorously

ffirmed moral leadership. Yet her poignant, provocative, and pomted

| amments—about what a moralist or a moral leader can accomplish
| i Isteners and readers (of which she had many during a long writing
| nd lecuring hife) inhabited our minds for long spells.



