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v cause of all the activity taking place in and near them). At great personal
danger, hundreds of youths of both races and from all parts of the
United States planted themselves firmly on Delea sojl, confronted
Moral [ntegration; Four Sto ries Dixic’s bastion segregationist state, and thereby set in motion 1 great
deal of social and racial change in a state hitherto immune to such a de-
velopment.

Over the years much has been written about the civil rights activists,
the students who pioncered school descgregation, the young SNCC
leaders who envisioned and then made real the Mississippi Summer
Project. In the first volume of Children of Crisis, 1 wrote at some length
on the children who endured threats and mob action in order to go 1o
school with other (white) Americans; 1 WIOte, t00, about 2 number of
the SNCC members who, in their teens and twentics, took on sheriffs

7 7 and state policemen and, not least, armed '(crrorists who set fires, shot
rifles and pistols, and used dynamite—a day-by-day attempt to prevail
over Freedom Houscs, raze them to the ground; scare and injure and
kill those inhabiu’ng them. [ tried, as'well 1o learn through interviews

me 1960 to 1965, T obscrved the onset of school désegrcgarion in how ordinary white people viewed a moment of dramatic racial con-

the South. I met the African-American children who pioncered that frontation;- and to Jearn how ordinary” Afr ican-American men and
_effort, in New Orleans, Atlanta, Charlotte, Jackson, and Birmingham., women responded to what was 3 risky call to arms by a relatively Pprivi-
In Atlanta, two of the ten tecnagers who e

d their race into previously leged cadre of outsiders, whose ideals were,
all-white high schools had also begun to work with the Student Non-

indecd, tested strenuously
that summer of 1964 but who knew that ar any point they could simply’

violent Coordinating Committee, known popularly at the time a5 leave, take up with honor 2 life elsewhere, and be remembered, cele-
SNCC, and one of the major civil rights 8roups. Soon enough, I was brated for the bravery they had demonstrated under quite dangerous
working at the SNCC offices myse!

If and participating in various polit- circumstances.
ical initiatives undertaken by the young people of,both races who came When I did my writing, I relayed the cventes I observed through the
together during those tumultuous civil rights years. Most especially, [ eyes of (the voices of) the various Protagonists; whether the court-
ippi Summer Project appointed children who were to initiate “integration,” that much dis-
liked word among the South’s white people in the c:rl): 1960s; or the
SNCC members, who set up those Freedom Houses and setin motion
the activities planned and sponsored by them: vorer registration drives
especially, but also, health care and tutoring programs. | myself worked
with those medical and educational efforts, and thereby met a number
of African-American Mississippians who weren't in the civil rights
strugglg.as combatants—were, rather, medne o be the beneficiarics of

of the citizens of an American state who, in the sccond half of the
twentieth century, still could not vote. In Freedom Houses across the
Delta students 100k their then quite dangerous stand. Three of them
died. Scores were injured. The Voting Rights Act of 1964 was surely, in
Part, a political testimony to that effort—a consequence of the aroused
public notice those Freedom Houses

secured across the nation (be-
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it, and they must have some way of looking it all over and coming
what had been started, as one tenant farmer in McComb County put it, ; = Y = = Y 2 e e o P
i ! % with their decision, and it Syesorno, it comes down to that. Yoit' pass or
“for our sake,” but then he quickly added this: “We could get hurta lot, = e
] 7 b 3 you flunk. Your life’s been good (pretty good—no Jife is perfect, for
of course, on their account, before it gets any better hereabouts, 3 { ,
v LG sure); or you've fallen down bad, really bad, and they can't overlook it,
What follaws calls upon those days; and here in this chapter I have i
Jiid 4 A & no sir.
Totected the privacy of: individuals through chan, 3¢S in names, loca- i g - 2
p. Py Lt & 4 8 Such a way of thinking (and talking) was his by virtue of 2 devout re-
. vions, and personal characteristics (a contrast with the rest of the book, v ] 5 N =t
fiilh g ligious life, Every week he and his wife, Ruth, and theijr children went
whose protagonists arc publicly well known).

toa “tabernacle” church, to listen and pray and sing and exclaim and,
not rarely, cry worriedly or shout joyfully. Neither Andrew nor Ruth
Thomas could read, but they had committed 1o memory parts of the

1. MORAL SUPPORT: ThE THOMASES AND ThE Old Testament, and, of course, the New Testament, and they owned 2
TOMASELLOS oOF MISSISSIPDI Bibh;, which occupiced a shelf all jgs own in the humble ryra] cabin they
lived in, at the edge of the land they both worked,
still remember that man using the phrase “on thejr account™—a clear Nor} that chey were too f“ from McComb. Ruth Thonms' “w’k?d
Isp\i( intended: “us colored folks,” as he ofien Put it, against (in sey- two miles five days a week ‘"V‘"‘?‘-'r to “help oitt a lady” whe lived in
eral senses of that expression) “the SNCC people” who were doing the town,” and she was back n? time !‘o cook supper. Her mother had
their best to “stir things up,” a phrase not only used by the white people once worked for the same white I'axmly whose name, Tomascllo, re-
of that county and others across the Magnolia State. That tenant farmer sembled the one her daughter, also named Ruth, would assume upon
was younger thani many of the veteran leaders of SNCC. At mw:nq}— her marriage. Her mother, whose name was Sarah Holmes, talked-of
seven he was a2 husband, a father of four, a man who had been working ‘hcr one-time cmployer with respect, even affection: “They be good
the land since childhood, ang who expected to do so unti] the Lord 11 People. He owns a hardware store. He owns a couple of houses, be- -
“called” him—a time, a moment he'd many times tricd to imaginc: the sides the one he lives in. His wife, she has her troubles—she hasa ‘sclcv'_’
ascentand armaignment before Almighty God. He summoned impres- fosis,’ chey call i, of her nervous system [multiple sclerosis}, and so she
sive descriptive powers as be related what he thought was awaiting Bets wobbly, and she's headed for a wheelchair, the Mister would say
him: “They'll check me in, one of the angels, maybe, who lives up sometimes, and shake his head, and he'd pull his handkerchicf out and
there. They'll call my name: Andrew Thomas, you be the one here?* blow on it. We chuckled sometimes, the Mister and me. He'd come
Yes, siry’ Ill answer thern, “Okay, tell us why you thirnk you should be home 3 lat o look on his wife, and we 80t 0 alking. He said, when I
tapped by the Lord, and allowed *life forever afier,” tell us?” Thars told him my daughter, Ruch, would bcnmrrying&ndrcw Thomas—he
when I hope 1 have something 't say, You ome up there cmpry- s3id her name would be 'kin’ to his. Thar's the time he explained to me
handed, and you're a goner right away. That's the big test, and your that lzisgralldﬁlgllcr came from Inaly, and so his name is difterene from
whole life is your case you're putting before the Lord, and He's the the others, the white folks. | always did know that—I liked the sound
Jjudge of it, and your future life is whar's t0 be decided, | ry o tell my of it; there's 3 Ting to i, He said litle things can make 2 big difter-
little ones, ir's important to be good, because there's 3 record you make ence—people sometimes will ask him if he goes back to the ‘old coun-
down here, and You carry it up there, and iy’ in your soul, written on try' on visits. “They have an “old country,” t00," he said, ‘bue you'd

=Y
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never know it by how they talk You'd think they’ve been here forever
and aday”’ Thac's what he told me. I'd never heard a white man talk like
that—so honest, and out of his heart!” =
That story became part of able talk in the Andrew Thomas housc-
hold. Years before the civil tights movement came 1o Mississippi,
Andrew Thomas had learned something important from his mother-
in-law—had taken a moment’s confidence, offored by a prosperous
white man to his “cleaning lady,” and turned it into a reason for social
reflection: “Ive ofien remembered what ‘Mamie’ told us. She liked it
that our namé and her boss man’s sound alike; but I've told her 2 hun-
dred times that, like our minister will tel] you, the truth comes in lots
of disguiscs, so many of them, and Mr. Tomasello was confessing
something then. He was letting Mamic in on a secret—that the wl
folks have bad blood between them, some of them: they can treat their
own the way they treat us, not all the way, not as whole-hog, but they

€an go sideswiping each other (see what I mean?)-—and for us colored,
that’s news.

hite

“No, sir, 1 E:m’t say I didn't know that before I heard Mamiie tell us
whathe'd told her, Bui it's one thing to have your suspicions, and an’-
other 16 hear the evidence come right into your.cars. My brother works
in the towm; he loads and uniloads in: the Pig;gly\%ggly [supermarket],
and he hears Jofs of fights going on among the white folks. But thar's
different—it's human nature to fight, you know that going back to the
Bible. There's fighting, and ‘there’s ﬂgh(ing{ Mr. Tomasello, he told

Mamic that he couldn’e countion people, his white folks, not one hun-

dred percent, becanse they'vealways got this Yidea” about hir, that he's

not the same as them, not completely (because of his' Itatian namej.
When Mamie first told me that, I laughed it off, I think, she's got the
biggest imagination I've ever met, and it will run away from her if she
don’t watch our. I'd say, “‘White folks don’t 80 after other white folks-——
not when they have us colored to kick around!® » '

The time came, in late summer of 1964, when thar hunch of M.
Tomasello’s came true, so Andrew Thomas would come to realize.
Moreover, Andrew Thomas was 10 some extent responsible for Mr.
Tomasello’s expericnce with his neighbors and business collcagues in a
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Mississippi town that hiad heretofore boasted of its “fn'chdly atmos-
phere,” 50 a Rotary Club description once averred, “The whole thing
8ot going by an accident,” Mr. Thomas always insisted. He had gone
into town to buy some sced a1t Mr. Toinascllo’s store. He'd talked with
his mother-in-law’s employer for a-few minutes and was preparing to
leave, when 2 SNCC “ficld-worker,” thére 10 buy a fashlighe, ap-
proached him and engaged him in an informal conversation. The field.
worker identified himself a5 such, gave his name, Rob Simpson, and
told of his background. Andrew Thomas remembered that initial en-
counter this way: “He was 1 colored fellah from up North; he told me
his folks hailed from near Memphis, not so far from Mississippi, and
they tried i up in Chicago, and they missed their kinfolk down in Ten-
nessee, but it’s berter up there. He wanted to know if |
away from here, and I told him'no. I asked him about by
worker. He told me he'wag trying

'd-ever been
cing a field-
to help us ot here—se we can have
abeter life. I wasn't sure what he meant. | thought if he was 1 field-

- worker, he was doing what I'm doing. 'm 1 ﬁcld-wmkcr, all right! But

he said no; it was the vote he’s working on-—and was T interested?

“I'shook'my head and told him I had enough to'do without taking

at Mr. Tomasello, who was looking at us, and so-he asked ‘me if rd—
mind if he paid me a visit soretime, and T sajd no, I'd not mind. Whery

he left, Mr, Tomasello told mic he was wondering if my mother-in-law- -

could do some extra work, come the nextweckend, and [ said yes, ['was

sure she could. Thar's why: }ié'(i becn lnokiqg‘m)’ way: I realized after-
wards that ‘Chicago Rob.! the

way I firse thought of him, had madc a
mistake~—he thought Mr, Tomasello was €ross because [ was talking to
a field-worker fiom one dfglx\;st civil i

ights organizations.”
Within days *Chicago Ro "™ had found his way to Andrew Thomas’s
“place,” as he always called

(s home and the land around it. The two
men qalked, and Andrew kepr telling Rob that he wasn't interested in
voting. When  Rab asked \why: Andrew responded with
shrewd social and political analysis: “Things here are pretty well set.
You can't vote the folks who own everything ouc of office, because

they
don't ]‘y.;wc any offices to their credit. | titean, they have their offices,

his own,
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Tomasello’s relationship to cer-

but that's where they count their money and make thieir callst My aunt, given any d"f“g'"’ app:»trem‘l)', 1o Mr : L
= tain other white people i the town:-*Sfe gave a big laugh, Mamie, and

she cleans a law office, and she can tell youa lot!”

But the tWo young men, for all the differences in their lives, had fur- she told me I'd better ‘widcu”my, 5‘)’"“?’" ‘al_crt"my cars, 'bCC-’lUSL‘
ther talks, goton well, Andrew made clear, however, his political indif: there’s ‘lots to’ Mr. Tomascllo T hadn’e been taking in! She said she'd
ference, based on his sense of how things worked in McComb County sen him waich the TV, and there'd be reports of those three young
and elsewhere—rather than his fear of the consequences that an g¢- men, who'd disappeared [the SNCC members who were killed in
tempt on his part to register, to try to becore an eligible voter, would Neshoba County, Mississippi, carly in the summer of 1964] and he
set in ‘motion. Andrew also got into :r:"mvi}rsnion one day with Mr. said, ‘They're dead, for sure, and it’s a damn shamc.” Thar's what he

Tonlaspllo—n,discussion of SNCC and the 'ﬁcld\\for,k,bcing done by told his wife, and she said she
Rab and others:“] wasiin his store, and Mr. Tomasello and | £otto tafk-
ing. He told me Rab hid cor
‘mistaken. 1 told him L agre
mistake. He said youdon’t com

agreed, and she said, “There are 3 lot of
people who end up doing wrong, because there's no one to show them
and he seemed nice, even if he was how to do right." I think on her deathbed Mamie
{the vorer registration drive] was a ing ’dm~shc told me she never he
m a distance away and think you white person, not in her whole life1”
; s, sir—bar In fact, Sarah Holmes and Andrew Thomas didn’t sce
.2 Ut 10 say yes, - that score. “We had ourselves a bit of an argumicnt,” the y
sir’ again, but it came to e that if 1 did, I'd be admitting o him the ™o recalled as he tried to give a chronicle of wha |y
wrong thing, 501 out and told him what believed, I tried 1o be nice, the Slﬁx_imcr of 1964, Always practical, and more agre,
but Isaid what I told Rob over and over—thae youcan’tvote ona lot of than his mother-in-law’s estim
things, the most importane things, because they're just there, the way it
is. That was when Mr. Tomasello turned around; he said, Yes, thag's

will remember hear.
ard anything beter come from 3

¢ye to eye on
ounger of the
appened to him in
ntive to the world

its prevalene
absence as an explanation for what had occurred in Neshoba County:
wue, but there’s always a stare ' : “I'said I wasn’t one 1o know better than the missus [Mrs, Tomasello],
Such'a comment, 4 sceming offhand nality, struck fear into An. and'tknow she gor herselfa col
drew Thomas; who el silent. Even in ﬁtids;\_écl_. he was hard put to : and try to tel] people whar's right, and they
figure out thar moment, ‘or describe- it fully: ‘fly"h”eard him say the what happened to those ¢k
words, but then | g0t confused or something: l’lé_dl{‘il(’( say more; it here, it’s the same here. P

lege degree; bt someone can stand up"

Was my turn to lk, bug | didn't know what words to u::vé’d:lxcy didn’t
come to me, not one, | think | [()okcd‘ at him, at his fag c;.and then |
looked away fast, because |he was lj)oking atme, staring, So [ said | had
10 g0, and I did. There might have been some salk before | lefr—'y |
not sure. I was so lost in my thinking, I droye home, and on the way,']
80t to wondering: has Rol £one and persuaded Mr. Tomascllo? | didn'c

8Otareason for it. You know
at's the truch!”

WV with thar carthy rake on so-
L }nmnwy and power as they! in turn, shape
the maoral standards of 5 p‘:micuhr community. She had argued strenu-
ously for the potential influence any one person can exere, To clinch
her point, she summoned “the Lord Hinsel™; she spoke Passionately
of Jesus, His lonely morat vigil and ies eventual §
€ame to hald over so many. But Andrew Thomas was not at all won
over: “(])Iml O stop myself from laughings | said, *Man;

cial behavior g 3 respon:

mificance, the sway it

lie, stop yourself
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and think.’ 1 told her God isn’t likely to show up and start leading
people to be good and stop hating their neighbors on account of this or
that. He spoke up, Jesus did, you bet, but they killed Him, Now, He's
in heaven, with God, His father—bur that doesn’t make people down
here, most of them, behave the way Jesus did. No sir, they go ahead
and do what’s best for them: that's what they're figuring—whar wil)
work out one hundred percent in their favor. Then they'll g6 to church
and tell Almighty God-that they love Him,”
He stops abruptly at that point in his narrative account of this jm-
portant moral discussion held weeks earlier with

his mother-in-Jay,
She had been shocked by that last comment—sh,

e told him thae the
devil had caused him to say it. He had made the mistake of dismissing
her out of hand, had pushed the matter further, declared the devil as 3
powerful protagonist, still. within the various Christian chirches, never
mind in his thinking, She was aghast, and let him have it: “She old me
Twas sounding worse than the worst white man! She said it was ‘ideas’
like 1 had that had given us all the trouble, forever! T tried 1o gether o

slow down, but she kepe comingafter me with talk of the devil, and she e

said she'd Ppray for me, bu | should reme;

world. I said thac’s the trouble with church: you Pray and pray, and you
hear all these good-things 1o think, and good things to do, but then
folks walk our, and they’re right square in the devil’s hands again, and
if I'm in the devil's hands for saying it's so, then all right, I'll own up
and admit that I could be one more slippery shog that the devil wears,
butlet me tell you—Itold her—there's 1o one who doesn’t get used by
the'devil, even thar minister who-comes and tells us what's right and
what’s wrong cevery Sunday. There's lots of them around, ministers, be
they white or colored, and I don’t notice themn leading folks, any of us,
out of the land of bad and into the land of good, the way the missus
told our Mamie people need leading.”
They had reached an impasse, a man and his mother-in-law; they
had repeated discussions over 3 couple of wecks, and those fractious
engagements of mind and soyl became amplificd by Mamie’s insis-

“The two did 2 lot of talking! If she wasn
like others. she'd not have dug bencath

mber that God hears every---
thing, and He docesn't forget. That's when | came back at her. I said, ] - -
wish He'd come down here again and straighten out this sorry, sorry -

e ,vu[uC(’GBII@V(E
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tence on sharing with Mys, Tomasello what she and her son-in-law had
talked about—even o5 Mr. Tomascllo soon enough heard fron his wife
about her conversations (“chats,” she called them) with 5 maid who
had becomie constant, cnabling presence in her life. Indeed, Mrs,
Tomascllo’s very vulncmbilhy imade for her moral sensitivity, so her
husband once obscrved as hie fooked back from the vantge point of
1966 at the complicated rc]ﬂti()nsflip between him and his wife and

Mamic and Andrew Thomas during that heetic intensc,
racially momentous summer of 1964, “You'll nére-
in mind, “thar Sally [Mrs. Tomascllo] spel
than anyone else,.even me.”

5 s¢, politically and
he told me 1o keep

Ore-time with Mamic

He stops to $ip a Coke, lowers his head ond or two, resumes:
¢ ck, and could get around
urface of things the way
en (she still docs). She was ther, vith Mamie, helping her do
d the two are both talkers; Here ity the store, I mostly listen;

artied 16 let each customer walk and ralk! Back home, those two -
hashied:things oue, Mamie would getall riled up, on account of

what young Andrew said © her. She'd tell Sally that her son-in-Jaw was
: cum;'ng up with *devil talk,? My wife wasn't so sure! Andrew laughed a¢
“her thought—that over in'Neshoba, and right here {and everywhere) -
people need to be faught how to behave better. Sally said for years rha{
a good leader, and a Jeader who fights for the good, finds followers—
and that's the story of Jesus® ministry on earth, Mamic is_right on
Sally’s side—bur when [Mamic) 8ot angry at Andrew; Sally wasn't
upset, not as much as his mother-in-law was with him! Sally told me
she thought Andrew had a poine—thar *he’d taken thie matter further.”
You know, people aren’t always ready for that ‘good leader.” In fac,
they're not ready for him ac all 2 lot of the time—isn't that the Christian
story, too? [ mean, Jesus came here with all those good things to say, the
best of intentions, ‘and- look at what people did—the same as in
Neshoba, Hey, I'm not saying those SNCC guys were like Jesus. Don’t
Bet me wrong! 1 think they were pushing an agenda, 2 ‘voting rights’
agenda, they called it, and they had 3 right o do it—that’s where 1
p.lrtcd(g;ump;my with ninety-nine pereetit of the whites of this state, or

al Ieadership
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maybe nincty-five percent (T could be underestimating some of us!),
But those SNCC people weren't the Lord, or His agents or ambas-
sadors—] don’t think so, But, you know, there is this truth: that if you

come into a community from outside, or if you come ara community

from the inside (if you start criticizing it or going against the main-
stream, you could say), then you're sure s hell headed for a lot of troy-
ble—as we put it here, God's share of it, and doesn't that [expression]
fiel” :

"He stops to reflect upon his own extended stretch of words, which
have actually taken him by surprise. It is as if someone else, a provoca~
tive moralist or religious historian, has been reminding him concert-
edly of the implications of Christianity, and has also been commenting

on what might be called the sociology of everyday life—the way some
people have accommodated themselves and their revolutionary reli-
gion 10 the normative requirements of the status quo. He seems to
Want to retun to the comfort and luwxury of an attitude that goes with
going along, adjusting onc’s views to thosc held by the privileged ma-

Jority. He is, after all,a member of 2 town's, a county’s; a state’s bour-

geoisie. He has a substantial sum of money in the bank; he owns 2

store, his home, and even the homes of others; he has 2 tidy sum in-

vested in the stock market; he carries a “bigger life insurance policy
than most others,” because he worries constantly about his wife's jll-
ness and what would happen to her were he to “go.” given the medical
costs of her condition,

Still, he can't quite clear his head of Jesus and His life, of McComb,
Mississippi, and the contemporary challenges of its life. He moves
from Jesus the ousider come 0 naught (during his lifetime here on
Earth, at least) to *all the civil rights trouble™ taking place during that
summer of 1964, and finally, to his costomer Andrew Thomas, who
has his own terse way of talking with him, a counterpart conversation,

asit were, of what has been happening beeween his wife, Sally, and An:
drew Thomas's mother-in-law, Marmie. He worries that Andrew may

“get himself a bundle of trouble” because he’s been “listening a lite

w00 hard to those SNCC people”™ and most especially to “Chicago

Rob,” who has become a friend of Andrew’s. Not that Mr. Tomasello

ral Ieadership
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thinks the two of them don't have a lot to say to each other that is in-
teresting, He himself confesses that he'd like to be the proverbial fly on
the wall in that cabin of. Andrew’s, “taking in what they say to one an-
other.” But soon, he worrics, idle but weighty talk migh lead to risky,
maybe calamitous activity: “It’s one thing for someonc to come spend a
summer here; it's another thing to live here, and have to take the heat
for the rest of your life ifyou do somcthing that stirs people up, so they
Start trying to get even with you! Thbsciivi! rights folks, they A1l An-
drew’s car with right-sounding talk, and I can understand if he’s con-
vineed, but he's a smart one: he’sa manof strong will, and he loves his
wife and those four kids they have, and he doesn't want to bring the
roof down on them. It's not much of a roof they have, anyway!”

He stops abruptly—just as I'm convinced he has a lot of wind in his
sails, and will keep going for some time. When he resumes; only a few
seconds have passed, bue they scem much longer—he. has both
changed-the subject and not ac all done so: “Let me tell yott, I don’t
know how they live the way they do. I've taken Mamic home many a
time—when Andrew can’t come get her—and a Jot of the time I'm too
busy with my own thoughts aboue my life to stop and take 3 hard look
at theirs. But there will be times when I do-notice, and try to put my-
selfand Sally, and our kids, when they were Younger and growing up, - - :
into that old shack—that’s what i¢ is—that they call their home (and
they’re proud 1o [do so], they really are). Those times, [ bleed for =
them; yes sir, [ do, Maybe if I was living there, I'd listen reat closely to
the civil rights folks when they came knocking on my door. But even
50, I'd know the danger: every member of that Thomis family would
be in much waorse trouble if they get tied to the civil rights folks than

they are now, living in such a broken-down place. There’s trouble, and
there's trouble, you know!” \ e

Another unexpected break in the. narrative run of his words, which
have quite 2 tug to them, a consequence not only of their meaning, but
the emotion he conveys, the anxicty and the worry, as he speaks. It is as
ifhe’s picturing the worst in order to prove his last statement true: he
has lowered his head, maybe because in his mind some shots have been

fired by night riders, or a tenant farmer's cabin, Andrew’s to be exact,
)
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| 1 | 5 ; ” : ;
! s i j . shortly learn that he is, rather, trying to achieve for himself a charity, a
has ptln torched to the grpuwld—nm(hcr rare o.ccurrencc's all Ihrm_lgh JHOR it “Hell, I'm with themn; i iy Biars My wite, Sally
that summer, at that moment only half over, Finally, he is addressing . ) ; 2 i
| A T ; . she’s sure with them—he sooner the colored become Amierican citi-
me again—and 1 begin 1o sense an urgenty delivered exhortation: y p 2o
“We'te soon headed for morc‘;troublc here. The civil rights people zens like everyone else, and vote, the better ofFwe'll a] be : I've heard
L 7 ! s i : ed times this summer! Maybe s ut 1we won't be so ‘bet-
won't leave until they have some kind of confrontation, and our local tlmah‘undnd titmes this summ : ybe so—b ;
police, and the state police, will be waiting for them, and besides ter oft* [ rell her—they fthe white customers of his hardware store]
| there’s the White Gitizens Council, and you must know, the Kian, | will start driving ewenty-five miles to buy arake ora pair of pliers or a
| don’t know how jell happen, or when! but as everyone says, colored hammer, and they’ll use the hammers they've got to smash my store’s
7 i ' 71 ¢ ru'l a o o
| and white, ‘the day is coming!” I've refused to Join the White Citizens windows, .:md f""’ If come herc' and try to scare "f 0 death. Tivo c.ﬂn
| Council, and if there was another hardware store in town g be out of’ play that I"d"c”"g game, you know, and tlie boycomn‘x_.:-—nnd the swhite
| business. My Sally pleaded with me ot to Join, and you know what people are the majority and have most of dfc -moncy! I've told Andrew
i they told me when I didi’s want to? It was three years ago, and it was all this—I tried to be tactful, the way I putit in words, bue | want him
| something said ‘that Tl never in my life forget: “Well there, Mr. to know, to get the message, otherwise he’s headed for the worst trou-
i Tomasello {boy did they linger on my namel), you're not really one of s ble. Why. he could just disappear, you know; Ir's happened before, O
| anyway with a name like yours!" They didn'c say anything elsc; and | he could be arrested for some trumped-up charge: they'd be waiting
didn’t pursue the matter. | was g

{ ngry, but Ill confess, 1 was scared, [ for him somewhere, the police, and by the time they'd finished with
| thought of my business—and my wife, and our kids, even if: they're up him, doing their ‘questioning’'—he'd be lucky 10 be br eathing. He'd be
in Oxford [in college at the University of Mississippi]. 1 was almost one sorry fellah!

ready to reverse myself, Sign up with them. Bug | Just couldn’t find the ; “fyou ask me, Andrew jsp’
words to.

t going to pa me 5o rind. [ sce him as
going to pay

no matter what. He's weighed everything,
H “L'sat there shaking with fright and rage, the two feelings in a tix I § .‘3"‘] he knows the odds of success—zero, I'd say; but he just doesn’e

i couldn’t separate then, [ can’t now—and you know, I've told Andrew ‘:\‘sgcm to be.able o control himself—he'll be skeptical about the civil 3

about that lincidcm].rcocmly. I“thought he should know what 1 . ' rights pcoplg for a fow minutes, but they seem to have roped him in,
| thought: if he's letting himself every consider joining up with thosc civil ‘',

rights ‘types’ (as they'ré called by a lot of my [white] customers), then 1
he should know that even for me, a white man Who is way ‘up there,’ street. He shakes his head, renurns his at-

compared to him, it could be seary, plenty scary, just ot signing a pri- |\ tention to the room where we sit, his study in his home. F. Te jokes thar
vate picce of paper, nevermind walking up those con i

o headed for that courthouse,

that’s my estimate,”

‘Unaccountahl): his face shows 5 smile.
dirccted his cyes toward the

He has stopped tatking, has

¢ courthouse stairs o fie’s surrounded by “imcgmtiux\isxs“’ﬂis wife would fike o walk up
11y to claimi the ballot, what *they’ wang Andrew to do; that Rob guy those courthouse stairs with Andrew
and the others [who have

and the others.” His wife, actu-
up taking that big step—he'll worry too
estimates, about his family. To

1 come here these fise fow weeks.”

ally, doubts Andrew will ¢ng
o work himself ifto'a fit of vexation and fury

much, finally, she

Now he seems ready ¢

Y to register to voe,
against “them,” against “Chicago Rob” and the rest. He takes his glasses after all, likely means to makea widow of your wife, to make your chil-
off, pulls a luudkcrchiefui_ Wipe them, and I regard that gesture figura- dren fatherjess, Andreiw by

as the “gumption” bue fie's not “rash, " not a
ke it on vhe chin—or the belly or the chest.”

His \Vi{}b once pue it zhis‘vmy‘ “on the dime™; she asked a rhetorical

tively: he's all steamed up, and his glassésiare a clue to l'mti mood,
hence his need to make thepn dlear again. Buc'm dead wrong.: Lwill

“fool,” not anxious to “a
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question: *Does Andrew have the will and the brave soul in him to be
a leader of his people—to be their real leader, who stands up, through
thick and thin, for what is right and true?”

" Mr. Tomascllo looks around the room. There are family pictures on

the wall—including one of his grandfather who came to Ametrica from |

Turin, in Italy; he landed in New York City and got a job helping a ped-
dler, and soon thereafter, “cleaning up after the customers left"™ina se-
rics of stores. He worked all night, every night. He scrubbed floors on
his hands and knees. He did what would *now,” in Mis{sissippi be
called “nigger work.” He wasn’t one for self-pity. He never voted. He
wasn't a citizen. He simply wanted to “geta leg up here,” and he did,
Then, “a fluke,” an accident or incident-that “changed cverything.”
This immigrant from Italy, walking on-a New York City street after an
~ arduous night of toil, saw a man getout of a i:iici pay the fare, and begin
to walk—but he mad\crtcntly dropped his walleg it hadn't been put
sccurcly in his pocket, and so it fell to. the’ -ground, nioticed by that im-
migrant, who spoke up. “That was liow he: gothere,” h ;&mdson tells
me:a r;muful southerner whose wallet hid been save ed mok an interest
in the honest- i:alnn immigrant \mhn helped | lnm, and who \\'JS more’
than willing to’ “nake a chanee;™ 10 “move any ©o-ftry lu make i
go of it” where this southerner lived.” e
A pleasant, proud reverie, a story of assimi

tion a:id Siccoss. comies

crashing down, though: “F'mistill an odd one;in the cyes of'lots offolks . -

here. “Tomascllo, he's a nice guy, an Ey t:llnn——hc Iltry to pléase you

all he can’: 1 overhieard. that ‘once ‘in my own storc! 1 was in the-niext:

had to practice and practice,

aisle, our of siglxi._' My own father-in-law. :
n't all that happy at the start,

50 as not to call me an Eye-talian. He w

I'll tell you, to call-me his'son-inalaw' Now.my wife is telling me'to .

2 sh'll vell me:So; 1 say ‘nigrah.’

Don't say colored,’ honey,

practi

‘No, honey—Negro.’ Lhave trouble i g the wu(d saying it nght S0

Sally said: “Think of a knee¢ growing, a kncc grows, then it'll eome out
all right, and you know that works!” 3

He has laughed; but zhruptly ):c s \lrm[,hr-ﬁccd
mordantly self=critical: I am ashamed of mysclf] talking this way! My
grandfather adjusted to everything in this country cxccp{ for scgrega-

ri(ius—-m}hd

.~ membered
"ariyone; be-he colored or white! I told him f was likely going to ‘uke

" heads, and we're always trying to stay afloat, and you ean drown any
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tion, He ended up being a shoe repairman—he had his own shop. He
bought the building [that housed his present day hardware Store], and
other buildings. He took ¢are of the buildings, built up equity. That's
how I learned to buy property: my dad got into the real estate business,
through his dad. My folks always felt sorry for the colored. I remember
Daddy paying them more than anyone else in tawn would dream of—

he'd say it often: *It isn’t fair, the way they're treated.’ | guess we were

- enough outsiders, witli our background, with the name Tomasello, to

sympathize with those on theoiitside, the colored! It could have been
different, though—T'll_say that in- self-defense. There's my cousin,
who's in Greenwood, and he's an outstanding lawyer, the leader of the
White Citizens Council there, and he talks segregation all the time—I
get sld. listening to hitn, I feel like remindirig him of our family’s past,
and relling him what I've overheard—niot just-once! But he’d blow up
at'me, I know. He can sense where I'm at, zhough‘—-l ku:p quu.rwhm
he comes out with his hate talk.”

He was tempted to keep quiet when he: !eamed of Andrews inten=
tion to go'ask for the right to vote. He was also t«.mpkd to Mil\ndrcw 3
that he was making a big mistake “to mess around in this protest staf,”
as lie put it to Andrew when they had occasion to wlk. Andrew re--
well. *“We had oursclves a talk like I've-never had with

the: step.” ""He wurned whiter than white! He said I should think twice,

~three times, four times, a hundred times, before I dive into water as
* -deep as that, especially since I.can’t “swirn! Well, 1 rold him I'd learn
“how when Lgot in the water and I'd have to—besides, us black folks

(Rob says we should call-ourselves), we're always in water abave our

second, being who you are, the colored.

“What about your family? Your wife, your kids? He-asked me that
several times. 1 said, "Mr. Tomasello, 1 should let you know-—my fam-
ily has no future, the way it is now here, This is their big chance, to feel
there's something ahead, waiting for thern. As it is, we're treated like
things. Maybe someday we can be something.™

OIHhE other hand, Andrew confessed to apprehension, even alarm.
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He believed what he'd told Mr. Tomascllo, but he wondered if he him-
self would ever really “go through it"—he envisioned himself as be-

coming wobbly, hesitant, and, in the clutch, reluctant. He knew he

might well be arrested on the spot, taken to jail—and thereafter hurt
beyond repair, if not killed. What was the point, then? Such an ac-
knowledgment on Andrew Thomas's part, surprising to his whitc lis-
tener, clicited an unexpected response—indeed, a stunning reversal on
the part of Mr. Tomasello, onc that would prove to be a memorable,
critical moment in the summer of 1964: “I think I took leave of my
senses—I wasn't thinking coolly and rationally. I told Andrew I'd sup-
port him in what he did, if he decided to do it. I told him I'd do it for
him—and my wife, and for the people of the state. I said, ‘Hey, our
(last] names are practically the same, and we've been helping cach
other out for years and years—why, his mother-in-law is my wife's
‘best friend,’ that’s what she says, So I said it's about time we shook
hands and agreed we're friends, and we'll stand by each other!”

Not so casy to accomplish, this asscrted desirability of a friendship, a
newly balanced manner of getting along. Mr. Thomas kept silent after
the handshake. Mr. Tomascllo had more to say, but also kept quict.
Then, a remarkable admission from Mr. Thomas, as later relayed by
Mr. Tomasello: “He told me he wasn't going to show up the next

morning—that he felt he’d be ‘walking out on his family,’ leaving them
for good, and it wasn’t right! He was going through agony, I could scc.
1 wanted to give him a hug.” Did he? “No, I didn’t—because I thought
he'd get frightened! All of a sudden, standing there, 1 realized what it
was really like for him, what it meant to be a colored man, a Negro in
our society. I felt overwhelmed with shame: for what our country had
allowed—no, for what it forced on all of us, from the start of our his-
tory. There we were, in the sccond half of the twenticth century, and
the scgregationist laws were on the books, and in the hearts of us white
folks, and a few blocks away, the sherifl and his police were ready to
make sure things stayed as they are! I wanted to ask for Andrew’s for-

giveness, but I knew he'd think I'd done gone loco!™
Instead, the two men had a “practical talk,” Mr. Tomasello called it.
He did most of the talking. He told Andrew that “whatever he did,
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whatever he decided to do,” he had “friends” in the Tomasellos. He

spoke a lot through his wife, through references to her opinions and
values, and told a taciturn, somewhat perplexed, definitcly astonished
Andrew Thomas that he had “admirers”™ in McComb, two at least,
among the town's white population, and that “if worse came to worst™
those two would “stand up and be counted.” That last phrase stuck
hard in the minds of both the one who used it and the one who heard
it used. Neither of them at the time quite knew what those words were
specifically meant to suggest, imply, convey: maybe they were meant as

a gesture of affiliation, connection, rather than as a plan or strategy
spelled out. Yet, in retrospect,-both of - them- believed: that somehow
those words pushed matters along decisively.-

Andrew Thomas: “I'm not one for being smart with words, but [ do
know this—I kept hearing Mr.-Tomasello,- when -he said- he and his
missus would ‘stand up and be counted,” if trouble came my way. [
never knew whether I'd go there and face those police, but T thought,
it's about time someone stood up and be counted on the colored side
and on thie white side, and there we are, Mr. Tomasello and mie!”

Mr. Tomasello: “I wasn’t surc-what Iintended to indicate when'I
spoke like that. On the way home, I was asking myself: what will you
do if you find out they've gone and arrested Andrew—or God forbid,.
that he'’s ‘missing.” 1 wouldn’t let myself go further—I-knew in my
bones, though, that those so-called law enforcement people were per-
fectly capable of tking his life, dering him, and p ding it was
some accident. Look what happened in Neshoba County! I gor home
and I told Sally, and she said she knew what I was doing—I was giving
young Andrew some encouragement, some moral support. I was
telling him he’s not alone, and if he dares take on the Klan and the
[White Citizens] Council, then so will I. Sally said the two of us were
standing together—You’re working for the good, to make it berter
here,’ she kept saying, and ‘you’re getting your own kind of integration
going—it’s moral integration you're bringing to Mississippt.” Well,
what's that? I wanted to know! ‘It’s two Americans agreeing they'll
stand up and be counted, just like you said, and one is a Negro, and one
a whit@man, and they're both doing what's right, come what may—

7
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that's moral integration.” I guess I saw what she was trying to tell me,
a ’ =y :
but that sounded pretty high and mighty, those two words, and | was

a lot more worricd and afraid than she realized; or maybe she did -

realize.”

be allowed to vote. But the international furor occasioned by the -

Neshaba tragedy, the killing of three civil rights activists, gave the Me-
Comb ballot applicants a good deal of protection. “They were un-
friendly, that's all,” Andrew remembered. Meanwhile, as he left the
courthouse and descended its steps, he saw his newly declared “friend”
standing on the sidewalk, watching. A smile, a wink, even a public
thumbs-up came Andrew's way, and the smile, the wink were cau-
tiously returned. “1 couldn't return the thumbs-up,” he remembered,

“I think 1 would have gotten wobbly knees and fallen down if I'd tried

that. Someone would have arrested me, I feared, for being a ‘sassy nig-
ger'—that's what they Il call you at the drop of a hat! But you know

what? 1 felt Tike one! T felt Jike 1 was on my way to a little of that ‘frec-

dom’ those civil rights people keep alking and singing of. Once I'd

I climbed those stairs; 1 knew I'd be back, until they finally gave u};
% stalling on us, those folks in the offices there—just to stare the ball
| rolling, that was what T'had o do. I told Mr. Tomasello: he and | got
| this started—1 told him he was 2 big help to me as | tried to figure if Id
! dare. He's here *for the duration,” just like me, he
| know a white man who's ready
| By 1965, 2 voting rights bill
Thomas was readily (if stil] rely
in McComb, Mississippi. As so ¢
Mr. Tomascllo ar his hay

to be counted on your side.* .- :
had passed the Congress, and Andrew

D rdwurcrsmrc. Thie two of theém stood AX‘Id talked
in the front of the store, then went back 1o thie office,
ted over coffee, They :a![cd,lh‘é Tomasells honge, shared'the news with
Sally and Mamie, who ¢ itedly- congratulated’ both of them, 15 if

somclruw they'd together discovered ang explored-a néw world: led an

ex . . 7 ! x . i ¥
Vpc;mon thar, finally, hag gorten somewhere—jje together the moral
v X

p: )‘ irt that for 5o long eluded them and so many others in thejr town,
their state, their region. '

where they cliage

On his first try, Andrew Thomas was firmly rebuffed—no way he'd

says,.and it helps ro - . connection with those earl

ietantly in spirit)-put on the voting lisg 1 “who chose to take scriously
° & ik .
on as he registered, he drove over to see
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2. A TEACHER'S MINICOURSE IN
= MORAL LEADERSHIP

ﬁ*w’eci;wﬁcn,sdmn sé@,fremtion came to New Orleans, all eyes were
Ioﬁ 'rvhé l"bdf)\[r an-American girls who had entered two formerly
all-white cic’m(‘ntiff schools, and on the subsequent boycott by the
parents and children Tlérc'tq' ore enrolled in those schools. What would
happen to Ruby Bridges, all alone i the William Franez School, heck-
led and threatened? What would happen to the white children who
once went to school on weekdays and now stood with their parents and
shouted at Ruby as she went to their school—and who afterward, “hung
around and horsed around,” as a boy described what he and his pals
had been doing since “that nigger girl showed up™? I would spend years
trying to learn the answers to such questions, and so daing I would
have many opportunities to observe the courage that hard-pressed chil-
dren and their families could mobilize—and the fear and meanness of
spirit. that could envelop other children, and of course, their pareits,
brothiers, and sisters. As | wrote up that research, I concentrated on al
those children, those familics—and learned from

them much of whar
happened in their lives. Bur there

were other storics that unfolded in
y. fiercely contested efforts ar school deseg-
the protgonists weren't even directly in-
r schools that were so embattled, and yer
the moral challenges 1 ry,

regation—storics in which
Yolved in the two Pparticula

cial crisis posed

\for everyone, for onlookers 35 well as those who becamne, 3uddtu!y.

out-and-out combatangs, 7
When the fcdcmljudgc J. Skelly

Wright chose onl ;e hools j
New Orleans a5 the Sitounte

scenes. ufdr:scgrcgntion, and only £
the bearers of that mandaced educational furure, he was

a particular city graduiall)} Past its loudly seated Outrage.
the city’s teachers that followed, by aweck, the Ao
tion (such as j¢ whs) in'the <ity’s school system,
of religf from those nog assigned to gl ;

our children as
hoping to case
Ara meeting of
actual onsee of integra-

Iheard a vireyg| refrain
Frantz School or the Me-
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Donogh 19 School—the term being “spared” kept being summoned.
Another word used, often i conjunction with “spared,” referred 10 the
dcit'y—as if a divine intervention had rescued certain people from 2
tragedy inflicted on others: “Thank God, we've been spared,” or “Lord,
We sure are grateful we were spared.”

It was, actually, just such expressions of relicf that firse bestirred
Elaine Vogel, 3 fourth-grade teacher in
McDonogh 19, the school besicged by a mob in response to the fact
that three six-year-old African-American girls were attending, One of
those girls, Tessie Prevost, had been quoted in the New Orfeans Tintes-
Picayune as calling for divine scrutiny and assista,

my prayers, please don’t let those people push th
and ruin everything here.”

Elaine Vogel read thar comment of that siy.
she did she couldn’y help but go back to her
major at Saphie Newcomb College in New Orleans. She had always
had a meditative side to her, even as she wondered where it came from,

i Her father was 3 banker, her mother an'amateur artist; they lived 2
3 privileged life in New Orleans’s Gm"dcn District; aiid were rather surs
4 prised, even concerned, when ‘their only. Ldau'ghm:r decided that she
wanted to teach cicmemary school children, and do’so in the city's
public schools, Elaine's brother, Carl; had gone to Tulane, then headed
north to business school at Northwestern. Her
comparing the ‘two, wondering why their daughter “eakes |
| ously.” Their worry had become hers:
think of me asiin trouble, because I'm not martied,to one of the cligible
lawyers or stockbrokers of the city! They thoughe teaching was ‘nice’
until they learned thar T wasn't going to be at Metairie Country Day [a '

Private, suburban school [—1 was hoping to be at public school here -
in New Orleans, i ) W ]

2 McDonogh School, byt not

nee: I say to God, in
eir way into the school

=year-old child, and when
days as a religious studies

ife so seri-

“When my mom heard Twas going to church evéry week, and teach-
ing there, too, in Sunday school, she called 'me and said maybe | was
‘turning 1o serious.’ She said 1 shouldn'n(:nn')j the whole world on my
shoulders! 1 had ¢ laugh: I've got all'this money in a' trust fund, and

oral Ieadership

Return now

. joke-of the whole thing, when she Was trying o be s

. church every third or fourth Sunday,
parents were constantly ]

“I'm twenty-seven, and my folks |,

‘\church, and | wonder what God thinks of, makes of them. | |

Borrow for 14 days
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this nice apartment off St. Charles [Street], and 2 convertible, and aJ
the clothes I'll ever need in a lifetime, and [, in good health; and I'm
not the worst-looking gal in the city of New Orleans, and | like my
work with those kids, and 1ve 80t some really great friends, but my

mom and pop are in a swear over there on Prytania Street because their

Elaine hasn't tied the knot with some young
spending her time with children who live in
neighborhoods,’ Pop called it—mcaning
where folks work hard, hard, hard for 3 i
all are where my parents live!

“And now, for God's sake—well, thae's it:
wants, what He would have us do,
folks are throwing up their arms an,
The Iast straw was the other night:

millionaire, and she’s
‘one of those troubled
any place in the whole city
ving but aren’t rich like they

I'm asking God whae He
to advance His purposcs, and my
d groaning as if I've lost my mind.
Mom had met 5 ‘marvelous doctor’
at a party, and she told him what I'was doing, and she asked him jf 1
might come and sce him, ‘Mom,’ I'said, *I'm feeling fine, Why should
I'see a doctor?” She came back at me with. this: ‘Dear, he specializes i
talking with young people.” ‘Mo’ [ laughed—‘4re You rrying to fix
e up with some shrink?* he didn’t kniow what to say-pd made a

be so damn serioust

0 that Episcopal

i€ a big social time for them,
*They dont pay the slightest attention to Jesus, o what He preached, 1o

:whap(:h:i:;ianiw is supposed to be about. ‘What 3 lovely man, a sweer
X mic, that minister is,” I'll bc;!r; or ‘The music was wonderful.” P'l] hear
those “repores,’ Mom  calls thenn, of their activities, Jike going to

But later, I 'was fit to be tied! My parents love to £0 1

ure know
what they think Of Him=1Ffe's 3 ‘sweet ane’l Thag's why Mom wanes
me to go talk with that doctor—sa '}t stop having all those ‘trouble-

some matters,” she calls them, on my mind.”

Even before the city of New: Orleans Wwas ordered to make a stare ac
school dcscgn:gﬂtion,‘ Ehine Vogel was beginning to teach her fifth-
grade American hiscory i‘hﬁ.ﬁeﬁ in her very own way: She used the stan-
c parts of it that her colleagues

v as she
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their language, or the parents, and their complaints, biit my back-
ground. ‘Elaine,” she said to me, ‘you've-been protected by your life,
“and you can speak as you like—but for a lot of peaple here, it’s not so

put it, “glided over,” even tended to ignore ourright: slavery, and its
continuation as segregation, most especially: She also asked the chil-

dren to stop and think about “al} the Negro people have donc to build —— - - : il s
p 8ro peop e ;. I wasm’t dcar onwhat shc meant, other than that I was from a

up our country, the labor they have given to it.” She even worked witlh-
those boys and girls on the word “Negro,” worked very hard ini that r
gard. Indeed, that effort first made her teaching controversial: She was
merely asking children to pronounce a particular word correctly, butin
1959, in Louisiana, in ¥ working-class neighborhood. such instruction

mughr. She wanted t6 argu
clubs, in elegant living and

had many consequences.

What started 35 an afterthought of sorts turned into an occasion of
argument, strife: “We didn’t have mobs like those you're seeing in front
of the two schools, but we had parents coming in here to sce me, to see
the principal, and they were complaining (were they!), and a few threat-

ened to take their kids out! I 'couldn’t believe it! The principal called
me in, when all this started, and she said: ‘Elainc, how did all this get
going? What did you do—what did you say to the children?" I told her
Twas simply trying to be a good history teacher—and English teacher! i T thev 1 ’ sl
o3 . ¥ P tryin; (0 t some in a hurry,and they have this ICJ S| L)\V‘ ni; -
Twas asking them to read a book, and 1 brought in newspaper clippings TYING . B¢ g 22 Y ige 2
4 iagazin pidces T4z et out-in-l o}' hit e o ased s who can’t shake a leg to save his soal, and hc sprlls sommic of the.gas -
and, ma; NC PICCES . €] C W S =
5 : T lled the tank and I say soniethiing to- Ium, bur -
‘Negro.” But when 1 called on the children to recite, they talked about on niy car after_he’s fi 2 k Y30 . -
— 3 e . : R he’s too slow to understand m heard that from 2 Woman-of ! ﬂrent ~
the colored,’ and if they were trying hard to do the right thing, they

spoke of the nilgras. Licird some of thern snickering behind niy back - refinement’—thosc are my mothier’s words about her. If the \vhm: man =

and during recess—ulking of the “niggers.” 1 even heard a couple of --~. - whoowns the gs station had waited on her, she'd have found pauencc

boys calling me a ‘nigger lover’! 1 sat on it all for a few days. I was -

ining rooms, in z,ralkncs and yes, at musi-

cales: “Friends of my parcnts play music bcaunfu”y he'saviolinist and
she’s a cellist. They have friends over; !hcy Tepart ofaquarter, and they
play in their ‘music room’ for-a-dozen or so guests.-First, Bach or
Becthoven or Brahms, then grcat food! You kiiow who cooks it, pre-
pares the tables, serves the fanciest of cusine fmugm.re? The “colored;’ or

‘our good nigras.’ I've been-to those soi
docs to tangues, the crude jokes, the storics out of their lives: T was

; I've heard what liquor - - -

. _’for !nm and she'd have ovcrlookad a little spilt gas on that fancy Lin-
. coln Continental of hers: She might ‘overlook’ my teaching her chil-
: »jdrc;vu how to use ‘Negro,” pronounce it, but if I started talking about
d here in Louisiana during R uction, if I started

tempted to move on—get us past all this touchiness, get us into a sub--"
jeet they'd enjoy, and [one in which] I'd not be inclined-to badger
them, ‘correct” them too much. You see, I'd overlooked the fact that .

what happ
asking her children to start learning about the wrong done to those
‘Negroes' in Louisiana, and the way it affects the doer; that wrong
done—I think she’d come marching into the Newman School or
Meairic Country Day [both private schools] to ‘register her reserva-
tions,” a polite way to say complain!”™ :

when you start going after the way children use or pronounce certain
words, especially a word meant to describe—well, Negroes—you're
touching on their home life, the way their parents think, their values.
was dumb or naive—'innocent’ would be a nice word, or if you want to
be critical, Yfoolish.” That's whar the principal thought of me, I could tell
right away: I'd been stupid to get all this going! You know; it didn’t take
her long to start in with me—as if the problem wasn’t the children and
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worked hard to come across to the children as “plain, direct”—she re-

gretted her carly “excrcise in finger-pointing.” She was tempted to ask

“T’l[‘ Worth of Indirection: her class to think of children in other schools, to consider Ruby

'Ii‘athing ‘prrmwi Moralists” Bridges and her situation, that of the other three African-American

i I girls and their experience at another McDonogh School, but she held

/ back, ‘cven as she had her moments  of regret, frustration, self-
In l'au as she well knew, umm teachers in both of those private k moments- of regret, .

schools \\.ch‘umrcly in sympathy with what she was trying to do, and acoisaon. . = -
the same kind of morally encrgetic historical in- All during that first year of civic turmoil in New Orleans, while
a private school you can find, sometimes, those four children struggled for a tochold in the schools abandoned by
; Aol and i nies whm. you're lefi alone, [whereas] in a public white familics, Elaine Vog.cl triced to cnrich and provoke the moral
‘ 0 you take on somuhlm, that's a ‘live wire" with people, imagination of her class of twenty-cight tcn-year-old boys and girls,
wﬁ vu'gm 1 he carcful, that's wlm I've been learning.” Yet she wanted whose parents worked in stores and factories and offices, wore blue
‘o h.t.p at hm(yh,mlk waited| hv.r schoolchildren to continue the kind collars and whitc collars, and, as she once starkly told me, “worried
of! lcammbshcv. ﬂmn{, thTll She began to realize the worth of in- about the color black as if their lives were in danger of being black-
dircction, of o gndual 1ppru.1ch m matters she'd heretofore taken on ened.” She was, naturally, being the “amatetir psychologist,” so she
y,gommly, ’rrb“muy She let the pronunciation of “Negro” go for a characterized herself after giving expression to such a characterization
whil gl cnnﬁmd hcr If to books and magazine picces, to established of others. But she had come to C’"'Of" the depth and complexity of
swriters and the ]1rmmunccmcms. and she paced herself carefully: a race as a constant and many-sided presence in the lives of those she'--
. 'gradual hmldup of a point of view buttressed by various “approved taught, not to mention thosc she knew socially or as kinfolk: She read -~
4 murﬂms shie.called them, sages such as Emerson and Thoreau, the re- and read books, many by social scientists, some by writers she admir;d,
. such as Robert Penn Warren, or Faulkner, and those white southern ~

‘marks ofplcsultms and generals and cabinet officers that, in their sum,

emphasized (in her words) a “certain tone™—the fair-minded, egalitar- novelists were helpful to her, indecd—enabling her “to get some dis- -

ian side of our nation’s political and social thought. tance” on her own melancholy assessment of her beloved city's seem-
Especially interesting was her original and shrewd use of C. Vann ingly endless racial turbulence. More than anyone, however, she relied
Woodward’s Toni Watson: Agrarian Rebel, a story of the political rise and - upon C. Vann Woodward and his “story,” as she called the Watson bi-
/ n!(ybr‘al'(ai(‘}if‘n southern politician—a man who eventually becarne a ! "thPllyi “I showed the children pictures I got from the [Tulane] li--
U.S. senator, bue who iri 50 doiig turned away from his carly interest brary of the young Tom Watson and the older man. Fread to them what
~ i furthering the causé of the poor of both races. Here was a book fa-  Watson said he belicved when he was starting out, and what he said he
wored by college professors, now being‘used in an elementary school— believed when he was a leader of his state of Georgia, 2 leader in. the
the teacher read certain pnssagés aloud, copied them on che blackboard, United States Senate. 1 asked the children to take that word ‘leader”
asked the students 1o contemplate what an Arkansas-born white histo- very scriously, instead of worrying how they pronounce ‘Negro’: I
rian of great distinction had to say about a nihqrccmh-ccmury Georgia worked day after day ar getting them to stop and think how one person
leader’s career. She used that word “leadeér™ often, and.its kin *feader- can ' mean something important to another person, become a leader. 1
] asked them what they think our leaders should stand for. [ have to be

ship,” but not as a political theorist might, ‘or for that matter, a moral
i 5 kLA 5 s : 3
mpted in the Jateer direction).: She c1mﬂxl‘,\bcmusc their parents are the chief leaders they know in their

philosopher (though she was |
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lives—and maybe, some others: religious people or Scoutmasters or
athletic coaches. But we're studying history, and 1 try to get them to
react personally to the people we come across in our lessons—vote for
them, you might say, and explain why [they're doing so]. Of course,
there’s no magic to this—the kids don't suddenly turn into civic-
minded citizens who are respectful of others and want to make their
country better through idealistic actions! There are days when I wish 1
had that tape recorder of yours in my classroom, because what I've
heard is so amazing and often discouraging, but always interesting and
revealing. You hear a whole range of opinion, that's always the case. But
if the children knew they were ‘on record,” suspect they'd not be so
candid—and besides, the principal (and their parents!) would be
alarmed. Anyway, I don't forget the gist of what goes on, and there are
things said that Ill never forget: 1 can hear them in my head, word for
word—those ten-year-alds trying to figure out where the country
should be headed, and they with it
Needless to say, I wanted to hear all she could recall—whereupon
she told me, first of all, about what she called an “amazing” class she'd
had only a week earlier. She'd broughe in a copy of Life magazinc,
showed the class several pictures in it of our American envoy to the
United Nations, Ralph Bunche. She talked about his education (a doc-
torate from Harvard), and his work as a representative of this nation—
someone who had tried to mediate conflicts in various parts of the
world. Then she posed this question: if you were Mr. Bunche, what
would you try to do—what would you consider to be important
enough to take up your time? At no point had she referred to his race—
nor did any part of the magazine pages she handed out mention that he
was‘a Negro(the descriptive word that would then, in the late 1950s
and carly 1960s, have been used).
Atfirst the children were “slow on the draw,” as she remembered it
They weren't sure, most of them, what the U.N. was, nor did they
have any substantial idea of its re I ibilitics—though one very bright
girl, who loved “current events™ and read the New Orleans Times-
Picayune from cover to cover, went to the library to browse through

ral leadership
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magazines, and had told the class several times that she dreamed of
being a foreign correspondent (“a reporter who keeps lrévcling"),
helped her teacher by talking about the U.N. (“a place where all the
governments come and they decide things”). This youngster also got

the discussion going by saying that if she were in the job held by Ralph

Bunche she'd bring the Russians and the Americans into a room and

tell them they had o settle things, or they'd not be let out,

The comment prompted a wide-ranging debate, Some children
took offense at such an arbitrary confinement—wondered, anyway,
whether “anyone could get away with it,” meaning Mr. Bunche. Soon
enough, these children pointed out, the Fespective governments would
“come to the rescue.” Morcover, it didn'’t scem right to use force this
way in order to end the use of force by two governments. A boy put it
this way, so Elaine Vogel remembered: “He’s a quict one, so I was sur-
prised when he raised his hand, and tackled the problem in a thought-
ful way, as a moral philosopher might, actually: ‘Miss Vogel, I'nt not
sure, but two wrongs don’t make a right, that's what my mom and dad
say’ I hadn't thought about this like that—I guess I hadn’t thoughe
about what it means to lock the door on two parties who are disagree-
ing. 1 gucss, really, I was thinking about not ‘locking the doors’ physi-
cally, although my student, Beverly, made the point literally—did tell
us, specifically, that she would lock that door, and she even said she'd—"
hide the key so no one could go find it when she was busy eating and
sleeping! (Otherwise, she intended to *keep guard’ outside the confer-

* ence room.)

“We went on and on. A girl said that 'if you force people to do
things, then it won’t work in the long run.’ They'll pretend to agree on
something, she guessed, to get frec, then they'll go back to their former
positions. That really struck a chord in the children—and that’s how
we got closer to home! Another girl pointed out that ‘the government
up in Washington’ is now. forcing ‘the colored and the white people’ to
stay in the same room! She'd found her metaphor! The children got it
immediately! Yes, ‘they, up in Washington are forcing nigra people and
the rest of us,” a boy said, ‘to stay ‘in one room," and then the children

L]
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mentioned movie houses and restaurants and motels and schools,
and they pointed out that ‘force is being used, just like iri the U.N."
(Beverly’s speculative scenario).

“I'was stunned. 1 have to admit it; T admired the way these kids
picked up on one child's idea, her dramatic claboration in class; her
story, and connected it to their lives here in New Orleans. In fact, the
more the kids talked the more 1 realized how much they actually knew
about the descgregation struggle. Ordinarily, they’re mum on the sub-
Ject—they must worry that it's controversial, or that 'm one of these
people who worrics about *fairness’ and who can't be trusted with

some of the resentments they've heard expressed at home, but in their
bones know shouldn’t be spoken lightly or casmally in a classroom.
(I'm speculating here!)-But all 'of a sudden they were running away
with themiselves: they told one another about their more or less uni-
form sense of felt jeopardy: *The way it's always been is being stopped
by people who don’t even live here,’ one boy put it a-bit awkwardly

(his sentence structure!), but Il tell you, b\'cry;dnc got it real fast—ex-

cept for poor Beverly. She'd started all this, and itdidn't take long for

her to become the class outcast! She dared disagree! Sthe said we should
all remember that the Supreme Court *speaks the truth,” because it is
our highest court. She said that if you disagree with the law, that's your

right, but you have to obey it. She said that we were all wrong (her !
classmates, not me) in making the analogy between New Orleans and |

Mr. Bunche and the U.N.—its international disputes, on the one
hand, and the civil rights struggle on the other, I can’t remember all she

said, word for word, but1 do remember that she tried hard to distin-.

guish berween a rift bétween two nations and a disagreeiment between
citizens of one country who, all of them, are under the jurisdietion of a
national government. I'm dressing up-the language, but she surc got
her point across.” T
That intense class started a lot. going.in Elaine Vogel's mind. She
hadn’t, for one thing, gotten around 'to mentioning o the class that
Ralph Bunche was a Negro, even though no one in the class regarded
him as such, or if some did, the matter'was ot brought up. She had
intended to use the magazine story, with its photographic accompani-

Return now
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| ment, as a means of discussing racial attitudes—but Beverly’s sophisti-
cation, shared with the class, triggered a lively series ofcxch:iﬁgcs that
had to do with the local scene rather than the U.N. and its relatively
different responsibilities. She had been surprised by the willingness of
her students to ponder the nature of leadership, albeit indirectly and
anecdotally. She wanted to hear more on that score—but she also
wanted to put to rest het own wish that Ralph Bunche's eminence, his
leadership, be considered, and ultimately done so in conncction with his
racial background: Morcover, she was quite anxious to learn, at some
point, in some way, whether anyorne in her class had actually taken riote
of Dr. Bunche’s skin color. (He was a light-skinned African-American
wha wore glasses and whose facial features were significantly “white.”)
She debated whether to “finish one piece of business” (with respect to
Dr. Bunche) before starting another (2 hope on her part to ask the stu-
dents to tcll one another what they would do, were they a semator, say,
or president, or what they would recommend or declare important
were they a minister or a priest, hence moral leaders—there were no
Jewish students in the class). When the class reconvened (for its social
studics session) she was knocked off her feet by Beverly, who raised her
hand, and when called, announced what she knew by asking this of
her teacher: “Miss Vogel, did you know that the nian we talked about
"yesterday is colored—the man from the United Nations?™ \
“Ididn’t even think to say yes,” the still-surprised teacher recalled
later that week. She had instead dwelled on Beverly's choice of words
= real disappointment coming from such'a sophisticated and smart
) tirl, who was so widely read. She sat at her desk “for three or four or
five seconds, a long time under those circumstances,” and then blurted
out a dismayed “Beverly!”™ Silence for another second oi-r two, and then:
“I thought we'd all agreed to use the word ‘Négm' when it’s called for.”
Now a public apolagy from an articutate; selfconfident child, not usu-
ally inclined to speak (;fhcryl‘niﬁstcps or mistakes: “I'm sorry. I should
have known the ﬁgﬁf word to use, but I-forgot.” Then, a compelling,
poignant explanation: “My. daddy: says scolored” is the right word for
most people here [in Lowisiana], and ‘Negra'is the word people use if
they'rgin college and educated, or if they 'fe friends of colored people.”

ral leadership
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hold between what was going on back then

hbices in many ways, including the words we |

| analogy doesn't c‘nmplcmly

and what's happening now; but there is a political struggle taking place |

here in the South, just as there was in the Colonies before they bccamp W

the States—and my point to the class was that words can count a lot,

some of them, and they can tell a lot about what you thinl_: is guoq or
bad, what you think of other people. i

“The children were surprisingly thoughtful as we talked about the

American Revolution. They could see how hard it might have been for

somie people, as a boy, Tim, said it, ‘to give up the king.' His friend ||| 0

Jimmy couldir't sce that, so they argued out loud before all of us—an ex- |
| ample of a difference of opinion, all right! Jimmy said he didn’t think
the loyalists really cared ‘about the king—only about ‘being on top.’
Tim said that there'were probably some folks ‘back then’ who_\i/crcn’z
‘big-shot types’ (he kept using that p‘hr.).\c, and I kept thinking of the
young populist, Tom Watson, who we'd been studying!)—but they had
learned to ‘worship’ the king, and t‘hc“y weren't going (o give up thatat-

|
|
i 1
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\‘v wIn]cn others are telling you, “Hey, forget it!”* Then he brought us o
LY ' 1 H

(L oug time—very nicely, 1o suit my purposes! He said thae if'you live in a
LRy Wl A} .

| neighborhood, and everyonc is ‘the same,’ and then someonc tells you
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i tif}z(iu so quickly. I was moved by the way he spoke—more simply and
i directly than I ever could. IFT recal] correctly [he said): You don'e Jjust

|| forpet w"h:a( you believe. Ifyou sort of worship a king, you stick by him,

(().”!brgcr it," becatise some “new kind of people, really strange and dif-

ferent’ are going to move in, then you could forget it, and not worry

nbgljz; those neweomers, or you might decide you just won't forget it,
and that mcans trouble, lots of jt.”

S!)c stopped there, interrupted a narrative account, to register the
clm‘lrgcd n‘x%rmsphqn: in.a classroom. The subject was the American
Revolution,
entire class
thought she was the one who had made a confection benween the loy-

\alists of yore and the defiant segregationists of mid-twenticth-cenury
"America. But the briefsilence, she noted, was “electric™—somehow, in
some region of those many young minds, a similar connection had
been made. The patise was bfoken by Beverly, who delivered an obser-
tion both banal and yet strangely affecting: “It’s hard to change your
deas, but sometimes you do.” Immediately, others wanted to explore

the implication of that remark—the class had moved from history to__/

but somchow the boys" usc of the topic had brought the

well into the twentiech century. At first their teacher

. "psychology. The children wondered out loud why some people could

"shift their opinions, while othicrs did so with great relucance or, in-

decd, wouldn't budge an inch. Their teacher didn’t need to encourage

the discussion so much as maderate it. She was constantly tempted to
ar‘\cﬁ:r 19 the contemporary racial wensions in Louisiana, but she feared
rjlnt such a maneuver on her part would be self-defeating. There was
such a'flow o the class—it \ﬁs, she. mused afterward, a real “pow-
wow.” She had trouble remembering specific comments—all the re-
marks seemed to “merge,” by which she meant this: “I honestly
believed they all convinced one another—that you have to change your
way uf!hinkiﬁg sometimes, but you also have to understand why it is
that some people have more trouble doing that than others do. I was so
impr:‘ged and touched by their sensitiviéy on both scores—the need to
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move along in your thinking, but | (hc ne
some ptupk‘ can't du that umﬂy or at nll

priate moment, “steered them” a 1>1t~guncn (hcm 8 make l'ly

changes more specifically tied to the everyday struggle then and there |
taking place in the American South? Why had she resisted what was on - !

the tip of her tongue, an vbservation about “our changing attitudes

toward colored people, Negro people,” the very words that crossed her

mind but never got spoken? Had she “failed at being a'good Jeader of
the class™? \

That question wouldn’t let go of her—it was asked with obvious re-
proval. There were other questions, to—all of them, really, versions of
the first, and all of them meant to query her moral leadership of a fifth-
grade classroom. She stongly believed that integration would be com-
ing soon to the school where she taught, and elsewhere across
Lauisiana, ‘across the states of the one-time Confederacy, hence the

obligation on her part (and, of course, others’) to prepare the young for
the-incvitable and, she strongly belicved; the desirable. Yet ar the time:

segregation was the law throughout Louisiana, and i its neighbors '
Mississippi and Arkansas. Morcover, the parents-of her schoolchildren,|
strongly opposed the early efforts at desegregation then-under way, and.
their sons and daughters, unsurprisingly, echoed in corridors and class- |
rooms and playing fields what they'd heard handed down as “rigl)r i

and “wrong” at home. How might she, nevertheless, “carve a wedge,”
she putit, *peta r.oer-:Almn going” with the aun«nf“‘npulmg up some
cyes™? etiais
Like her students; she had to contend wuh “home,” v.‘-i:h what her
parents thought, and their-friends, and hardest of all; her own brothier,
two years her senior and an outspoken segregationist. e was a stock-
broker, and owned a significant amount of real estate in downtown
New Orleans. She had tried to appeal to his self-interest, warned him
that riots and public conflict that enveloped the schools would be *bad
for business,” but he had held firm, spoke of his “principles”—where-
upon she was moved to self-doubt: “I don’t know vhar to think or do!

Lives of Moral Leadership -

in my hcarr wh.n I think, what I belicve, but is my opinion ‘¢or
whur my own family disagrees with me, and my friends do, an
¢ n\'cmc of the children [ teach do, and most of the people wh
el with me do? Sure there are some who will look both ways, then
wlmpzr to you that they think intcgration will be here soon, and it’s

the rlgln thing." But cven they will cover their bases—ell you it's
wrong to impose something on people, when they're overwhelmingly
opposcd to it, and not only wrong but dangerous, and not only danger-
ous but un-Ancrican. That's why I was so upset when I let that oppor-
tunity in my class go—to connect what happencd when this country
was being established, in the cighteenith century, with what is happen-
ing now. But I guess I feel in my heart thac I have to pace myself, and
wait for the children themselves to see the point, to understand that
history isu’t only something thd{ happened in the pase, bur something
thatis happening right now—and so we're all part of it, we're all partic-
ipating in it, and so we should stop and think hard about whar we be-
lieve and want to see happen inr our conntry.” :

After muich soul-searching, Elaine Vogel decided one morming whilc

sitting at her desk in her fifth-grade classroom to work itito her teach-

ing of American history “one theme,” which she’d try to bring up in

various ways, Weeks afier she’d begun‘doing so, she would remember -
the details of that carly-in-the-day spell of rumination, followed by a ./
.particular bout of activity: “I was thinking about the tcaching ahead of
me. We were headed to the Civil War in my history class, and I was re-
membering how unpopuilar Lincoln was in my home. He may be the
favorite president of most Americans; but among us—it’s different. By
‘us’ I mean conservative southerners. The Negro people down here
hkc him, T'm sure, and’ smuhmx hbcr:l.[s do; but my dad uscd to say
that Lincoln bmu;,ht on the Civil Wnr, and. he wasa “stubborn man,’
and if he'd been adcr—-ww.l] a lat of lives would have been -
spared, M) mh»g}-ndc teacher d: igreed with:my dad, I could tell—I
knew; even.back th ) tell my parents some of what I heard in
school, for fear ey d get real upset, and they'd go to the school and
demiand that the teacher hm.nntrunu:d :md maybe fired, and I'd be the

one n{ponwhlc
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“Anyway, all of that was rnning tllroubh my head lon how m tL‘lCI)
the kids about Lincoln, and slavery, and the Civil War. I wanted to show'
them the photographs of Brady [Mathew Brady dm.ummtul nine-
teenth-century battle scénes with his camera]. Iwanted to read to them
from Carl Sandburg—nhis biography of Lincoln really moved me. I
wanted to have lots of discussions about slavery. But we shouldn’t do
much on the Civil War—that's what I was told: ‘It’s not an easy subject
to teach.’ I had a scratch pad in front of me, and I picked up a pencil
and 1 started to doodle. 'do that a lot when I'm thinking! was writing
*bartle words, like Shiloh and Gettysburg and Antictam, Twas think-
ing: wouldn't it be great if 1 could take the class to those battleficlds;

and {then] we could talk {while there] about what had happened and
why. About all those young soldiers, and their fives! That's what I'd like
to do—not just look at those historical markers, but ask the kids to
think about causes-and reasons, about how it all got started, and for
what reasons: people treating other people as ‘property,” calling them

*slaves” without the slightest embarrassment. You know, the Negro

people were treated so badly—but the white people treated themselves so

badly: if you end up being callous to others, you're in bigger trouble
than the people you mistreat! But how in the world do you get children

1o think that way—I wwas sitting there, wondering!

“I can remember thinking the word ‘moral’—after all, the Civil War
was a-war fought by people who had difterent ideas about right and’
wrong. I wrote the word ‘moral' down, and then I thought: it is our
leaders’ job to steer us toward the good, away from the bad, even ific's
hard to do,-and hard on them to do. So, I wrote the word ‘leader’
down—I was thinking of Lincoln, Lincoln the leader.’T was going to
write fhat down, the phrase ‘Lincoln the leader,’ but then | heard my
brother’s voice sayiﬁg; Yankce propaganda!’ I don’t even listen to him

when he gets going; and yet I know what he keeps saying: it's all in my
head; ‘this integration thing.” -he calls it, s this srr:mgé influence on
me in some way! All of a sudden I drew  linie from the word ‘moral’ to
the word ‘leader’—and 1 looked, and [ thought, and I knew: I had
something: we would be studying ‘moral leaders’—their influence on
our history! So got up; I went to the blackboard; I picked up the chalk *

al leadership

' waited too long between her recitation of the words, forgor her place,
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.md wmtn the words ‘moral leader,” printed the words, actually. Then,
lnl‘brc them, I printed the words ‘who is a." When [ was finished, [
;urmd around, and what I remember. noticing was how quiet, real
quiet that classroom was. Those boys and girls were really paying at-
‘tention!”
Yet for all the silent regard extended that question posed by their
teacher, the children were reluctant to try answering it, perhaps be-
cause Elaine Vogel had put the matter to them so unconventionally,
with no preparation, and, too, as she later realized, with her back to
them—as if she were, yes, backing into the matter. Morcover, when no
one raised a hand, she didn’t say anything to clarify her intention, or to
encourage the children before her to speak. She could feel her own in-
decisiveness, even a bit of apprehension—what would they all have to
say, and just as important, what did she hersclf have to say about a topic
not exactly on any teacher’s agenda at the school, so she knew.

She “froze”; she felt no words coming to her; she moved on to the
“regular order” of the class; began a spelling lesson that had been
promised ‘the afternoon before as the first order of business in the
morning. As she recited the words, though, and the class wrote them
down, she kept going back to the dramatic but anticlimactic moment

.that had just passed, to the point that she became absene-minded, -

land 'so repeated certain words, rather than moving on to the next ones.
Finally, a. burst of spontancity: she went quickly to the blackboard,

" grabbed an eraser, and wiped away the sentence she had earlier written.

‘Th(cn, she asked the children to spell “moral” and “leader,™ and heard
mhnmm uf’dclil,ht: “They laughed, :md lhcy clearly enjoyed the con-
y nw.cmm Imade t ween what had | d a few carlier and
what e were doing then and there \.uxh lh:u list of words. That's when
15t plunge into the water and try to

‘1 said to myself: come on, EIamL.
stay afloat! So when we'd £ mshcd uur spc!hng quiz, I'said to the class:
‘Now that we've all :pzflccl tllc§c Wi vords, “moral” and “Imdc r” let’s
try to find omwlm th rwo oft e, wguhc actually mean?* B
The class cxplodu! with' cmnmcnt ‘and she tried days fater to re-
numhar what she’d, hurd tmm the Lhi)drcn She emphasized, as we
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ni

wdl wh:n nbml( all the women who teach in
thcn’ children at home)—aren't they ‘moral

upt ! dldnt knuw what to say, IhmJ(,h I lhmlght I
ey l'or~\vor o it ety clmc Al “th.c dlstll;sxon we'd been having—bue I also felt

She tried hard to convey not only what took place in that le bm (R ey d‘dul}c gt job, and d}“y‘d altost exhausted the topic. Then |
her own various responses to the children: “1 was amazed at the level of thought | shauld say something that would get us going again—get
sophistication—what go going once the kids let Taoset L i e them going, But ] }Jmud at the clock, and I realized that we'd been atie
Freddy, just about the quictest onic in that class, who took on B«.vu])- for fifieen: mnum Qr so—that's a long time in the daily life of a fifch-
who is soformidably articulate and smart. He said that maybe the persoin: ‘ n one subject! We were supposed to go over an

slmuld comml

who does the right thing, even if it's not so popular—'well. hic hopes | 1 arithmetic assignment, lots of um]nphcnmn, and my conscience was
il get popular, and then he'll be popular, like he was before he had to telling me we should just stop; and get to our ‘numbers.’ But I also
make his decision.” | had to intervene there, at that point, because 1 felt | couldn’thelp but feel that maybe 1 should say something myself—that
we were slipping into opportunism! But maybe 1 was being unfairto [ 111 | maybe the children were expecting me to give them my ‘answer,” my

Freddy! 1 basically rephrased part of what Freddy said—[ used the
phrase ‘a sense of history": some leaders take the long view of things,
and they hope that they'll be proven right, that the right they dawill be
accepted and praiscd years later {rather than‘at the time). Of course, the
children quite praperly worried about what would happen to the leader
who had such a perspective—might he be roundly defeated, and disap-
pear into one of history’s many dustbins? No, they didn’t quite putit
that way, but that's what they found bothersome, you could say: they
didn't want to sec someone trying to do good énd up failing, and never |
coming back—not being recognized, approved for what he did! Freddy -
also stopped us short when ‘he asked ‘if a - woman tries to do what's
right—whether pcoplc‘ would believe her inore than they’d believe a
man. His question took us all by surprise, and SK()PpLd usin our tracks, : i
the girls and me as well as the other boys! One of the boys, Andy, 1 0 ¢ breakthroughs; but: alsc
think it was, was comcmpmous: ‘women aren’t mayors or bovcn\qrs or ey
senators or presidents! Yes, the children nodded; Bll_(; then one of the i
girls, Francie, said that ‘we’ aren’t only alking about politicians, She'd !

| 'opinion, -of. m.xybg even give an example of moral leadership, some
! Thc best monicnts in tcachmg are when ynu slnrc an :mccdon:

time whcu she ngularly revisited
‘umm ‘the s even

the. fnr[una of i ummmncn of

will, ofin;,cnuit'y ‘:md inip‘ u fac: she was often inclined to

mu.! to be 2 success as a fnll—
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ited examination of a substantial, even crucial subject matter, and she
had,in turn, knowingly negotiated the class’s transition from that lively
session to one in which a more dry, more pedestrian obligation (that of
working well with multiplication and long division) had been ful-
filled—yet, at four-thirty or s, cven with the boost that strong tea can
supply, she had felt strongly dispirited. She could have said fhis; she
might have pointed out that. She had a chance to scize a favorable mo-
ment, and she had flubbed it, retreated into the safety of a regimen.
Why? Worsc, she had, thereby, taught the children something—that a
teacher could stir them to contemplation on a moral matter (who leads
whom, in what way, to what effect), but herself’ abstain from teaching
by example, “1 could have brought that ‘symposium’ we had down
from the clouds of speculation to the earth of our city here, New Or-
leans™—her way of summarizing her self-critical afterthoughts,

The next day she woke up with a resolve, “to regroup™ she would
manage to find time for a remark or two—a time in which she'd “re-
deem™ herself (the use of that word a measure of the almost religious
nature of her sclf-arraignment the previous afternoon). Just before a
“time-out” period, a fiftcen-minute spell in which the students weic
encouraged to do free reading, or catch up on their schoolwork, she
asked for the class's attention. Somewhat dramatically she once again

approached the blackboard, wrote those two words, “moral leader,” on
it, this time underlined them, put the chalk down, and launched on her
statement, whose content she’d mulled over non: stop after waking carly
that morning: “I cleared my voice and told the class I wanted to ‘pick

up from where we left off yesterday.” They were listening carcfully, 1

could sce right away. None of that half-dazed look you sce when you

try*to get them to spell ‘enough’ correctly, and you can sce on their
faces the word itself: enough? 1 told them I'd been thinking about what
we’d all said, and that I wished Fd said “a litle something’ myself. Then

1 told them that maybe I didn’c [say anything] because I needed to stop

and think. I said it’s like that sometimes, I'll bet, with our ‘moral lead-

ers’: they have to weigh all the choices, and try to predict, in their
minds, what will be the outcome, if they go in this direction, or in an-
other direction. Then I said I wanted to tlk about “the here and now." I

Lives of Moral Ll’{l(/(ﬂ'lll:p <93

said we've got a ‘big crisis’ right in our city of New Orleans, with the
Negro children coming into the schools, to be in classroors *with all
the other children,” that’s how I worded it. [ said, ‘you know, citizen-
ship is our birthright.’ I explained that a citizen is a citizen—that’s what
the Supreme Court is trying to tell us!’

“Well, I'm giving a digest, a summary of my ‘oration.’ I remember
translating Cicero's ‘orations’ when I was in high school, and I think all
I'nceded was to be wearing a toga to qualify as one of those ‘senatores’
Cicero was trying to persuade, [ supposc you could argue that e was a
‘moral leader’! Anyway, it was a beginning for me: [ told the children, I
got the point across, somehow, that I thought we had to be on the look-
out for ways to be moral leaders ourselves, not just students who discussed
moral leaders or moral leadership! I told them that ‘history isn’t only
some subject you study in the fifth grade, or the eighth grade, or when
you're a senior in high school, or in college—it’s something happening
right before your eyes; it's what the newspapers are recording, and it’s what
you're seeing on the TV’ 1 mean, that’s obvious, but I needed to say it
and I nceded to get specific—to remind those children that a few other
children, only three or four years younger than they were (those first
graders a bit across the city from them), were ‘making history’; and
then 1added (I said it): ‘maybe they will go down in history as'moral-
leaders, who helped our city of New Orleans become a better city:¥'1 /,'
quickly added, ‘a fairer city’ I could see when I used that word that it
struck a bell—but I needed to do more explaining. So I went into an-
other mini-oration on ‘fairness,’ what it is, what it means, how we've
got to work all the time so that people are fair to other people. Of
course, even as I spoke, I wondered if some of the kids were thinking I
was being fair or unfair in the way I was talking about our school de-
segregation struggle!™ :

In fact, even by her account (she ‘was always tempted to find faule
with herself) those boys and girls had responded quite favorably to her
talk, universally so, she had to admit. She resorted to musical imagery
atone moment—she had sung an aria; and the audience had been thor-
oughly won over. She was sure, however, that there were, substantively
spcakéng, more than a few 'fllflysaycrs."‘witll “boos™ in their hearts, no

oral leadership
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matter their apparent assent to her “performance.
was what, ifanything, further to do? She v.
had plans to proceed, to keep bringing up
gation, of Negroes and their position in ¢
mention that of the South, including Loui
she fele Jjumpy,

" The question now
acillated: one moment she
he issue of school desegre-
our nation’s history, not to
siana; but the next moment
fainthearted, even panicky. She feared she would be
called to the principal’s office; she would be told she

had lost her job,
she would become the subject of “

those investigations™ by one of
“those Louisiana politicians™ who rep
in the state legislature, More significant, she feared that she'd be called
on the carpet by the parents of some of her schoolchildren—that aboy
oragirl would tell his or her parents that Miss Vi

she shouldn't say, that she was causing some of hy
hension, prompting irc and outrage in them. Sh
most of the parents of the children in her class b
the rights of Negroes, cven as she knew
brother and her various relativ

er class anxicty, appre=
i knew, after all, what

what her own parents and her

s on both sides of her family firmly be-
lieved. In her more tremulou

needlessly stubborn; persistent “troublemaker™ who had in her a large

self-righteous streak. At those moments she posed: (maybe, hurled)
questions at herscif: why was she sticking with p
idea™ Why did she fecl it necessary
dren about her own social concerns, political values, race-connected
worries? Why had she been so “emotional” that first time—and there-
aftter, as well? Three weeks after that “outburst™ (one

her “Ciceronian oration”) she was still “plugging” the same wne: “my

tolerance song.” So doing, had she “taken possession” of the class, de--

nied dissent to it in the interest ofa
nicd expression, freedom to others?

Still, she kept up her self-allowted fifteen or twenty minutes of free-
for-all—=scrious palaver,” she called it. She taught the children that lat-
ter word, its meaning and spelling both. She kepr using that word, a
slightly offhand, cven pejorative one, with reference to what she, at
other moments, called their “morning gabs,” that phrase casual but not

critical. She gave voice, on certain days, to opinions and attitudes other

resented “the segregationiist bloe™ -

ogel was saying things.

elicved with respect to

.- things.” Noone lost sight of that phrase *
Is times she was ready to call herself a

- groes;

“this moral leadership- .

to be so forthcoming with the chil- - - onciliation, “proposed “learning w]

name she gave for

stern disapproval of those who de- - -
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than her OWn, a running dialogue, as it were,

ments as she had heard them
didn’t take

if not a recitation of argu-

+and now, was trying to articulate them. It
long for the children to join her, and

(been taught to) believe, but what they fele
to be “the other side.” That was the phrase they all used when they

“switchied,” tried o guess how “others,” holding ideas different from
(adverse to) their own, would have their say. For Miss Vogel, anxious to
conceptualize, occasionally, for the class, this was a “dcbate within our-
selves™ as well as a chance to speak openly about one’s beliefs,

For a school year; then—the same one
sional control of certain’ New
-dared enter two once all-white

in which mobs took occa-
Orleans streets and four Negro girls

clemientary schools—slightly older chil-
- dren in another élcmcnmry school in that

-tried.to figure out what was ha
came: known {0 ‘some of the

old, cosmopolitan port city
ppening. The time spent, the topic, be-
children as “palaver about plenty of
moral leader,” or “moral lead-
anxious to teach about “Ne-
to them,” and others, less

talking about what's going ont in Louisiana,” Once Bev-
“erly, alwags the r

~ership: -Suin_c described Elaine Vogel as

and all that's been done wrong
spécifically, a3

aster at verbal enunciation and negotiation and rec-
hat’s wrong in Louisiana™—and
hastcn,cd'to_ remind all her listencrs tha such a description could be
“anyone’s,” that is, applicd as that phrase fits the mind of the person in
question. Such a spaciousness of thinking, such an ambiguity and sub-
tlety of conceptualization, struck everyone, and especially the teacher,
as appropriate, desirable, They all were learning precisely that—what
others thought was wrong, what they thought was wrong; and, too,
what might be, what would be, very much worth lmﬁpcning. Elaine
Vogel's minicourse in “moral leadership” had, in its realization and fur-
therance, become itself an act of collective moral lcadmhip‘

a witness
to it: dozens of worries and

ideals and frustrations and fears and ex-

cuses given air, and not rarely, a moment of agreement—that, for in-

stance, “there’s change ahead for us,

whether you like it or not,” as
Beverly and others put it, and that beir

3 e case, “you need to be a step

l leadership
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ahead of trouble, if you can.” The latter was tendered by Beverly as the

essence of her definition of the “moral leader™ “the person who is

looking ahead, to prevent trouble, even if it causes you a lot of trouble

when you do try to look ahead and spare everyone getting into hot, hot
water,” to which a teacher said “Amen,” and with her all factiotis in this
fifth-grade seminar on ethical reflection as it pertains to one’s authority
as a citizen or government official. ‘

3. DONITA GAINES AND RALPH McGILL:
WRITERS AS MORAL LEADERS

n 1961 Janc and 1 moved from New Orleans to Adanta. High school :

desegregation had begun there, and the office of the Student Non-
violent Coordinating Committee was located there, We felt it was
more important for us, then, to commute from Atlnta to New Or-
leans than thic other way around. The ten high-schoolers who desegre-
gated Henry Grady High, Northside High,-Murphy High, and Brown
High told us a lot about what leadership meant—there were no riots to
confront, but plenty of resentment, rancor, whispered threats-in hall-
ways, on stcps, in the streets. “Atlanta is‘a city of-law and order,™ its
mayor, William Hartsficld, had proclaimed, and so it:was—yet when
Lawrence Jefferson (one of two African-American students who cn-
tered Henry Grady High in 1961) walked from class to class he heard
insults, found spitballs sent his way, and had no friends coming to his
side. Many times he told me he wanted to “pull out,” end the constant
tension he experienced; but he knew the practical and symbolic signif-
icance of his effort, and so he quietly persisted. His was a calm sto~
icism, occasionally im(:m.lpmd' by bouts” of moodiness. On those
occasions he mocked his white classmates—their haughtiness or cal-
lousness: “The-more uppity they get, the more pathetic they are! They
all talk about going to church on Sunday—I wonder what G(;d thinks

of the way they act in school, Monday through Friday!” Every ‘once in.

a while he told God what hie thought of some of his classmates—buit he
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also told God (and his folks and his sister and his cluldhood friends)
that “no way™ he'd let them get the beteer of him.
Not so with Donita Gaines—she was one of two of her race to enter
previously all-white Brown High School in 1961, and rather soon she
| found the behavior of her fellow students “a terrible drain.” She was
especially upset by the snide looks and comments of certain “cracker
girls,” she called tiem, with the undisguised, retaliatory anger in her
vaice meant to accompany the words she used. After three months of
day-to-day isolation, loneliness, and countless moments of alarm (off-
hand warnings of danger that would come upon her) she decided to
call it quits. Her father, a postal worker, tricd hard to dissuade her, but
she had had enough. I heard from her a searing indictment of young
parochialism, smugness, inscnsitivity (not to mention racism), and
finally, T heard: from her this sclf-rebuke: “Maybe if I was stronger, |
could just hold out. But I'm not meant for ‘this! Some people are, I
know: I admire them. But not me—I rold the [NAACP] lawyer, I made
a2 mistake [agrecing to be one of the pioncers in school descgrega-
tion]—I'm not a leader. [ like my privacy. If you're going to be a leader,
and do what's not been done before, you're going to be on display, all
the time. That's not for.me, Everyone tells me I'm ‘doing good’—they
mean I'm adjusting to all the trouble 1 go through-at school; and they
tellme I'm ‘doing good” because I'm ‘leading our people.” But I have '
nightmares all the time: it's the same thing—I wake up and I can re-
"member that I was in a building, and there were a lot of people, and
they were making fun of ‘me, calling me *coon-girlic’ [she had heard
such comments at school}, and so I see an elevator door open, and I
irush in, and the door closes, and Frm alone, and the elevator is going
| down, but it’s very fast, and I'm afraid it's gone out of control, and ic’ll
crash, and I'm looking at the switches and buttons to sce if there’s any-
way to stop it—and that’s when 1 wake up, and it takes me a few sec-
onds to realize that I'm in my bed, at home, and not in:that horrible

place in my dream.”
She needed  no .h:.lp from Jllyonc about the meaning of that

dream—its implications for her were obvious and portentously telling.
One x(l_gorning she balked, announced tofier stepmother and facher that
&) A

| leadership
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she wanted “3 day off.” Was she sick? No, not sick—ly
tired. Encouragement by her parents meant litde to her, Indeed, she!
became morose as they tried to boost her spirits, Finally, they relented,
reversed themselves, told her to take a day, even two days oft_such o
respite would be good for her. She did take those two days off, and
when they were over, she wanted two more—and by then jt was clear,
too, that she had no desire to return o Brown High School, ever,

In no time, the newspapers and television stations had caught wind
of what was happening, that one of the two students a Brown High,
one of the handful of African-American students whose assertion of
their constitutional rights was (to quote Atlanta's mayor again) “chang-
ing the face of Georgia and the South,” had for some reason decided 1o
quit, give up a fight that seemingly, by then, had been securely won,

It was then thar my name first came to the attention of newspaper

and television reporters. They had flocked to the Gaincs residence and
tricd with all their might to learn Donita’s reasons for pulling out of
the desegregation strugele. The family fought hard for jts privacy, kept
saying the same thing, that it was “best” for Donita that she return to
her “old school.” The firmer the resistance to self-disclosure on the
part of Donita and her folks, the more persistently inquisitive the jour-
nalists became. E\:cntually Donita’s father mentioned that she was sees
inga psychiatrist. She most certainly had been “seeing” one: Jane and
regularly visited her home (twice a week), as we did the homes of other
African-American youths attending those four Atlanta schools, and as
we did the homes of some white students in their classes: we were in
the midst of a rescarch Project thar, in Atlanta, was sponsored by the
Southern Regional Council,'a group of *white and Negro citizens” in-
terésted in furthering “interracial undersanding and progress.” The
council maintained close connection with journalists from all over the
country, and especially, of course, the South. With Donita’s decision a
front-page story in the Adanta papers, and elsewhere across Georgia
and its neighboring states, Jane and 1 soon enough had oiir own prob-
lem with the press: what to say—both in connection with Donita and
with respect to the overall work we had heretofore been doing in wel-
come privacy.

ut rather, sick and |

Return now
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rctused to talk wich anyone until  had spoken atgreat length with
Donita and her parents, Lasked Donita whether [ shoy
reporters, and if's0, what 1 should say. Her response
A comment as I'd heard i the months I'd known her: “You've got to
say something. Fve learned that! When all of this 8ot going none of ys
realized we weren’t just going to be high-school kids anymore. We've
been on 3 stage. We've been up there, for folks o come and look at;
that's the Purpose: to show the whole world how it’s changed, here in
Adanta, The Negro people are standing up for their rights, and the
whites are saying ‘Okay, okay, we'll let you come be with us, but we
won't welcome you, mind you, and we do

ild mectwith the
Was as interesting

n't want you near us, not as
our cquals, only looking after us, picking up after us.’ ‘Sure,’ they're
(clléng us, ‘if you keep getting the governmen up in Washington after
us, we'll give a litle ground, but we'll make you pay for it, cach one of
you.! :

fl've heard them ralk Jike that—no exaggerating! “We'll make the
goddamn niggers pay for this integration, boy will we!” Tha's what |

heard,'in the vomen's room, not the men’s room! They have filthy

mouﬁxs, those honey-blond ones!” Abruptly, a pause, then an apology,
‘ﬁ)l‘lg)\vr:d‘ by a recommendation: “I'm sorry. I shouldn’t talk like thae!
That's what happens to you—thar's why I want ont! When you start
\thinlqﬁg and wlking bad, rea] bad—like the people looking down ofy A

1'you and out to get you—then you know well, *furll welp my daddy says,

|\ that you're in deep, deep trouble. Iv's then that you need to figure

things 'out. Are you ready to stick through it, or are you.down to the
bottom of the barrel, your strength all gone from you? For me, the an-

really honest—it’s hard fo be honest-Pm not as idealistic s I should
be. If I was idealistic, reaify idealist; I'd stick with this bazte. That's
what our minister calls it, a baetle. But 'm not 3 civil rights person. My
daddy isn'e, cither; nor anyone in ouryfmnily. We sort of got caught in
all this! They asked Daddy-(hpf said he had 4 good federal govern-
ment job, 50 no one conld ‘get” him, he was safe; and they péun)|i§n«i,
they said it would be all right, and I'd geta scholarship to college, for
sure, :‘x_nd it would be a big feather in my cap. You'll be a hero,’ they

al leadership
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said. You'll be a leader, doing good, doing the hc[s‘l, ih ) ‘l\‘)f_élll;. best,
| for your people,” they [the NAACP folks] said. They said they'd get
me a dress, or two or three, if I necded more. Tdidi’ really need new
dresses, but a lady came over, and she said she wanted to do sommcthing
for all of us, the ‘pioneers,” and couldn’s she jist buy me a dress, and |
{ said sure, all right, and Daddy said it would B«!jﬁélping her; because she
was one of the first colored, the first Negrozs.
: | and now there’s another war to be fought,

getto vote in this city,
she says, more battles, and

| P'm one of the ‘generals™ T didn’t know any girl, any woman, has ever
“ | been a ‘gencral’—but that was fine with me. T mean. 1 knew I wasn’t
Ha what she was building mc up to be—some boss, someone at the head
“”] of the class. They said in church we kids doing the school integration

I'd have had me a belly laugh over that one~maybe for some of us
} maybe, but not for-me, it isn’t meantfor me!”. - =
1] I wasn't sure why she so msis(gmly ,_g:'(cludcd ljéiscl_f fromy th
i morally elevated company to which others belicved she belonged. Sh
| replied that she knew herself well~that was why. T asked her, agai
whether 1 ought respond to the numerons requests coming miy \\';})r ‘
with respect to her and her reported withdrawal from Brown High
School, her supposed (and Pproposed) return to an “all-Negro institu-
tion.” Her instructions were clear, forceful, relatively terse: “You can
tell them the truth. You can say Donita thought she’d better leave that
school, because it was all to0 much—she felt she'd be happier wi

here

she was than where she is now. That's what T've decided—that 1 coirld

stick it out, but T don’t want to,-and that I think they made a' mistake
when they picked me: 1 like the company of: people, ity friends. I'm |
not the person to bite my tonguc and be alone and be a leader. I'm'not
the person to be out front. [ can’t "lead’ those white kids—to be better,

10 behave themselves as Jesus would want them to, so I'll g0 to a place
where I can try to ‘lead’ mys

elf—to find what's good and what's right
in life.”

In fact I said very little 1o the
obvious: Donita Gaines had fele
80ing 1o school, and so she concl

reporters—other than to indicate the
uncomfortable where she had been

uded, after much reflection, that she

are ‘moral examples.” [ looked at Daddy and smiled. If we was at home, i

1 witness of sorts for a white southern lady:

‘Jr?\!ll‘l\l‘:y:l‘t‘lk‘l me, but not during our conversations. Amidst heavy press
coverage, including editorial comment from The Atlanta Constitution,
the ¢ity’s major newspaper, Doniea did, indeed, “bow out™—and re-
fused any interviews or opportunitics to make statements on the tele-
phane, m"thmugh intermediarics. Her father said that she had made
her! decision for “personal reasons,” and that was thar. Mecanwhile, a
numiber of reporters were trying to learn whether this attractive, intel-
ligent young lady had been “driven” from her new school by an unfa-

vorable set of circumstances. Interviews with students at the school

twld litle—and Donita’s one African-American fellow - student,
Madeleine Nix, was steadfastly unforthcoming. At the same time, stu-
A ‘n}cm activists in the civil rights movement (in SNCC and CORE and
!'Dr. King's SCLC) began :Lskingg publicly whether there wasn’t sorc-
hing inherently and outrageously wrong in sending one or two black:

“ {ﬂ;gn the word) students into what James Forman, the head o£SNCGC,

j‘aql]i-d “ascaof unwelcoming whites.” It was then, against sucha back-
»gjaund,'.thdt 1 received in the same week a telephone call from Ralph
IMeGill, editor of The Attanta Constirution’ (his front-page-lefe colamn
an seven days a week in the papcr} and a letter from Lillian Smith, the

1 distinguished writer, whose' fovil Strange Friit and ‘nonfiction book X

Killers of the Dream had been an extraordinary and personally dangcruli,

>
in both volumes she probes

the psychology of racist h.m:'m;ﬁl‘uchfngl)'—'nnd she did so(in the

19405) when segregation ruled Wwithout any
litical challenge in the univ . Hev
the state legislature, alld yes;
It turned out that Ral i
Gaines and her v:xpgﬁcncc
been able to learn, He. was;
Regional Council! and throu
I were doing, evenas we s
saying that Donita did n D
afflicted with any ‘medical condition
fmm(!_lim: would I be|willing

real social, cultural, or po-
, never mind the newspapers, radio,

gregation than his reporters had
arious'members of the Southern

{
thidin l‘l.\m‘i.ledrned of the work Jane and
ed in several published stories as
sychiatric breakdown”™ and was not
1" One morning I received a call
t.¢ome dver to the newspaper, discuss

oral leadership
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what he called “this latest tum” in the unfolding and quite tense effore W’“‘m 5()ll(lrcr(lurs i (‘(v{rxc 0 meetin SNCC neetings; Bob Zellner,
at desegregation? Yes, for sure—and two days later 1 was in his office for instarice, who cate from Alabam, and didn'e €VCE, to ty car, get
He was then in his sixtics, had seen a lot happen; he was called “Mr, - Galled M.r, ch”ncr. and ev “paced” his expressed disapproval of scg-
McGill" by everyone in Adanta, he was a big emincnce for-th it c'iw’s - regation inall its forms, no matter the consequences for him (repeated
privileged people; indeed, for many he was "Mr.’,/\dal;(a,;’tliouéﬁ o arrests, jailings). I' was getting ;cady ta leave—; spell of silence had

many others a “nigger-lover.” a “commic,” tlic swyeirwar dstin pourcd - - fallen on this newspaper office. Then a shift in Mr. McGill's manner

out of the' mouths of frightencd, confiised, ehraged, and \%xln'em[ﬂc © o and alk, both: He goe P Went 0. filing cabiner, opened It, rum-

maged throngh abviously packed stacks of folders; pulled out some,
brought ther back 1o his desk, examined thens, then started sharing
their contents with me. Here were fetters of dpproval and disapproval,
messages of gratitude and contempt, expressions of loyalty and out-
right hate, promises of remembrance ("l will never forget what you
wrote'.. ") and ehreats of confrontation; even murder (“You just waie
wntil .- "), Fwas sertick by how familiar he was with these many lereers,
Dow hiey sil] commanded his reflective interest. 1 was also. struck by
thinking in other ways: “You dori't hector a classroom® the wiy he sed the leteers: they affected him deeply, and he took them
ber that comment because the word “hector” was g)é@:§i0ﬁj|i§ 1 usly. He told me that h\C' tried to answer every letrer sent him,
my dad but no one else | knew. My, McGill explained anc-truisiii wail; “-o o ihose of approval and thos.of disagreement or condemnation—and
; : o that ashe wrote he thought of those whohad written to him: 2 writer

{ people (some of whom, by then, | had come’toknow-in theeon
my research). We talked about lis daily catur

| “educate” his readers. t coming back ro

that when he sat down avhis typewriet he

imagined a classroom, witl

| asked himself: “What is the Jes:
and how should 1 say it so that 1l be-give;

| those thousands and ‘thousands of readerss™ He »pu'rsu

ung'péople s
son of the

very serious

another: “Pacing mmcrs"—anc! 1 began to realize, as he talked, that he -

had been trying for years 1o change the moral and racal clitnaie HAG. T vory iouch aware of his readers, a writer handing them along, address-
lanuaa through his columns, always u‘s’mi’ng back to. the subject, yet:, - ing '}’ef’?' giving voice to their concerns.The only exception were leg-
doing so ina way that didn’t exhaust the patience of his-readers: Anz o ters ) written - by obviously\ disturbed: peaple,” whose writing s
other of his truisms: “You don'c overdo yotir stay"—and he'Jet me .. incoherent: “I'm no psychiatrist, but. over 'the ‘years I've learned to
know that he quite consciously controlled the. ﬁ'Lj;;um.\cy; of his refer- - -make a diagnosis of ‘insanity’ or ‘psyctios 51 get letters that are impos-
ences to racial tensions 50 that ilq'd_c‘bmi;uu; w have somie “credibility™ " sible to understand—those [ throw oue.” Not o long out of my psy-
with his readers, hEnE il R R 5 T EN chiatric residency then, { ook special note, dfwhql he said. I'd worked

with schizophrenic ‘patients but hadive read any. of their letters—
hadn't, aceually, realized that the incohcrence, the jumbled thinking

Writers and Readers, Leaders apd Follotvers & that I heard in those clinical encoimters'could also be shared with
A X strangers on paper, \ ¥
With that word he saw on my face a frown that I didn’t know pd The matter of “craziness,” in fact, very much interested Mr. McGill,
shown. Then he got me consciously annoyed when he asked me where He spoke at length not about the craziness of particular “mental pa-
I'd grown up, how long I'd been “down Souch.” He also asked me how - tients,” bue thae of society—*thase times,” he put it, “when people are
old I was and where I'd gone to school. I recal) thinking that this en- encouraged to get oue of control,” to do “wild or wicked things™ that

counter was not going well at all—] remember, too, thinking of some are “yery destructive.” He broughe up Adolf Hitler—it was only fiftcen

al leadership *
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Or s0 years after Hitler's swicide in his Berlin bunker in 1945,
I think of him, psychiatrically? He
derer—that was what 1 thought of
for the psyc

What did
was an evil monster, a mass mur.
him; and I made clear my distastc
hiatric classification of public figures like Hitler and Stalin,
whom I'wanted ta regard morally. Yes, Mr. McGill saw my point, but
he did think those two were “sick” in the “ordinary, commonsense™
ated hater, the other a “paranoid
manipulator™ who truisted no one and pPlayed everyorie against the
other. Moreover, he reminded me, both of them were “leaders, heads
of state, dictators ‘who ruled millions™—so, what to make of that? |
pointed out, unremarkably, that they were epit leaders—and he said yes,
but he thought that each of them “reflected” the psychology of “plenty
of their followers.” At that point I took strong issue—said [ thought the
word “ma{xipulnlc" should be substituted for “reflect.” No, he wasn't at
all sure that would do—there’s a Jot of “real craziness™ out there, and
certain leaders, he fel, “give voice to it.
abatch of letters that were comprehensi

version of sickness: onc 1 rabid, agit.

" He handed over to me, agin,
ble, or full of intensely felt hate
or envy or both, and he said that his mail, constantly

heavy with such
stuff, was surely

amere “drop in the bucket™ there are “ten or twenty,”

he ventured, “potential letters™ at least, of a similar
he received. 1'wasn’t in the mood. it seemed, to go
that even if his statistics were correct, that hardly made for a majority of
Georgia’s population. Letter writers aren’t to be equated with eve
one—they aren’t Emerson'
he'd been

volume

hature for every on¢
along. I pointed out

ry-
s “representative” citizens. He disagreed—
“in_the. business” long enough to know
of mail he received meant with respect to publ,
open up but two or three
what's out there.”

what the high
ic opinion: “I'll
letters, only two or three, and I can sense

We were obviously talking about the

relationship between various
kinds of leaders and their follows

ors; be they voters, readc{x. students,
or in the case of young' Hitler ,aud‘ynung *S(alin.y.irq' members.
McGill, the veteran journalist, saw the Jeader :\.\"wlilconc who “picked
up on” (his phrase) “what was our there™
using), even as he regarded himself as a teach
“of what was out there,

(anothir phrase he kept
er who had a sense, again,
" and was trying through words to “address” it,

oral leadership
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upon his words cvery

concluded who he wa
description, “a large
and racial views. He w;
or teaching them. As for others, he |
that he worried aborst “preaching
that clearly crossed his mind rather often:
tion, and the better-known you are,
place].”

tain”; and he
plexity, an inconsistency, a contradiction,
and ideals, of “thousands”
nary folks,” as “torn” by

© inneed of “whatever help they can getin
gard, he réminded me,
“therapist™; the same holds, naturally,
truism: “People took to others for hel,
do with all the ideas that ¢€ross their m
before he wrote cerain columns,
tain people whosc}caétions and op
too, he claimed; “smu'(kl:ﬁ)rk others™
nessmen, educators, c)ergynicn, p
and of course, various pijlic offici
1€ I'm not sur¢ where I'm hoping
I'll put ont lots of calls for help-_I'|
I'sat there ‘Ijliﬂkl’n;;\how morall;
end up bcil;l, o
my face. He patiently began o
cian with no cxpcriélrcé, illenx,
run—the way the
officials (the editors, the. publishers) “stay in touch.
I nowknow. But in his office, Iwas leariing a good deal about leader-

Lives of Moral Leadership - 195

another word he favored, | wasn

‘t sure what that last word entailed:
low did he address the

wide spectrum of readers whosc cyes happened
day? After all, by now most of them had likely
s, what his values and beliefs were,

By his own
number.” alas, tossed him aside,

scorned his social
g them, not reaching
himself had said to me a¢ one point
to the converted,” another truism

as enraging them, inflamin,

“[Todosois] a great tcmpta-
the greater the risk [of that taking
Still, there were “plenty of people,” he insisted, who were “uncer-
pushed the psychological matter hard, asserted a com-
, even, in the minds, the valyes
of his readers, whom he described as “ordi-
their “mixed feclings” and therefore as much
sorting things out.” I that re-
2 hewspaper. editorialist or columnist can be 2
for politicians. Then one more
p in knowing what they should
inds.” Why, he himself did 50—
he picked up the phone, dialed cer- _
inions mattered a lot to him. They,

—he mentioned, in example, busi-
rolessional people; working people,
als, not to mention other journalists:

to end up on a subject, that’s when
I sound them out.”

) dangerous such an .JppI'UJdI could
fiskinct ethics. He must hav

e seen the smugness in
xphain o a thirty-two-year-old physi-
of journalism or politics, how a city is
mayor and the business owners and the newspaper

" Of course they do,
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ship as it gets exerted (and 1 was learning a good deal about my own ig-
norance, too). He enjoyed explaining all of that to me—1I now tealized
that he recognized right off my naiveté, understood that [ was, actually, |
4 stand-in for many of his readers. After about fifteen minutes of such
explication, and a few questions about Donita that he had forgotten to
put to me; he suggested that we meet again, this time for lunch, at a
place’ called the Capital City Club. *You'll need a coat and tie, and

slightly more formal pants,” he told me, looking at my khaki

is and open
shirt. !

'We had several of those lunches, and Mr. McGill also allowed me to
tape.two of our talks in his office (where, well-fed, indeed, we repaired
after the glamour of those times at “the Club”). I'd never been in such
aplace, and told him so. He laughed, made me feel comfortable by let-
ting me know that he'd never been in a psychiatric hospital, or “in the
homes of the kind of Negro folks you're visiting hiere in this city.” He
saw that once I saw that club, saw and hieard him saying hello to various
big shots—got from him an‘informal résumé, of a kind—1 didn't need
any formal lectures on upper-class urban sociology, on wealth and in-

fluence and how they bear not only on business and politics (and-yes,

university life) but on the very people I was getting 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 Donita
Gaines had recently gone to sehiool. In one of our postprandial conver-
sations, he told mcffhis—gayc me information-that was no secret, of
course, but nc\*cr'qﬁim'pm t’nh@'afd;l'b»tlitvti.\, ‘quiteé the way he did
then: “What you saw in New Orleans [during the school desegregation
crisis of 1960] with your own ¢

thic mohs-t}‘m turned that city up-
side down for a while—we saw vp hcrp' [in-Atlanta] on our television
sets, and read about in the-papers. By ‘we' I mean ouf business and po-
litical leaders. The mayor called mi¢ up and said, ‘A sure way 10 min a
city!” He added, “We're trying o inake Atlanta a business hub, and
street riots will tear down everything we've, done—stop us. in"our
tracks!” Yes, sir,’ was my answer! Sy

“Itdidn’t take us long to get going on a plan to avoid what had hap-
pened in Little Rock and New Orleans. We talked with the leadérs of

Return now
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i |
the citythe heads of the banks and the stores and the companies and
the universities and the church people (they're very importarity and the
professional groups: 1 knew all those folks, but it was
first touching base with them, and then pulling
a quict w

a real education,
them together—but in
We didn't want to scem to be running things—people
don’t want orders coming down to them from some ‘group’ up there
on top of some skyscraper building! We had public refations people ad-
vising us and we had ‘lines” out to the governor,

the state people, and to
‘the Feds.” I was in constant touch with Robert Kennedy and the people

around him, the attorney general. The Kennedy administration really
wanted this thing [school desegregation] to work, work w

ithout vio-
lence, and that makes a difference: when there

are clear signals coming
from political leaders up there, telling you what'they want and what

they'll do to achieve what they want—well, it makes a big difference.
' We came up with that slogan, A City Too Busy to Hate, and that said it

" all-—the message was there, plain and simple: you'll hold on to your
' joby, 'or you'll get a job or you'll get a better job than you have, if you

Just let this go through without creating an uproar. Hey, it’s the law of
the land; you live in America, and the law rules here, so let it be and
‘cbunt your blessings—that you're making a living and things are going

; good in the ccaniomy, 5o you'll kceﬁ making a living. That was the mes-
sage, rock-bottom.” il &
.+ 1 wondered aloud whether there was any disagreement voiced dur-
ing the various meetings he described with “groups of important
‘people.” No, not really—though ‘some did express “moral reserva-
tions™ about a “pitch” that was so blatantly economic, when in fact the
“real issuc” was “right versus wrang.” One minister, Frank Ross, who
was 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 “intelligence of the ordinary person™
was being “insulted” by what he regarded as a “campaign aimed ac the
stomach,” when'it's “the head and the. heare thac are the issue here.”
Mr. McGill, himself an Episcopal layman  (he attended St. Philip’s
Church, farther up Peachtree Street in a well-to-do suburban area) ad-

miltcdcln being touched by that renionstrance—yet he was *a practical
)

ral leadership
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moral side to all this, and Lord, 1 agreed then and T still dn Bu It ¢ hat) s ‘

the bottom-line question we were trying to answer ‘hnw o'y you lead 4
troubled and divided city so that you avoid violence md adeteriortion
of the social order? How do you help change to take; phcc»—s cial and
racial change? How do you lead people—so that you're doing good for
them, forall of us as a city, and you're also just plain doing gond? Those
aren’t questions you answer by looking them up in'some textbook! T'm
not even sure you find the answers. the gpecific answers to theni in the
Bible—general principles, ves, but in the here and now of this daily
life, you've got'to improvise and plan and think ahead and ealculate and
{ sce if you can be pragmatic while still Lupmg your eve on \vlm you're
| wying to do:and where you're trying to go.”

There he stopped, lowered his head, and stared at lhc floor for a sec-
ond or twwo. When his eyes were: back: at ‘a harizontal level, a smile
crossed his face, and he extended his right arm as if e were surveying
a countryside, or maybe preparing a listening audience for a pro-
nouncement—and then these words: “I don't believe that ‘might
makes right,’ or that jobs are the only thing. Hell, I've lived long
enough to see Hitler give the German people plenty of Jjobs—and a
bellyful ofhate. I've told the ministers and the teachers, both white aud
Negro: let’s just get us all through this crisis and avoid ‘violence, and
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 city 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 s, That's when one of
the ministers answered for him: ‘A change (of our thinking, our as-
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 10 what they believe—you're lucky if you can nudge them away,
and sometimes the only way, or the best way, is to remind them of what

\M

‘\“U\\H
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they want, and remind them that you can’t have everything, and you
lave t rake your accommiodations in this life. That's what leadership

is often Jbum—rcnumlmg people of ‘the facts of life,’ and trying to
make sufe you strike e

b st deal for the most people.

“That's' bcmguhlcﬂ 1'd say—an ethrical kind of leadership: let's get
on with being an evpmdmgv prosperous city, and stop this mean, bad-
mouthing behavior between the races!”

Now hclwa g right at‘me, his eyes fixed on mine. I blinked,
and for a sécond Ibecame the one looking at the floor. T said nothing, T
thoughz [;Jmuld n r)d-«xlms what he wanted—but I couldn’t. I half
agreed wnth wlm d heard, was convineed of its shrewd ruth, but jt
also sounded too'neat and pat and self-serving—and I felt in my head
the' pn.suzcc nf'iomc of those civil rights workers I'd been getting o
Ltlow not to mention the children in New Orleans and Atlanta, who
vuc often cn(;ugh‘ hearing plenty of hate, no'matter how “busy” (that
slogan 1), they kept wying to be. I recall looking at my tape recorder,

i thit king of ther kinds of cloguence that had come its way (from those
ot people), and wishing, then and there, by some piece of magic,

|| that those voices would start speaking, loud and clear, so the two of us
linithac place of power would be stopped in our tracks, moved o think
new, prodded to explore different aspects of the moral and social ter-

8 Mr. McGill had Just surveyed with obvious sincerity, no small

amouat of intensity, and for sure, plain old savvy and plenty of practi-
1 calicy.

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

P on a2 mountain in north Georgi. :
Smith, the novel

:in’ Clayton, where Lillian
and 'social essayist, lived amidse the high,

lonely beauty of the pines, and views that carried the eyes across dozens
ufmllts the word “practicality™ was o reeted with outbursts of ap-

oral leadership
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plause. Jane and 1 first went to see Miss Lill—as so many of her friends
called her, and as she tried, unsuccessfully, to get us to address her—at
both her written then spoken invitation. On the phone she suggested
we initially pay her a weekend visit, and she was right: it took some
time, as she had predicted in a long letter to Jane and me, for us, a gen-
cration and more her junior, and Yankees born and bred, to make cer-
tain connections, cven to understand certain assumptions  that
informed her life, as-against the kind we two had lived. She was a great
storyteller, of coursc—and an inventive, industrious cook. By Sunday
afternoon we had “clicked”—and then, more phone conversations,
correspondence, return visits. We read all she’d cver published, the
novels and the essays—with much in them on the subject of race; and
besides, we learned of the price she paid for her unflinching stand, as
far back-as the 1930s, with respect to the desirability, the necessity of
thoroughgoing (as opposed to nominal) integration. Her novel Strange
Fruit carries the matter as far as it can go: a story of miscegenation—
banncd, incidentally, in Boston in 1947, when it was published. Her
house was once burned down by the Klan. She was called “every name
in the book—and then some.” Her life was constantly threatened. But
most painful of all for her, as she looked back at her then fast-
disappearing life (she had cancer and would die in 1966), was the treat-
ment she got at the hands of a host of southern “liberals and
intellectuals.”

Miss Lill could be icily ironic, if not sardonic, as she recalled the way
“moderates” constantly tricd to gauge “how far they could go” in
championing this or that picce of legislation mcant to further racial
“progress.” She was cspecially mindful of certain landmark mo-
ments—for instance, the anti-lynching efforts of the 1930s and 1940s,
or the struggle to extend voting rights to African-Americans. Not that
either of those long-fought battles had been decisively won even in the
carly 1960s, when we met, talked, and exchanged letters. But her mem-
ory was detailed, at times unforgiving, and, for Jane and me, startling in
its factual command, its moral energy, its occasional moral ferocity:
“The Negro people of our South have carried many burdens these past

al leadership
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centurics but none as pointless (if ‘educational’ for anyone interested)
as the so-called moderates, who have always prided themselves (and
gauged themselves!) as one to two millimeters ahcad of the pack in
their sublime and hugely generous ‘tolerance for our fine colored citi-
zens.” Please excuse me if I shock you two with some of the ugly, stock
phrases of the past, the self-congratulatory drivel that passed for
‘progress,’ no less, just a few years ago, and now, too.”

She was a great talker. Sentences poured from her, well-wrought
ories, vehemently or tenderly expressed. She moved effortlessly from
the prophetic to the pastoral, from the abstract (usually psychological
in nature) to the concrete. Slic had been a close friend of the New York
psychoanalyst Lawrence Kubie, and she summoned easily and a touch
pr(;udly at times a learned psychodynamic vocabulary (in 1963, in At-
Janta, a measure of her ititellectiial boldness). I had no great admiration
for that way of putting things; I'd also learned it; and was trying to hold
on to its wisdom but st aside the rcﬁg‘xié; inéanrory use of it that could
so readily deteriorate into a reduictionist jargon. But Miss Lill, with her
vigorously demonstrative manner. of narrative presentation, her astute
eye for the telling moment, her mastery of so’cyinl' detail and, too; histor-
ical backdrop, was psychologically inviting—she had Jane and me at-
tentively awake with her various intcrpretations, explanations, and

* pronouncements. We yearned, at times, for humor—but listen, here /

was one_hell of a courageous southern lady whose talent and cncrgy'
had been expended for decades on behalf of individuals and causes that
other, more “respectable” people had shunned outright or only warily
approached as worthwhile.

As we talked about the children 1 was getting to know in New Or-
leans and Adanta, and their schoolteachers, Miss Lill asked pointed
questions. She was enormously helpful in her conjectures about
Donita Gaines, Donita’s reasons for wanting to “retire from the ring,
stop fighting it all,” to return to an “all-black world.” Miss Lill would
probe psychoanalytically, go back to her youth as “a white southern
lady,” refer to her “suppositions,” and then (once or twice) take note of
the cvident gratitude on Jane’s face or mine—not so much to point

o

o
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something out as to keep an explicit record of where we all were con-
versationally. At one juncture, The Atlanta Constitution came up—a re-
mark by Jane about its influcnee, across the color linie, on the families
we were visiting. Miss Lill nodded and launchied into a discursive, spo-
ken essay on Jjournalism in the pretelevision era, and jts “nervous ac-
commodation” to “monied interests,” a phrase she used repeatedly as
she relayed instance after instance—all the way back to the segregation-
sit Tom Watson's political carcer (just as Elaine Vogel had handed over
Watson's southern political life so regularly and unforgettably-to her
students).

At one point, T lauded Ralph McGill's columns, their clearheaded
decency, their sustained civility and goodness of heart. She froze fora
second. Now it was me who noted her * psychology”—and who was
becoming plain worried that T had said the wrong thing. She gathered
herself together, managed a feint chord of agreement (*I can see how
you'd feel that way®), even went further by acknowledging “McGill's
essential intent” as a spokesman for “law and order.” for “pictics,” she

called them, such as “good hurnan relations,” “a peaceful approach to

racial problems,” “progress for all people of both races.” 5
Vet eventually she launched an across-the-board critique of the very

Journalism she'd just praised, and specifically evoked that phrase

“moral leadership,” which I'd sometimes heard in a New Orleans

classroom: “For years I've heard the same argument—it’s dinning'in

my cars: you can only push so far so fast; you have to be sensitive to the

‘limits ufpbssibility"; you have to couch your message in language that

won't threaten people too much: slow progress is the best kind, be-

cause it really lasts; only a change in the hearts of people will solve this
racial problem—and on and on. Who can really disagrec with all of
that? I'll say it: 1 can—1I feel I must! I've lived long enough to see what
pretended leadership doesn’t do and real moral leadership can accomplish—
and Lhave to say, there’s a big difierence there! Until a moral leader ar-
rives and ‘breaks the mold, every rationalization and excuse, every
*high-octane gas ulk’ (people jaround here call it) scems plausible,
seems absolutely correct. That's the  trouble with  those newspaper
cditorialists—they sit there and gauge, and mcasure, and ealibrate, even
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though they know full well, damn well, what's the right decision—bug
they’re always hemming and hawing, trying to get it just right: thae
means (get it, say it) so that all their ‘constituencies’ clap and clap, and
especially the lmsincsspcoplc‘ who buy those pages of advertisements,
and, of course, the owners, the publishers, who are themselves first and
foremost businessmen. :
*“Ldon’t mean to launch a tirade at businessmen—or at newspaper
people. T guess I'm Just tired of letting their rationales be regarded as
‘the truth,” or what will work, whatis practical, That's what everyone
thinks—until somcone comes along, like those SNCC young people
you're studying, or Dr. King, and says, ‘Hey, no, this just won’t do no
longer! Enough is enough!” Then, you'll notice, everyone goes scurry-
ing to catch up, to adjust their talk to this new ‘reality” You want to hear
something? I was told by a friend of mine who is also a friend of Ralph
McGill's that he said, *Thank God for Lillian Smith!" You know why? [
could make him seem like a moderate! That's what T mean—this craze
for ‘the mean’! The issue-isn’ what’s right, but who's where on some
‘spectrum’—it’s like the blind leading the blind, thac kind of leader-
ship, the leadership of clever, self-serving calculation! :
“Oh, I'm getting on my high horse and preaching (or ranting!). Buc
it's 50 sad to read his columns and know that he's got a ruler, a rich
hoss, sitting righ there beside that typewriter of his, and he’s measur-_-
ing, measuring away, and he’s watching his every word, so he can cover
this base and that base, and come out “all right’ with the people who
‘matter.” Then all of a sudden, out of nowlhere (that’s always how it is,
how it happens!) somcon¢ stands up and says something or does some-
thing—to say can be to do!—and then someone says yes, I'm with you,
and someone else [goes along}, and you know what? The whole cli-
mate changes, the whole ‘reality” that those ‘realists” hold so sacred is
blown away, and they go rushing around to “catch up’—thcy readjust
their slide rules to calibrate this new shape of things! A few folks up
until now dismissed 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!”

[=]
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Unrealistic Visionarics AT AL

“Thank God for the people who help us all o that way—who take th

big chance, who aren’t ‘utilitarian’ and ‘pragmatic,’ but are ‘unrealistic

visionaries.” Once, when he Wwas' trying to be complimentary, ‘M.

McGill called me that [last description]—of course, with: the ‘word':

‘unrealistic’ he was taking a big swipe at some of 116 who have wicd ito
say what we believe is right. And you want to know.somcthiug? Our
foes, the segregationists, they know \\'Iml's'going‘onm—thcy don’t miss
themselves a trick! 1 got into a jaby with one of them in the post office a
year or 50 ago; he said, *Miss Lill, at Teast we know the truth of where
you're at—a lot of people, they're dodging around, and trying to dance
to whatever tune will make them the most dough and get them an in-
vite to the big house on the hillr I've never forgotten that; 1 didn’c have
that tape recorder of: yours around. I didn’t need it! I'can hear his every
word in my head. I don’t want 1o forgetit. | wish Mr. McGill could
hear what that fellow said when he started with his ‘Miss Lill."»
She is, finally, tired. She looks longingly ac an ample couch across
the room, and at her desk, with its inviting stack of papers, books. She
sags a bit in her chair, reaches for a nuteracker amidst a bowl of wal-
nuts, contemplates them, starts her cracking—though she doesn't cat
the “meat” she’s obuained through her concerted, noisy exertions; She
smiles at what she is doing, gives us a knowing, Psychoanalytically in-
formed wink—the satisfaction of getting to the heart of the matter, and
yes, the irony of this affirmation of herself as a “Georgia cracker,” a
term of derision thrown at wgylii,ng people who don’t hold “advanced
views.” i i Vel
She had, carlier on, launched fieo 2 populist critigue’ of those who
claim for themselves “advanced views” but who are, wlieén push comes
to shove, “moral cowards,” so she called them, She was tired of “Emory
cockaail parties™ or “Buckhead [an upper class neighborhood north of
Atlana] smart salons.” She preferred a blunt exchange, such as she de-
scribed taking place in the post office. She'll “take every time” someone.

Return now
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ho's open and clean” with that he or she believes, to someone who
s cvery word,” “snifls the direction of the wind before saying a
dterid™ was near, she knew—and she was, “these days,” re-
arks of decades ago, called “wild” and “loony” and
miles away fromn the mainstream,” and now, very much
conventional.” She hopes, on her “final morning,” she’ll
¢ ably w smiile at that curn of cvcn(#—"right at this time,” though, she
is seill fecling “the emotion of disgust,” strong word, she admits. Bur
then, the imatters she Just mentioned (the way people privately and
publicly come to regard other people, and for which reasons) are “big
moral shadows thar stalk s chrotighout our life,” so she says she has
never wanted to forget: “The price we cair pay for the acceptance, the

approval we/try 50 hard to obain from others—the cost of yearning
every minte, every day, to please,” ¢

No wonder she became, for so many, one of the “big moral shad-
ows™ she mentioned, her life htige lesson to her readers and others

1 who kniew of her—that moral leadership is best exérted in deeds, that ic

can be wndermined by asserted platicudes and pretenses that have no
e

\real conmietion to 2 person’s experiences or daily manner of being. At
G

|t

|| 'even bverbearing in her mix of rightcousness—her psychology perhaps

‘}.\‘xyic‘ and I felt her to be cranky and difficult, all too demanding,

erainder of the vocational hiazards that can accompany a vigorously.
affinmied moral leadership. Yet her poignant, provocative, and pointed

it ts=—about what 3 moralist or 3 moral leader can accomplish

nersand readers (of which she had many during a fong writing

“and lecturing life) inhabited our minds for Jong spells.
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