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nonprofit, publicly supported corpora¬
tion working for progressive change in
the region. In addition to publishing
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(a syndicated newspaper column), the
Institute sponsors a variety of research,
education and organizing programs. At
the center of each is an emphasis on
(1) building effective grassroots organi¬
zations with strong local leadership and
well-informed strategies; (2) providing
the information, ideas and historical
understanding of Southern social strug¬
gles necessary for long-term funda¬
mental change; and (3) nourishing
communication and understanding
among the diverse cultural groups in
the South. Write us for a free brochure
on the Institute’s activities.

Southern Exposure® is published bimonthly
by the Institute for Southern Studies. Sub¬
scription price for one year (six issues) is
$16 for individuals and $20 for libraries and
institutions. Address alleditorialand subscrip¬
tion correspondence to: Southern Exposure,
P.O. Box 531, Durham, NC 27702. Second
class postage is paid at Durham, NC 27702
and at ShawneeMission, Kansas 66202.Copy¬
right©1983, Institute for Southern Studies,
604 W. Chapel Hill St., Durham, NC 27701.
ISSN: 0146: 809X. ISBN: 0-943810-15-9. Post
Office Publication Number: 053470. Issues
are mailed in January, March, May, July, Sep¬
tember and November of each year.

This issue commemorates the tenth anniversary
of the birth of Southern Exposure. You can tell
what kind ofmagazine we’ve been by the collec¬
tion of excerpts gathered here, in alphabetical
order, from the more than 700 articles we’ve
published since May, 1973.

Some of the selections are funny. Some are deadly serious.
Some are filled with numbers. Others are the voices of the plain people

who populate this region and who speak the plain truth.
In ten years, these articles have taught us a great deal about ourselves, our

place on this planet, our past and future, our responsibilities as citizens and as
human beings. Southern Exposure began quite simply as a means for progressive
people across the South to share information so they could think better, act
more effectively, and gain a richer sense of their collective identity and mission
(see page 176). The lessons and emotions and creativity that people have shared
with one another through these pages remain, even after a decade, both inspiring
and instructive; and if you are not already a subscriber, we invite you to join us
now in this ongoing learning-leading-listening exchange.

In ten years much has changed around us, within our sponsoring organiza¬
tion (the Institute for Southern Studies) and in Southern Exposure’s own
format: we now publish six times a year instead of quarterly, and feature a half
dozen regular departments (they appear in abbreviated form at the end of this
issue). But much has also stayed the same, including the magazine’s essential
purpose — and, as we review our history for the symbols of our durability, such
modest fixtures as the red truck.

We’ve never given the red truck a name, nor really paid it much special
attention. It just always seemed to be there, almost from Southern Exposure’s
first days, incredibly reliable, serving as a literal connector of people/ideas/action
and as a silent witness to the stream of characters and adventures that have made
the Institute and the magazine so uncommon.

The red truck has performed more than its share of the grueling chores
associated with this business. In the beginning, it hauled tons ofmagazines home
from our first printer in the north Georgia mountains (a Christian cooperative
that saved us considerable money, though trucking the heavy loads over 300
miles ofhot roads blew outmore than one set of back tires). It shuttled Institute
organizers into such hot spots as Harlan County and Roanoke Rapids, and carried
gangs of protesters to countless picket lines and demonstrations. It squired us in
our various disguises to interviews with bankers and businessman-farmers, and to
raise money wherever it could be found. The soul of discretion, the red truck
escorted more than one staffer on a love-making escapade into the back country.
And it went with the first editor of our newspaper column Facing South to visit
dozens of county weeklies in search of a sale.

The red truck has traveled from San Antonio to New York, Gainesville to
Louisville, putting Southern Exposure into bookstores that later refused new
editions because the old ones hadn’t sold well enough. Somehow we’ve kept
making progress, and putting out new issues, and getting by. And through it all,
the red truck served as a temporary home for assorted dogs and carted loads of
unknown material for wayward visitors, campers and stubborn volunteers who
inevitably locked its shift rods in second gear.

Obviously, the red truck’s days are numbered. But we hope the energy and
spirit of determination that moved this magazine will continue to help Southern
Exposure make the right connections, issue after issue. In the first dozen or so
pages of this anniversary issue, the former editors who created the elan of this
place and space do a little recalling of their own. Their words say best what
we’ve been and hope to continue to be in our second decade.

Our
Tenth

Anniversary
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IN THE

BEGINNING
A personal view ofSouthern Exposure's first
10years from thepeople whomade ithappen

Atlanta, 1973. Seated,more or less: Sue Thrasher, Doyle Niemann,Ginny Boult,Mary Brit-
ting, Leah Wise with Samirra, Pam Beardsley, unknown, Dick Hall with Jason; standing:
Bob & Jackie Hall, Chet Briggs, Karen Lane, unknown, Gene Guerrero, Stephanie Coffin
(of child), Ed Martin, Adelia Hall. Each had a hand in the early Southern Exposure.

JOE
PASTER

INTRODUCTION
When I joined the
staff in the spring
of 1976, Southern
Exposure was in the
process of moving
from the kitchen
of Bob and Jackie
Hall’s home to our

first office space in
Chapel Hill. Since
then we’ve become

experts at moving.
It seemed that no

sooner had we

lugged those out¬
rageously awkward,
75-pound boxes of
“No More Moanin’” up the narrow and
steep stairs of the Columbia Street
office than we were tossing them out a
second-story window onto a flatbed
truck. And no sooner had we swerved
the truck into the parking lot ofKroger
Plaza — sending filing cabinets flying
about — than we were packing up again
to move to Durham. We have been at

our present location over three years
now, and I can sense that our group of
restless itinerants is getting edgy again.

I once heard Bernice Reagon talk to
a group in Albany, Georgia, about the
difference between harmony and dis¬
sonance. When there is harmony in
singing, you work togethermaintaining
a certain distance in pitch from each
other. If you get too close to me, I
back away and keep my distance. The
object in harmony is to have a smooth
running unit; the effect can be very
soothing, but often not provocative.

Dissonance, however, describes a
situation where the music lines are

continually running into one another,
backing away and coming back again.
The effect is unsettling, disturbing;

one can feel the vibration throughout
the body. It is the same with people,
according to Bernice. When things are
too harmonious and peaceful, we can
be lulled into a false sense of self-satis¬
faction. But when there is dissonance,
different cultures working together,
being tuned in to their differences and
their common ground, then there is
also the potential for sparks, for energy,
for movement. It is this energy and
movement that we at the Institute for
Southern Studies and Southern Expo¬
sure need to thrive in our second decade.

Much of this energy has come
through the Institute, brought by the
people who have been the staff for our
first 10 years. Always when a new staff
person joins us, the chemistry of our
small group changes, the collective per¬
sonality takes on a new quality. And
when someone leaves, it is like losing a
member of the family.

When we began planning this Tenth
Anniversary edition, we decided to ask
these former editors to share something
about their experience in fashioning
this magazine with you, our current

readers, to tell you
how Southern Ex¬

posure ruined their
careers or saved
their souls or nearly
put them in the
hospital! You can
see from the follow¬

ing responses that
we are a diverse,
energetic — some
would say crazy —

bunch of people.
One thing we

share in common is
a disdain for dead¬
lines. “We’re a bi¬

monthly now,” I
pleaded with these
former editors. “We

can’t wait for you forever.” Fortunately,
all but two (Howard Romaine and
WekesaMadzimoyo) got their responses
to us by the absolute final hour.

I have loved having the opportunity
to work with all these people and look
forward to more years of this madness.
Since the following pieces are all by
highly trained former staff members,
we have put aside the blue pencil, not
bothered to double-check the spelling,
and left the participles dangling for all
to see. You may read them and weep.

Joe Pfister (with guitar) and Pat Bryant enter¬
tain as the “Budget-CutQuartet” (minus two
due to cutbacks) at a 1982 Tax Day Forum.
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SUE
THRASHER

For such an advocate of oral
history, I’m unfortunately a prime
example of its limitations. I cannot
recall the exact sequence of events
that led to the formation of the Insti¬
tute for Southern Studies. What I do
remember — sometimes vividly, and
sometimes through a glass darkly — are
some of the experiences, encounters
and impulses that set it in motion.

At least one of the early discussions
took place sometime around 1965 in
the communications office of SNCC.
Julian Bond headed that office, and
despite its grim task of chronicling
civil-rights violations throughout the
South, I remember it as a place for
talk and laughter.

Our lives, at the time, were all-
consumed by “The Movement.” Mis¬
sissippi was the most obvious front,
but we were, after all, creating a “new
South.” Opportunities for changing
the world existed on every college
campus and in every community. It
was never necessary to question the
work that had to be done, and more

important, it was never necessary to
question the “rightness” of what we
were doing. There was an easy confi¬
dence and arrogance that came from
knowing right from wrong, future
from past.

The moment was all too brief.

Things began to get complicated by
Vietnam and the black rebellions in
Northern cities. It began to dawn on
us that freedom might not come with
the hamburger or even with the ballot.
Suddenly the New South began to
appear more elusive and more com¬
plex. Perhaps it would take longer.
Perhaps we needed to know more.

We talked that day in Julian’s office
about our need to “know more.” We
needed to know more about this new

term, “the system.” How it worked.
Who it helped, and who it hurt. And
who, besides us, wanted to change it.
We freely imagined how much better
— i.e., more informed, more organized
and more directed — “The Movement”
would be if it just had a research arm
that could supply it with this essential
information. I don’t think we were

naive enough to think we would
then proceed to go out and change the
world. But we had smartened up
enough to know that it might help.

Once the idea of a Southern re¬

search institute was planted, it hung

An Institute for Southern Studies seminar, with Daniel Ellsberg of Pentagon Papers fame, held
at our 88 Walton Street office in Atlanta in 1972. An attentive, and hairy, Steve Wise, who
covered the occasion for the Great SpeckledBird, is shown here with Sue Thrasher and Bob Hall.

around. A good idea with no particular
plan of action. Still, the idea was occa¬
sionally tossed about with the under¬
lying assumption that one day its time
would come. In the meantime Julian
was elected to the Georgia House of
Representatives, and then had to fight
like hell to be seated because of his

outspoken stand on Vietnam. Howard
Romaine helped start one of the better
undergound papers in the country,
Atlanta’s Great Speckled Bird. I put in
some time out of the South, for more
reason than rhyme, choosing the
Institute for Policy Studies in Washing¬
ton, DC. Like other Southerners who
travel north, my plan was to watch
carefully, cull whatever was inappro¬
priate and bring the rest back for
application on home turf. As far as I
was concerned, this could mean
either money or ideas!

In 1969 I came back home. IPS had

given me $1,000 and the title of
Associate Fellow. I cannot recall ever

using the title, but the money allowed
me to act as point person for begin¬
ning the organizational work on the
Institute for Southern Studies.
Howard, Julian and I picked up our
discussions, located a sympathetic
lawyer, and a year later the Institute
for Southern Studies opened a small
office in downtown Atlanta. By some
fortuitous circumstance (in truth,
Howard’s persistence and cunning)
our first public seminar was with
Gunnar Myrdal, on his first return
trip through the South since writing
The American Dilemma.

But the pizzazz and prestige be¬
stowed by an international visitor did
not change the fact that the Movement
we thought of ourselves as serving was
breaking into many tiny pieces. We
found ourselves in the odd position of
trying to produce information that
would help people get organized.
There was a growing anti-war move¬
ment in the South, and we began to
focus some of our work on the dispro¬
portionate share of military dollars
flowing into the region.

For a while we maintained loose
ties with the Institute for Policy
Studies and the other two new “satel¬
lites,” the Bay Area Institute (later to
become Pacific News Service) and the
Cambridge Institute (later the publisher
of Working Papers). But we were
always the poor cousins, and as our
work began to center more and more
around regional issues, institutional
ties reverted to personal friendships.
(To this day I am convinced that /am
the mental image conjured up by Mark
Raskin when he hears “The South.”)

I can’t recall a time along the way
when any of us thought we should
hang it up, have our heads examined
or even seek gainful employment.
Paychecks were occasionally missed,
but no more often than in other social

change organizations. Internally we
managed to maintain mutual respect
and a sense of humor, without depriv¬
ing ourselves of the usual screaming
matches, frosty silences and bruised
egos. We never even came close to
sainthood in that regard, but we did
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Sue Thrasher, Jacquelyn Hall and Leah Wise - either at a wedding or perhaps celebrating the
relief following the publication of their joint enterprise, “No More Moanin’.”

remain friends and believed enough in
each other and what we were doing to
keep moving ahead.

Around us, things were going to
hell in a handbasket. The progressive
left had taken a decisive turn toward
sectarianism, and we watched several
friends march off to a shrill cadence
that seemed utterly unreal. Divisions
between black and white were often
distant, if not downright strained. And
the war in Southeast Asia had come

home to campuses at Kent State,
Ohio, and Jackson State, Mississippi.

For some reason we persisted. Rais¬
ing money was always hard, but
feeling confident about the value of
the work was always harder. New staff
helped. First Bob Hall, and later
Reber Boult and Leah Wise. We kept
at the military research; Bob began to
develop a corporate research project,
and Leah and I, along with Jacquelyn
Hall, began to pursue oral history as
a means of discovering the hidden
history of the South.

The turning point came when Bob
decided it was time for us to start a

magazine, a research report of sorts,
from the Institute. Skeptical of the
time, energy and money it would take,
I was also mindful that we desperately
needed some way to disseminate our
work. And, secretly, I was happy for
any opportunity for more writing and
editing.

In retrospect, I think that without
Southern Exposure the Institute
would not have been able to remain a

viable institution. The journal helped
give us substance, direction, discipline
and, most hated of all, deadlines. It
also made us reach out for help. Well-
known journalists such as Kirkpatrick
Sale, Robert Sherrill, Derek Shearer
and Jim Ridgeway all came to our aid
that first year with investigative pieces
for which they were paid our usual
$50 “honorarium.”

The first three issues were a pent-up
fury of publishing what had been
accumulating in our heads and our
filing cabinets for the preceding three
years — defense spending, energy and
utilities, and Southern oral history.
Number five was our first “what do we

do now” issue and the first indication
that we could lighten up and have
some fun with this project.

We took turns editing that first
year. Leah and I got number three and
four. “No More Moanin’” nearly killed
us. I have no idea how many months it
took to deliver to the printer; I simply
know that it took forever. It was our

first book-length issue, the first with
perfect binding and the first with a
slick cover. It was also our first issue
without a prominent date (“We can
control the numbers; we cannot
control the seasons,” said Bob.)

But the real importance of “No

More Moanin’ ’’was its reflection
of our growing consciousness
and acknowledgment that “peo¬
ple’s words” were research tools
as important as the charts, graphs
and hard data of earlier issues.
Southern “voices” — of struggle,
history and culture have contin¬
ued to be a part of SE’s research
report on the region, and fortu¬
nately in that issue we had the
foresight to acknowledge that it
was only a beginning:

The pages that follow are
bits and pieces of Southern
history — determined in
part by our own interest
and by our access to peo¬
ple and information ...

this issue is ... a beginning
born out of stubborn insis¬
tence that there is more to
Southern history than its
mystique and magnolias.

When “No More Moanin’”
finally got put to bed, I took off
for Nashville. I wanted to do
something completely different

for a while. Five to six column-inches
for the GreatSpeckledBird was all I had
in mind when I did a few interviews on
country music. A few months later I
was back at the typewriter sweating
out (past deadline, of course) the lead
article for our next issue, “America’s
Best Music.” We learned to use what
we had.

Ten years later Southern Exposure
is still demonstrating its stubborn insis¬
tence that there is more to the South.
Its pages have offered up eloquent
testimonials about the right and wrong
of the region, its future and its past.

When we started the Institute for
Southern Studies in 1970, the easy

arrogance of earlier years was gone.
But we did retain the confidence — the
confidence that people who believed
enough in something could make it
happen. The current staff ofSouthern
Exposure has that same confidence —

in themselves and their work. That’s
why it’s still here. Lord knows there
couldn’t possibly be any other reason!

Sue continues her interest in oral
history as a staffmember of the High¬
lander Center in NewMarket, Tennes¬
see. The other co-founder of the Insti¬
tute, Howard Romaine, is now an
attorney in Baton Rouge, Louisiana.
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LEAH
WISE

It is with pride, peppered with
many chuckles, that I fondly recall my
days at the Institute and the beginnings
of Southern Exposure. I am almost
surprised that those feelings dominate
my memories because we also func¬
tioned under the not insignificant
tension that typically accompanies
life/work of struggle. The pride comes
from recognition of our clear accom¬
plishments, enhanced certainly by
hindsight. It does not simply come
from having been on the ground floor
of the development of an institute, the
beginning of a key regional journal,
the tackling of then untouchable
issues (such as the military in the
South), or the legitimating of oral
history, which we understood as the
presence of ordinary peoples’ voices
and struggles in the historical record; it
comes also from the fact that we did a

lot of work, good work, while facing
formidable odds.

Of course, our ignorance and inex¬
perience helped shape those odds. The
chuckles are inspired particularly by
memories of our self-view which often
contrasted sharply with the view others
had of us. We were green, serious;
pioneers, we imagined. Upstarts, others
termed us. Visionaries? I don’t think
that notion fit our self-concept. We
were so serious about the work we

thought had to be done, we were
simply setting out to do it. The work
never assumed for us the quality of a
vision. Daring? Yes. But typically, I
suppose, we charged ahead without
realizing what we were taking on. And
because there was always so much
more to do than we did, I don’t think
we recognized our achievements for
what they were. But our egos were
boosted sufficiently by what I remem¬
ber us celebrating as little coups.

We were ever conscious of a need to
establish our legitimacy in a number of
circles. We were small in number (a
core of three), in finances, in office
space, and we were located right
around the corner from the Southern
Regional Council — the established cas¬
tle of reform-oriented social research
and the arbiter and conduit of North¬
ern foundation monies for social
change projects in the South. So our
desire for dignity and respect led to
such things as having my very first
article co-signed or later my leaving to
get “credentialed.”

It was not only among funding
sources and the more established
educational and research organizations
(which I must admit we erringly re¬
garded in general as adversaries) that
we sought respect, but from the move¬
ment community and from one
another as well. Though an alternative
institution, our budding institute was
not free of sexism; more than once
Sue Thrasher and I had to contend
with an expression of surprise at how
good our work was. Nor was I free of
the pressure of having to establish and
demonstrate how it was principled for
me to be working in an integrated
context in an era of nationalist and

pan-Africanist fervor.
What were some of the coups?

Holding the first Institute seminar
with Gunnar Myrdal; having the
Georgia Power Company lawyers
attempt to woo Bob Hall to their side
because he so brilliantly managed to
become an aggravating thorn in their
sides during the rate hearings before
the Public Service Commission; receiv¬
ing an offer from a more reputable
institute (and a former boss) to co¬
publish something after the appearance
of “No More Moanin’ ”; and making an
almost flippant plea in
the very last moment of
an interview with one

of the “big foundations”
about giving us a small
grant to “help get your
toe in the door” and

actually receiving more
than twice our request.

For me, and I sus¬
pect for Sue also, “No
More Moanin’” loomed
the most brilliant feath¬
er in our cap. We had
succeeded in producing
a quality publication
that exemplified the
kind of history we were
trying to explore and
often had difficulty ex¬
plaining to people. (This
in a nutshell was the
motivation for start¬

ing Southern Exposure
in the first place. We
needed a vehicle to

disseminate our work,
to physically show peo¬
ple what we were talk¬
ing about, and to be
credible.)

“No More Moanin’”
was our statement of

oral history, a statement of process as
much as of content, and it represented
a very personal search for us as well.
We were quite upfront about our work
involving a personal quest. From dif¬
ferent perspectives we both were
seeking to uncover links to a tradition
of struggle that we knew existed but
was unfamiliar to us. Discover we did.
Links we established.

We experienced some of our most
delightful moments in engaging people
and their memories, often reviving old
hostilities and emotional fervor. Some¬
times we felt we were performing a
delicate balancing act. In general we
developed a fond regard for the folk
who shared their lives with us. Because
we approached people with eagerness
and respect, and because we were
inquiring about moments that they
remembered as the most meaningful in
their lives, we were able to relatively
easily establish trust and openness in
our interviews.

Of course, our concept of oral
history was not widely shared. We
were so full of ourselves, of our pur¬
pose, of our correctness, that reminders
of this reality often struck us quite
abruptly. The Oral History Association
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meetings never failed to give us a
stinging jolt. At the very first one I
attended, held in Texas, a blonde,
teased-haired, mini-skirted anthropolo¬
gist boasted of her success in getting
a Navajo man to talk to her by getting
him drunk first. At another, we
found ourselves at a reception bump¬
ing shoulders with Dean Rusk. These
were our colleagues? We were horrified!

The popularity of oral history
soared rapidly in the years to follow,
and Ted Rosengarten’s All God's
Dangers insured that our view at least
received national exposure. Last month
I was surprised to see a copy of
“No More Moanin’” displayed in a
small library/auditorium during a
Black History Month program in a
Nashville public school. It sat on the
shelf alongside books on Frederick
Douglass, Martin Luther King and
Harriet Tubman.

The lasting relationships that devel¬
oped in our work on Southern Expo¬
sure for me have been its most positive
legacy. Southern Exposure was very
much a collective effort. We relied
heavily on friends, out of principle and
necessity. We didn’t know the term
networking then, but from the outset
we thought of Southern Exposure as a
vehicle for informing and connecting
those in the region interested in one
issue or another. We had a peculiar
style of work that on the surface
appeared anti-elitist,anti-specialization,
pro-self-development and pro-equality.
This is because we did everything,
from transcribing and janitorial work to
editing, lay-out, fundraising and re¬
search. We did this partly out of
principle (we didn’t believe ourselves
above menial tasks), partly out of
necessity, and partly because we never
examined our operation from the
perspective of management and effi¬
ciency concerns.

At one point, we did ask ourselves
what was the Institute’s view on the
South, of the current issues and trends
in the development of the region. We
began a study group to try to forge an
answer, but abandoned it quickly
because some feared the process would
lead us down a sectarian road. But,
despite the fact that as an Institute we
never articulated a cohesive set of
theoretical principles and goals, we did
operate out of shared assumptions and
values that I imagine our movement
experience afforded us.

Today? Our working relationships
are still active and close. Many of the
6 SOUTHERN EXPOSURE

Atlanta-based Institute crowd find
ourselves here in North Carolina,
brandishing various organizational
titles, but a nucleus nonetheless.

Leah is now the executive director
of Southerners for Economic Justice,
which began as an Institute off-shoot
in 1978.

CHIP
HUGHES

When I came to the Institute for
Southern Studies in Atlanta during
September, 1972, I was a turned-on
student radical cutting loose from my
yankee suburban past and on the run
from my corporate professional future.
I had been deeply touched by “the
Sixties” and had been moved to sing
folk songs, to work with black folks,
go to jail for the cause and agitate
whenever and wherever. During the
summer of ’72, picking watermelons
at New Communities near Albany,
Georgia, had convinced me of the
righteousness of the Southern struggle
— the internal colony where the
contradictions were more clear and
the enemy more overt and dastardly.

In October of that year, Nixon
paraded triumphantly down Peachtree
Street in Atlanta. As we stood sullen
amidst the screaming masses, I could
feel Nixon and his cronies trying their
best to erase the Sixties, just as they
erased the incriminating Watergate
tapes. They wanted to make us seem
like anachronisms of an alien culture
and irrelevant to the country that we
too deeply cared for and passionately
wanted to save.

The next spring, Southern Expo¬
sure painfully emerged as a direct
affront to the diabolical schemes of

Tricky Dick and his corporate com¬
rades. They could not continue to rob
people of their culture, their past,
their values and beliefs — especially not
Southerners. They could not instantly
rewrite the history books 1984-style.
We weren’t gonna let them.

It was scary to think that we could
write our own history, define the
burning social issues of our day,
and even begin to make history our¬
selves. No one really knew how to put
out a quarterly magazine. We were just
driven by the vision of presenting an
alternative perception of the South to
its people. We knew it was the one
that lived on in the sharecroppers’

shacks, coal miners’ shanties and
cotton mill workers’ villages.
I’ll never forget the day the first

issue came out. There was my name up
under Bob Hall’s on the masthead. I
was shocked. I had always perceived of
an editor as an aloof, red-pencil heavy
who spit out writers and copy with a
heartless growl. To Bob, it was a
passion, a challenge and an enjoyment.
An editor, as Bob and the rest of the
staff lived it and came to define it, had
to do it all — from the shit work to

paste-up to peddling bookstores to
losing nights and nights of sleep and
normalcy.

Well, eventually I moved on, while
Bob and others are downstairs in our

building in Durham still pouring out
the never-ending special issues of
Southern Exposure. I fell in love and
wanted to make babies and have a

family like normal people are sup¬
posed to. I was still driven by the
marxist visions of my youth — of
workers’ struggles and movements of
the downtrodden for social justice.
The search for an indigenous American
Revolution has taken me to Harlan

County, Kentucky, with the striking
miners, to Erwin and Roanoke Rapids,
North Carolina, where angry mill-
workers battle to clean up the mills —

and these days to Belle Glade, Florida,
and Newton Grove, North Carolina,
where freeing the slaves of the plan¬
tations of the New South and building
a movement among Haitian, Hispanic
and black farmworkers have become

my current consuming passion.
From the day in August, 1972,

Chip Hughes and Len Stanley with daughter
Savannah. Len has also been a co-conspirator
in many Institute-related projects.



Page McCullough, proof-reader extraordinaire, shares a laugh with Jackie (and Bob?) Hall.
Page works on public school problems with the Atlantic Center for Research in Education,
and still puts in many hours in the production of each issue of the magazine.

when I saw an ad in Atlanta’s Great
Speckled Bird (“Low pay, long hours,
hard work — call Sue Thrasher and
Bob Hall”), while getting high and
savoring the watermelon harvest in
Albany, Georgia, my life has been
changed. The sweat and blood and
tears and smiles that flow from the
neatly typeset pages of Southern
Exposure have always been a reflec¬
tion of the love and caring of the
people who put it together. I’m proud
to have been a part of it and hope that
it will continue to renew itself and the

people who cherish it for many
decades to come.

Chip is the staffperson for the new
North Carolina FarmworkersNetwork,
which coordinates the interests of 15
farmworker organizations whose mem¬
bers come to the state annually to
work in the fields.

JACQUELYN
DOWD
HAIL

My memories ofSouthern Exposure
come in flashes. Years run together,
then moments stand out in bright
relief. Those images begin with a
drizzly day in upstate New York,
when Bob Hall and I got married,
threw our belongings in the back of a
van, and headed south toward home.
We chose Atlanta by instinct, the way
we did things in those days, because
we had family there, had gone to
school with Howard Romaine, had
kept up with the Southern movement
through the Great Speckled Bird. Soon
Chip Hughes was sleeping on our
couch on his way to — or from —

the Southwest Georgia Project; then
Howard, living in the basement, was
pounding out an article on Bob Dylan,
or militarism, or both; then came the
first marathon struggle to put out an
issue of a journal we had decided to
call Southern Exposure.

Meanwhile I wrestled happily with
a classic female dilemma. Related to

the Institute by marriage, I wanted to
make a contribution, but also to get
on with my own work. Sue Thrasher,
Leah Wise and I — all historians by
training or predilection — launched an
oral history project recording the
stories of Southern radicals of earlier
times.

The scene shifts suddenly to Chapel
Hill, where I started teaching women’s
history at the University of North
Carolina and directing the Southern

Oral History Program. Southern
Exposure was based in our living room
in those days, a household industry,
no separation whatsoever between life
and work. It seemed perfectly natural
to labor away in my study, writing
my first book, while the front of the
house buzzed with the purposeful
chaos of putting out a journal four
times a year. I kept my hand in —

editing, cajoling, socializing. I took my
turn at a special issue: “Generations,”
which still gives me pleasure, still
expresses a sensibility that guides my
work.

Since 1979, my ties to Southern
Exposure have faded. But they haven’t
broken. Like so many others, I’ve
pursued life projects begun at the
Institute. Next year the Oral History
Program will publish a book on the
rise of industrial capitalism in the
twentieth-century South; I’m still
writing and teaching about women,
about the past from which the present
has come.

The Institute, it seems to me,
became an institution, in the best, if
sometimes problematic, sense of the
word. It has provided a stream of
individuals with a way station, a place
to learn and test their skills, a means
for channeling political conviction into
action. In turn, the Institute has been
able to harness tremendous energy,
put it to use and survive, as individuals
move on. Like the present staff, I
feel chastened by experience, but

proud of the past and excited about
the future.

Jacquelyn may also be creditedwith
adding the name Southern Exposure
to an original list of two dozen candi¬
dates for this magazine’s title. The
name, borrowed from a muckraking
book written by Stetson Kennedy in
1946, won immediate acclaim.

STEVE
CUMMINGS

My memories of the early days of
Southern Exposure are hazy now,
consisting chiefly of one or a dozen
nights scrambling to meet a deadline
or desperately searching for an as yet
untapped source of funding. But one
person stands out in all my recollec¬
tions, a figure as imposing as Charlton
Heston playing Moses. Indeed I have
to resort to religious parallel to ade¬
quately describe Southern Exposure's
first editor, Bob Hall.

Bob Hall combines the innocent

guilelessness of a Jesuit with the
easy-going laziness of John Calvin.
As talkative as a Trappist monk, as
tolerant as Torquemada, Bob strove
to provide all of us with a work atmos¬
phere that captured the best aspects of
the sweat shop and the Spanish
Inquisition.

He also strikes me as the single
person most responsible for Southern
Exposure’s success. I honestly don’t
think there would be a magazine
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without him, and that would be an
enormous shame. Everytime I see
a new professionally produced and
edited issue I feel more than a spark of
personal pride that I was there. I was
in the way, perhaps, but I was there,
and I hope to be writing more scur¬
rilous libel about Bob Hall for the
twentieth anniversary issue.

I am currently a licensed investiga¬
tor for Pan American Investigations,
Inc.

STEPHANIE
COFFIN

With the first issue of Southern

Exposure, I was given the opportunity
to define a graphics look and a graph¬
ics policy for the layout of the
magazine. I can’t take singular credit
for what emerged in those first issues,
because I brought to the magazine
a consensus that arose out of an

earlier graphic experience on The
Great Speckled Bird. The Bird was
a famous underground weekly from
Atlanta, Georgia, which thrived during
the late 1960s and early ’70s, but is
no more. The years of lively, often
bitter, struggle over the “graphics
question” produced principles and
understandings which supported the
politics of the paper and insured a

visual consistency with the content of
the paper. It also earned the Bird a
national reputation for quality photog¬
raphy and layout design.

The Bird's perspective carried over
to Southern Exposure. Local and
regional artists and photographers
must be sought out and their work
used, even if in some instances other
graphics might be superior. As South¬
ern publications, theBird and Southern
Exposure had a responsibility to
display talent from the South, to give
Southern artists their first exposure.

Secondly, to be consistent with
the progressive views expressed in the
magazine, graphics should emphasize
the real producers of wealth in this
society — the secretaries, farmers, hard
hats and other working people. The
visual image of people in their natural
surroundings or work environments
was seen as a weapon against the image
of “beautiful people” used to advertise
products, the hegemonic image of
American culture. The idea was to

strengthen the images of our everyday
life and to place them in a positive
context — to enlarge our visual
commonality.

We hoped in addition to expand the
concept of illustration, to portray a
mood or theme, not necessarily to link
a graphic directly to an article, but to
feature a visual image independent of
any printed word. The image itself was

a statement. Finally, we projected a
high ratio of graphics-to-print, aiming
for a 40/60 ratio. This visual emphasis
gave depth and spatial quality to the
magazine.

Southern Exposure has had many
other graphic directors since the first
issues that I worked on. Often they
have shown an individual’s style, and
the issues certainly have varied over
the last 10 years. Yet I believe that
a consistency with the original graph¬
ics policy has been maintained and
enhanced. Southern Exposure con¬
tinues to be a pleasure to look at as
well as to read.

JIM
TRAMEL

I have many memories of being at
Southern Exposure... mostly very rich
ones. Sue and Leah hassling each other
over country vs. soul on Sue’s portable
radio. (When one left the room, the
other would change the station.)
Writing some of the purplest prose
seen in Southern Exposure to this day
at four a.m. to fill a hole in the book
review section. Digging up news
distributors in Huntsville and Shreve¬

port and I-can’t-remember-where-all-
else who were willing to take a chance
on this Southern What? Oh...Is it

anything like Southern LivingV’
Driving my Datsun pick-up back

from a lake outside Chapel Hill after
putting the ’74 land issue to bed on
a gorgeous October-in-North-Carolina-
day. Bob, exhausted, wordless and
motionless, stretched out in the back
staring up at the sky all the way back
into town. Bob on the phone giving
me two days to get to Marion, North
Carolina, to work on the Harlan
County strike. Proofing on the
Coffins’ front porch on Atlanta
summer afternoons, backed by Willie
Nelson as plaintive adult... and Simon
Coffin as plaintive infant.

But mostly I remember three
people, Sue, Bob and Leah, who
taught me — probably without know¬
ing it — some things. Things that gave
me tools for understanding the history
of me and my family. By asking me
to coordinate an energy conference
the Institute was co-sponsoring in the

Stephanie and Tom Coffin with theii sons Simon and Zackery in a photograph taken
around the time of Stephanie’s days (years!) as designer for this magazine. Happy Days!
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Jim Tramel with a bound set of the first
volume of Southern Exposure.

spring of ’73, Sue gave me a chance to
learn to see the world from an even

clearer class perspective.
From the three of them I learned

the importance of uncovering our own
true history, and not buying the
history of “lies agreed upon.” I began
to learn how much we as Southerners
have been lied about (something my
Northern friends can still be slow to

understand). I began to understand
just how much the poorer we as
whites are because of the use of
racism to keep us divided white from
black... the battles not fought, the
culture not experienced, the friends
denied.

Through and with these people, 1
began to understand that “good
politics” means at heart simply caring
very much about some people, enjoy¬
ing being with them, and wanting
some very specific things to change for
them.

In short, 1 got to be proud of being
a working-class Southerner. I came to
understand that “Southern” and “rad¬
ical” do fit together... as wellworn
shoes fit.

Since leaving the Institute as a
graduate of the Bob Hall School of
Corporate Research, I’ve studied
Southern history and economics at the
Goddard graduate program in social
change. I have worked to bring U.S.-
produced goods to some Third World
countries which need them. I am a

trainer in leadership development for
community organizations and labor
unions. As key elements of this work
I also lead workshops on classism,
sexism, anti-semitism and racism. Plus
I’m now a graduate student in occupa¬
tional health at Boston University’s
School of Public Health.

Bill
FINGER

In the fall of 1973, I was living in
Washington, DC, unemployed and
unsure of my next step. Determined
to keep an intellectual, if not physical
connection with the South, I plunged
into two projects, not sure where
either would lead but certain that I
would learn from both. I spent morn¬
ings at the Library of Congress,
researching the life and recordings of
the Applachian folk musician Bascom
Lamar Lunsford. To get a taste of
another side of Washington, I volun¬
teered my afternoons to the National
Sharecroppers Fund.

Early in 1974, I returned South, to
a new job at Chapel Hill, North
Carolina, with a Lunsford manuscript
in hand. Beginning its second year of
publication with a new base of opera¬
tions in Chapel Hill, Southern Expo¬
sure attracted my attention. I saw it
as a place that might publish my
Lunsford story and that might help me
understand my Southern heritage.
Both hunches panned out beyond my
wildest expectations. The Lunsford
article made it into Vol. II, No. 1 —

my first published article — and a
piece on the National Sharecroppers
Fund appeared in
the next issue. My
writing career had
begun. For that alone,
I am grateful and
somewhat astonished.
But the underpin¬
nings of this begin¬
ning seem even more
important to me.

During my three-
year stint at South¬
ern Exposure, as one
of a small band of
editors/writers/volun¬
teers, we focused on
research skills and
conceptual thinking
— around the Halls’

dining-room table and
at the University of
North Carolina’s busi¬
ness administration/
social sciences li¬

brary. From painstak¬
ing study of census
records to the painful
attendance at a Brook-
side miner’s funeral
in Harlan County, Ken¬

tucky, the research required of a South¬
ern Exposure editor proved of lasting
value. The research experience shaped
the editorial milieu more than did the
craft. I remember only one brief word
on the craft itself from Editor Hall, a
casual mention as we drove across town

to the typesetter of my tendency to
dangle clauses. The content informed
the style, not the other way around. I
am forever grateful for such a funda¬
mental approach to writing — rare
within the editorial profession.

Today, I continue my writing and
editing career, thinking content first
and then style. That approach has
helped to shape my freelance writing
and also N.C. Insight, the quarterly
magazine which I edit for the North
Carolina Center for Public Policy
Research. Ten years ago, my instincts
took me to the Library of Congress
and to the National Sharecroppers
Fund. But it was Southern Exposure
that provided an outlet for these
instincts, not only by publishing my
work but also by providing a frame¬
work through which I could under¬
stand my past and shape my future.
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JENNIFER
MILLER

Editor’s note: We received this note

complete with a set of beads.

Dear Institooters,

Here is your share of the wealth.
Everybody in New Orleans, except

the shut-ins, got some of the booty
this Mardi Gras.

They had to work for it, though.
Hours of raised arms, children on
shoulders, screaming top of lungs:
“Throw me something, mister!” to
the endless masked men on their

expensive floats in their endless
parades. In the good days they threw
glass beads but I doubt they threw as
many as they do now.

Most amazing about Carnival is
not the interminable parades and
the people’s insatiable appetite for
beads from Hong Kong; most amazing
are the individual expressions, the
creativity, of the costumes walking the
streets on Fat Tuesday. Folk work for
months preparing, stitching and chuck¬
ling. The costumes are not worn,

they are swallowed whole and sweated
out through pores and one can only
wonder about the persona of the
second half of that giraffe on St.
Charles. No can of dogfood or red
crayon or flamingo on Tchoupitoulas
can hold a flame, though, to the
Queens of the Quarter. The Queen

A TRIBUTE TO GUEST EDITORS

Throughout Southern Exposure’s history, guest editors
have volunteered their talents and vision to produce some of the
all-time best editions of this journal. By conceiving, assigning
and editing articles for their book-length, theme-oriented issues,
each of these gifted individuals entered our world of whirling
madness and excruciating routines, and with miraculous consis¬
tency, pushed forth yet another marvelous, totally unique
book. There was never then, nor is there now, a way to thank
them enough for their generosity, wisdom, and plain hard work.
To you who were never officially on staff, but who contributed
easily as much as we fulltimers to the development ofSouthern
Exposure, we sing praises to your names:

Frank Adams, Just Schools
Toni Cade Bambara, Southern Black Utterances Today

Bob Brinkmeyer, Festival: Celebrating Southern Literature
Tony Dunbar, Still Life: Inside Southern Prisons

Jacquelyn Dowd Hall, Generations: Women in the South
Tobi Lippin, Working Women

Stephen March, Festival: Celebrating Southern Literature
Tema Okun, Through the Hoop: Southern Sports

Tom Schlesinger, Building South
Jim Sessions, On Jordan’s Stormy Banks: Southern Religion
Bill Troy, On Jordan’s Stormy Banks: Southern Religion
Allen Tullos, Long Journey Home: Southern Folklife
PeterWood, Through the Hoop: Southern Sports
Candace Waid, Generations: Women in the South

arches, bridges, tunnels, rainbows;
heavy stuff. The winners pirouetted on
a grandstand above a crush of thou¬
sands in one small block and tourists

Mardi Gras here, at least the part of'
it I was unfortunate enough to spend a
full day caught up in. (I hear it’s best
in neighborhoods, when you see all
your lifelong friends at their best.)

I’m doing passing well in investiga¬
tions; Nicholas is at his peak as a pri¬
vate nose; and Hubba the Cat runs a

neighborhood organization of flea-
gatherers. We’re here to serve should
you come this way.

Is it soup yet?

Jennifer was the first editor of Facing
South and an editor for Southern
Exposure. She hosted our infamous
volleyball games. Nicholas is a collie.
The New Orleans ex-staffers: Jennifer Miller,
Clare Jupiter and Pat Bryant.

x Miss ycog fr/vces, LuVj
3erv»ufi^

contest among the gays is an extrava¬
ganza of art and glitter; with some, it
took one person to fill the costume
and a handful of others to support it -
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paid to have their pictures taken
beside such royalty.

Pictures, in fact, could express
all you ever need to know about



CARY
FOWLER

My association with the Institute
began as the third issue of Southern
Exposure (“No More Moanin’”) was
being mailed to subscribers. Returning
to North Carolina from a year of
graduate studies in Sweden, I found
that the journal had moved from
Atlanta to Chapel Hill. I sought it out
and found it — in the kitchen of Bob
and Jackie Hall’s home. As a volunteer
I spent many hours in that kitchen.
Stuffing, sorting and stamping enve¬
lopes, editing book reviews and
talking politics were the main fare.
And it was there at the kitchen table
that Jackie gave me my first painful
lessons in writing. Together with
Bill Finger, Chip Hughes and the
Atlanta staff of Sue Thrasher and Leah
Wise, we produced some issues of the
journal I am still proud of today. And
on the weekends, the Chapel Hill
crew teamed up to produce one nasty
volleyball team.

I spent my youth involved in
politics in Memphis. But my heart was
with my grandmother and her farm
near Jackson, Tennessee. It never
occurred to me that politics and agri¬
culture could mix until we began work
on Southern Exposure's “Our Prom¬
ised Land” issue. By the time it went
to press, I had found a calling that
felt intellectually, emotionally and
politically comfortable. I have worked
on agricultural politics ever since.

First, I took a leave of absence
from the Institute to co-author Food
First: Beyond the Myth of Scarcity
with Frances Moore Lappe and Joseph
Collins. Then in 1978, I joined the
staff of the National Sharecroppers
Fund/Rural Advancement Fund. I
now direct that organization’s pro¬
grams. We are involved in organizing
farmers to fight farm foreclosures and
in lobbying efforts in Washington and
North Carolina on behalf of family
farmers. In addition, I am in the final
stages of writing a book on the take¬
over of the seed industry by multi¬
national petrochemical corporations
and the danger to agriculture posed by
the loss of crop genetic resources.

My leave of absence from the Insti¬
tute has now lasted eight years with no
end in sight. But I wish it well and
congratulate it on 10 important and
worthwhile years of struggle.

Cary Fowler in the office of the National
Sharecroppers Fund in Pittsboro, N.C.

BOB
ARNOLD

One thing has not changed since
February, 1978, when I left the
Southern Exposure staff: I’m still
working long hours for low pay.
During my two-and-a-half-year tenure
I learned to do corporate research,
develop educational programs for
unions, do bookstore accounts, inter¬
views, a little writing, a lot of general
research, typesetting and other skills
I’ve probably forgotten. But from that
rich range of experience I blew it all
and ended up owning a typesetting/
graphic arts company.

After two-and-a-half stormy years
of rank-and-file organizing in Birming¬
ham - marked by run-ins with the
Klan, fights with corrupt union leaders,
arrests for union organizing, being
red-baited and fined — I lost my job as
a welder at Pullman Standard when
the plant closed. My wife, Jennifer
Gunn, and I purchased a Comp IV
phototypesetting unit and set up shop
in the back of our house. We bought
the equipment to continue publishing
anti-Klan and rank-and-file newsletters
we had recently started. (Both are
published today. And we still do the
typesetting).

To pay for the equipment we
picked up some commercial accounts.
News of our great service and low
prices quickly spread, and we’ve had
to move three times in the past two
years to accommodate our growth.

Of course, if I had never learned
to operate the IBM composer, I
wouldn’t be working at 10:30 p.m. on
Saturday in a vain attempt to meet
40 impossible deadlines. Every night,
usually between midnight and two
a.m., as I slowly sink to the floor in
exhaustion, I take the name of South¬
ern Exposure in vain and mutter a

special epithet for Joe Pfister, the man
who taught me how to typeset. When
I get up at five in the morning to face
more of the same, my days at South¬
ern Exposure are remembered in the
same manner.

But the true legacy of days in
North Carolina lies elsewhere. My
work at Southern Exposure gave me
an appreciation of the peculiar culture,
history and political dynamics of the
South, and my exposure to union
organizing in the J.P. Stevens cam¬
paign still drives me to be involved in
rank-and-file movements. These emo¬

tions, understandings and commit¬
ments are built upon the experimental
foundation I formed up “north,”
working with the Institute. Those two-
and-a-half years were exciting, fun
and one helluva challenge. The impact
they had on the direction my life
has taken since then is enormous.

So there it is. Quit writing letters
and quit calling me — I wrote it. I’ve
even enclosed $20 for a one-year
subscription. Just a small contribution
to show I believe in what I did then
and support what y’all are doing now.

Nostalgically yours.

SUSAN
ANGELL

Images flourish when I hear the name
Southern Exposure. Constructing the
new office in Chapel Hill that was
soon without heat. Typesetting late
into the night. Volleyball on Sunday
at Jennifer’s [Miller]. Hot lunches
at the Carolina Cafe. The red truck.

Seven years ago, the Institute for
Southern Studies was in a transitional

stage, where first and second genera¬
tion staff members re-evaluated our

direction. For many of us, under¬
standing how the Institute had begun
was an important agenda item. Decid¬
ing what the journal should be, what
the priorities of the Institute were, and
how we would relate to one another
were important questions to each of
us. We were at the point of translating
our individual ideas into a shared,
spoken vision that would bind us. As
awkward and occasionally painful as
this translation was, I think we were

straining to grow personally and as a
group; we were trying to improve. At
the same time, we all enjoyed each
other’s company and felt a commit¬
ment to each other as people.
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Susan Angell in Washington, her new home.

Since leaving the Institute in 1978,
I have completed law school, and have
worked on First Amendment cases and
done research for the McNeil/Lehrer
television news show. My main interest
is in contributing skills to the defense
of civil rights. I hope that everyone
says that no one ever really leaves
Southern Exposure. Sharing that ex¬
perience keeps one close even after a
long absence. I feel we can still count
on each other. That trust and affection
also keeps me in touch with the
present staff in spirit, something which
makes me quite glad.

STEVE
HOFFIUS

I left Southern Exposure in May,
1976, for Charleston, South Carolina,
thinking it would be the perfect place
to greet the Bicentennial. It wasn’t
bad, and it beats those brutal Durham
winters, so I’ve stayed. Susan Dunn,
now an attorney here, and I were
married in ’76, and had a daughter,
Anna Dunn Hoffius, in June, 1981.
The best parts of my days are filled
with Anna. With two friends, we

bought a house in downtown Charles¬
ton in 1981.

I’ve worked at a bookstore and a

Johns Island azalea farm. For a year,
I worked as a consultant for the
Palmetto Alliance, Inc., an anti-nuclear
group here, writing their newsletter,
fact sheets and helping with funding
proposals. I’ve periodically tried my
hand at freelance writing and have reg¬

ularly run away screaming. I’ve toyed
with various book projects, and am
now finishing a novel for 10-to-l2-year-
olds, a ghost/adventure tale that takes
place near here. The South Carolina
Sea Grant Consortium now has hold of
some of my time, involving various
writing, editing and design tasks.

I am proud to announce that I still
possess the pen that was presented to
me by the staff of Southern Exposure
at a teary farewell luncheon in 1976.
It’s the only pen I haven’t lost within
an hour and a half. It still writes

beautifully.

CHRIS
WALTERS-BUGBEE

By the time I signed on, late in
1976, Southern Exposure had already
charged into its fourth year with here-
come-a-wind audacity, bearing a spe¬
cial double issue on Labor in the
South, while threatening the hard-
to-impress with soon-to-be-published
closeups on (gasp) Women and (omi-
god) Religion.

By then, it had already acquired a
name either as “a place to go to see
and feel and hear real Southerners
in all their variety and complexity,”
or as “the office above the stereo

store and behind the sandle-maker,”
depending on whether you were
Robert Coles watching from Harvard
Yard, or one of the many who trod
those stairs to the offices under the
eaves, drawn by the scent of burnt
coffee. Back in those days, “nobody

was writing about the South the way
we did” — a grand and ever-changing
crew of irregulars lurching relentlessly
from special issue to special issue in
search of the big ones — Health,
Folklife, Prison, you name it — we
covered the waterfront. And we aimed
to write the book on it four times a

year, counting the double issues. (You
were supposed to count the double
issues.) More than enough, we prom¬
ised, and the effort took its toll in
staff and guest editors. The magazine
continued — even grew — and employ¬
ees got major medical.

Time passed. The magazine took on
new visual confidence with each new

designer and is now lovely to look at,
a sight for sore eyes, a pleasure to
behold. And easier to read. This

magazine has always had heart, but it
wears its humor more openly and
easily nowadays, and that’s good.
Good humor is hard to come by
even in the best of times, yet the
magazine has always had more than
enough of that rare commodity to
share.

I signed on initially to pitch in on
the religion issue; I stayed on through
seven more issues, until I left to cover
the religion beat more regularly as
editor of the monthly newspaper
published by the Episcopal Diocese
of North Carolina. Now I work in

Raleigh, and Southern Exposure has
moved to a two-story brick building in
Durham. I don’t miss the old offices;
I do miss working together. Happy
Birthday to us.

12 SOUTHERN EXPOSURE



Since Southern Exposure, I’m a few steps
further along on an erratic path skirting
propaganda and ornament- what’s
expected of political artists on the
one hand, and gay artists on the
other. I’ve been a book designer,
janitor, puppetmaker and carpenter.
I’ve found special delight in folkdanc¬
ing with gay brothers and other
outsiders, and the laughter wells up
and splashes over. That’s when I’m
surest about weaving together life, art
and politics.

button for NC’s first gay rights march

OURDAYOUT
JUNE27

ALLAN TROXLER

A woman writes another
worthless check, for$248.96

KATHLEEN
Z0BEL

Editor’s note: We received this note
from the Japanese countryside where
Kathleen Zohel Ball and her husband
and two-year-old daughter are now
traveling. They are living in Tokyo for
a year.

Today we rode a bus way up into
the mountains to visit an ancient
(restored) town of incredible beauty.
The drive through forests of Japanese
cedar and bamboo was such a delight
after the constant noise and crowding
of Tokyo.

As usual, the people have been so
generous it is almost shocking. On the
train today a lady saw Daisy eyeing
her snacks so treated us to one good
thing after another. All we could do
was bow and thank her repeatedly.
But this kind of spontaneous (extrava¬

gant, sometimes) generosity occurs
almost daily. And, it seems catching.
Several American, German and Cana¬
dian new acquaintances back in Tokyo
have amazed us with their openness
and warmth.

Meanwhile, language study is going
very badly — I despair of ever really
being able to converse. And reading is
even worse. It’s really a weird sensa¬
tion being in a city plastered with
signs and understanding nothing.
(Restful, in a way, I suppose, until I
plunge into a man-hole or pick up a
live electrical cable because I didn’t
read the sign saying, “Warning!
Danger!”)

Daisy’s surviving the chaos quite
well — at home she has carved out her
little world of play in the park, nur¬
sery school two mornings a week,
riding her tricycle in the driveway of
the university building next door.
She’s been talking a lot in nonsense

syllables — preparation, we think, for
Japanese. Travel (sightseeing) is hard
on her, though. Why all the fuss over a
shrine, ocean, tree or mountain? She
glances with cold blue eyes, then turns
back to more interesting things, like
pebbles in the pathway, or ice cream
for sale nearby.

Kathleen was editor of Facing
South and an editor of Southern
Exposure.
Gordon Ball, Kathleen Zobel and Daisy,
who looks like the only one troubled by
the cold winds of Virginia Beach.



CLARE
JUPITER

I visited Chapel Hill in the spring
of 1976, mainly to see Duke and the
University of North Carolina, where
I was trying to get into law school.
One evening I attended a meeting of
the Institute, which formed my lasting
impression of its style: soft voices,
long pauses, easy laughter, a laidback-
ness, the unstated collective ideal.

From time to time over the next

two years, I picnicked and partied
with my Institute friends, read an
occasional article, stuffed an occa¬
sional envelope. Shortly before gradua¬
tion, a job prospect I was counting on
fell through. I asked Bob Hall for a job
from May until August. He agreed if I
would extend it to September; I
finally made it back to New Orleans in
December.

That brief stint taught me this:
little people can do it all. With a shoe¬
string budget and no prior experience,
a small bunch of people put out a
classy magazine that inspired and
encouraged readers, gave them ideas
and made waves.

It was an enjoyable time, too. I
took long walks, drove through
beautiful countryside, met fascinating
people and did more fun-reading than
ever before. But Chapel Hill was not
home; it was in fact a little bit unreal.

Now I’m a lawyer with a small firm
in New Orleans handling a varied civil
practice. I love it, but I feel I don’t
really fit in the combative stress-filled
world of trial lawyers. The Institute is
partly the reason, and I am grateful.

PAT
BRYANT

I am currently a field editor for
Southern Exposure and a staff mem¬
ber of the Southeast Project on
Human Needs and Peace. The South¬
east Project is currently assisting
leaders of the resurgent tenant move¬
ment. The work includes bi-monthly
peer-group workshops and individual
counseling with tenant leaders in
Birmingham, Alabama, and in cities
between Mobile, Alabama, and New
Orleans, Louisiana.

We have begun a process which
we hope will help build and make
stronger a new movement for justice
in the South. That movement would

support changing the nation’s priorities
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from racism and militarism to a

commitment in housing, health care,
full employment, nutrition, education,
and other human needs for all.

Our work developing these housing
activists and strengthening their net¬
work is designed to make them ready
for leadership in a new peace move¬
ment which is multi-racial. Our work
begins partly out of the realization
that the U.S. peace movement is not
broad enough to force changes in
our nation’s military priorities. That
must come from the kind of move¬

ment we called the “Freedom
Movement” of the ’50s and ’60s.

This work started from a project
initiated by the Institute when it
updated its first issue of Southern
Exposure on militarism in the South
with the publication of “Waging

Pat Bryant, Tom Schlesinger and A1 Thomp¬
son at aMemphis “WagingPeace” conference.
Peace.” I enjoyed my full-time work
on the staff and my hair started to
gray in the final stages of production
of “Stayed on Freedom.” But I’m still
singing!

FRANK
HOLYFIELD

Dream, 2 Feb. ’83
Setting: Post-nuclear world. I, and

apparently a lot of other people, are
living in a bank lobby. I am sur¬
rounded by a number of creepy and
automaton-like characters, withorangy
clumped hair (Claribelle clown), like
in a grade-B post-nuclear-world movie.
Suddenly, a princess enters, borne
aloft on a dais. She surveys her sur¬
roundings, obviously the center of
attention, and then asks: “Well, am 1 a

good dog or a bad dog?”
The automatons shuffle andmutter:

“dog... dog... dog...”

Dream, 3 Feb. ’83
I am asleep in my bedroom and my

brother is asleep in the same room.
I am surreptitiously sharpening a knife
(it is kind of comb-shaped, with
six blades) with a whet-stone, under
the covers. I touch a blade and it cuts

my thumb. “It’s sharp enough.” (I will

admit to having eaten a steak before
retiring.)

Working at the Institute was a
memorable experience for me. How¬
ever, since leaving, I have been assured
that modern psychotherapy will allow
me to lead a relatively normal life.
You all were, and still are, like a

family to me. I am glad to be able to
maintain contact through projects like
Marc’s [Miller] play and just dropping
by, in addition to doing the Facing
South illustrations.

I include a drawing my friend Bob
did of me, combining both loved-one
and dog motifs, so it seemed appro¬
priate. (It also shows the steaks
cooking.)

Frank was the designer ofSouthern
Exposure for two years and has done
all the drawings for Facing South since
its inception in 1976.
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AGENT ORANGE

In January, 1982, 26 AgentOrange victims and their families
from Georgia and other South¬
ern states filed suit against the

government on behalf of themselves
and the approximately 2.4 million
American servicemen exposed to
Agent Orange between 1962 and
1971. The veterans, many of whom
came to the suit through Agent Orange
Victims of Atlanta, have demanded
that the Veterans Administration stop
using powerful mood-altering drugs to
treat them, provide adequate medical
care, including genetic counseling, and
notify veterans of potential health
hazards connected with exposure to
Agent Orange. They charge the VA
with medical malpractice in treating
the diseases and illnesses caused by
exposure to dioxin.
16 SOUTHERN EXPOSURE

Lynda Gwaltney’s 34-year-old hus¬
band Robert was exposed to the herbi¬
cide Agent Orange while serving in
Vietnam; he died in April, 1980, of a
blood cancer usually suffered only by
elderly men.

Lynda Gwaltney: As soon as he
came back he had a rash on his body.
He complained of getting it while he
was there. He had lots of complaints
about his stomach also. But his psycho¬
logical problems were what I had to
notice most. He would go into depres¬
sions. He was paranoid. He kept a little
black book on people he thought were
trying to do things to him. Before he
had been so easy-going, a gentleman.
He was raised to be a very calm and
loving man.

In about 1976, he discovered he
had a knot on his neck. It started off
very small and it kept growing and
growing and growing. He didn’t have

Four years later, it was like he was
80 years old. He looked like a living
skeleton. There is no nightmare that
could have been as horrible. In the
end, he had no skin because of the
radiation treatment, I guess. For his
skin to come off under my fingernails
and you realize it’s your husband. To
have him under my fingernails!

- Celia Dugger, “Endless War, ”
Stepping Stones (1982: X, 2), pp. 48-
55.

hospitalization and put off going to
the doctor. Finally he went to the VA.
It didn’t take them long to figure out
he had a type of blood cancer.



ALBANY MOVEMENT■
AGRIBUSINESS

f a whole dictionary of words
existed to describe the structure
of U.S. agriculture, the most
important word therein would

be “concentration.” Concentration is
what has happened to farming in our
lifetime. Six million, eight-hundred
thousand farms in 1935 have dwindled
to barely 2.7 million today. In 1969
fewer than 52,000 farms, 1.9 percent
of all farms, accounted for one-third
of total farm sales. To take that a

little farther, three-quarters of all
farm products came from only one-
fifth of all farms.

Concentration in the food industry
only begins with the farmer, who, if
not a large producer, often works
under contractual arrangements with
a giant corporation that controls both
supply and demand and thus the prices
in the farmer’s locality. After food
leaves the farm it falls into the hands
of the processor. Twenty-four (out
of 32,000) of these middle-men
handle 57 percent of food sales in the
U.S. From there the finished product
goes to one of a handful of national
chain grocery stores in which most of
us shop. Few consumers realize that
the Hostess Cup Cakes, Wonder Bread
and those “old-fashioned, down-home”
Gwaltney Meat Products they buy
come from ITT. Our turkey comes
from Greyhound, our lettuce from
Dow Chemical and our tomatoes from
Gulf and Western. The multinationals
and conglomerates that control food
items from your field to your dinner
plate have attacked traditional agri¬
culture on all sides. The vertical and

FOOD MARKETING PROFITS, 1973

51 percent of fresh vegetables
95 percent of processed vegetables
70 percent of potatoes
85 percent of citrus fruits
40 percent of other fruits and nuts
100 percent of sugar cane and

sugar beets
80 percent of seed crops
98 percent of fluid-grade milk
40 percent of eggs
97 percent of broilers
54 percent of turkeys

The effect of this brand of con¬
centration on the small family farmer
is devastating. As the Agribusiness
Accountability Project documents,
“Boeing might be an inept potato
farmer, but its ability to merge, to
vertically integrate, to advertise, to
invest huge sums of money and to
attract government subsidies is enough
to overwhelm real potato farmers
in the American Northwest.”

- Bill Finger, Cary Fowler and
Chip Hughes, “Special Report on
Food, Fuel and Fiber: Agribusiness
Gets the Dollar, ” Our Promised Land
(1974, II, 2-3), pp. 145-210.

ALBANY MOVEMENT

n August of 1961, Charles
Sherrod, then a recent graduate
of Virginia Union University
and a leader of the Student

Nonviolent Coordinating Committee
(SNCC), went to Terrell County,
Georgia, to start a voter registration
project. The U.S. Justice Department
had filed an injunction to stop county
officials from segregating the voting
and registration process. It was the first
such federal action in Georgia. But

the climate of fear and repression
^ in “Terrible Terrell” was such

that Sherrod decided to
move his organizing work
to Albany, then a city of

56,000, 40 percent of whom
were black. It was the geographic,

economic and social center of all of
Southwest Georgia.

Cordell Reagon and Charles Jones
of SNCC joined Sherrod in Albany
and together with local black leaders
they laid the groundwork for a mass
movement that would capture the
imagination of the nation.

Later that year, in a report to

Retailers

$348-mil.^atmg
X Places
/ $400-mil.

Source:
Dept, ofAgriculture

Total: $4.6-bil.

contractual integration they represent
now encompasses:

SNCC, Sherrod said: “When we first
came to Albany, the people were
afraid, really afraid. Sometimes we’d
walk down the streets and the little
kids would call us ‘Freedom Riders’
and the people walking in the same
direction would go across the street
from us, because they were afraid;
they didn’t want to be connected with
us any way .... Many of the ministers
were afraid that their churches would
be bombed, that their homes would
be stoned. There was fear in the air,

and if we were to progress we
knew that we must cut

that fear.

Photo by Joe Pfister

We thought and we thought. . . and
the students were the answer. We drew

young people from the colleges,
trade schools, high schools and from
the street. They were searching for a
meaning in life.”

They began holding meetings with
the young people in church basements,
homes or wherever people would let
them meet. They talked about their
problems, how they felt, what it
meant to be black, how they were
denied the rights of citizenship and
even the basic human dignities. The
SNCC workers talked about non¬

violent action, possibilities of protests
and organizing drives. “Every night,”
says Sherrod, “we grew larger and
larger.” They trained themselves in
nonviolent tactics as they prepared to
challenge segregation in Albany that
fall.

- Joe Pfister, “Twenty Years and
StillMarching,” Who OwnsAppalachia
(1982: IX, 1), pp. 20-27.
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ANGOLA PRISON

In 1900 the Louisiana PrisonControl Board purchased an
8,000-acre farm called “Angola,”
a name obscurely derived from

a Latin word for “place of anguish.”
Shortly after the farm was purchased,
the state established a prison on the
site. Later, this purchase was aug¬
mented by 10,000 additional acres
of land.

By the late 1960s more than 4,000
men were crammed into Angola’s
facilities, built to hold no more than
2,600. Inmate-on-inmate violence, stab-
bings, sexual abuse and killings had
reached epidemic proportions. Both
guards and prisoners feared for their
lives. Adequate medical care was
lacking. Sanitation hazards existed
everywhere: a 20-year-old accumu¬
lation of raw sewage under the Main
Prison kitchen and dining hall had
created an unbelievable stench and
rodent problem.

In late 1968, four Angola prisoners
filed suit against the state. In 1973,
after the U.S. Department of Justice
intervened on behalf of the prisoners,
Federal Judge E. Gordon West said
that conditions at Angola should

Photo by Burt Steele

“shock the conscience of any right-
thinking person.” In 1975 he declared
conditions at Angola to be uncon¬
stitutional and prohibited the prison
from accepting any more prisoners
until the population declined below
2,640. He ordered the state to improve
security, medical care and food
service; to decentralize the peni¬
tentiary by building full facilities
elsewhere as well as at Angola; to
eliminate fire, sanitation and health

hazards; and to desegregate the prison.
Prison reformers, abolitionists and

socially concerned public officials
hailed the court order, calling it a

“godsend,” a message from the federal
courts that would ultimately bring
Louisiana’s prison system out of the
dark ages.

Their hopes were short-lived. To
be sure, some changes occurred
at the sprawling prison farm. But
today, three years after West’s ruling,
Angola remains a sewer of degradation
— primitive, .coercive and dehuman¬
izing. The state’s response to the order
has been short-sighted and irrational.
For example, to reduce Angola’s
prison population to 2,640, the
Department of Corrections began
refusing to accept state-sentenced
prisoners housed in parish jails. As a
result, nearly 2,000 prisoners who
would have been transferred to Angola
remained instead in crowded, anti¬
quated local jails. Asked about the
overcrowded situation, Governor Ed¬
win Edwards callously remarked:
“It’s not my problem. I don’t have
any relatives in jail.”

- John Vodicka, “Prison Planta¬
tion: The Story ofAngola, ”Still Life
(1978: VI, 4), pp. 32-38.

ANTI-KLAN STRATEGIES: I

Brother Yusuf is deeply andcreatively involved in the
community — or rather his
several communities of neigh¬

borhood, masjid, restaurant clientele,
the music world, the city. He belongs
to or holds office in several organiza¬
tions. He holds tutoring sessions for
young musicians, plays at numerous
benefits, and hosts a jazz series on a
local educational TV station.

His two favorite organizing meth¬
ods, though, are greeting everyone as
“Brother” or “Sister,” often with
a friendly hug — and his role as broom
ambassador. Often, he takes his broom
and goes down the streets near his
home and business sweeping up trash
and talking to neighbors. He figures
that continuous exposure to his
example will get other people con¬
cerned about each other and their
community.

Brother Yusuf thinks that the
spiritual and moral strengthening of
the African-American is the most

effective strategy against groups like
the Klan:

“The niggermentality de-africanized
the African. They wore sheets because
they knew we were scared of spooks.
The Klan was invented to scare niggers,
not Africans.

“We’ve got too many things to be
worrying about [to think about]

Photo by WekesaMadzimoyo

somebody like the Klan that might
be meeting in some club talking about
what they want to do — just as long
as they don’t do it.

“The way I fight the Klan is to
communicate with my Caucasian
brothers and sisters that are reaching
out, and create that positive energy, so
we can hold hands and roll up our
sleeves and do something together.
While that mentality that is dying
is dying, we can be working together
to make the tombstone of racism.”

- Interview with Brother Yusuf
Salim by Marilyn Roaf “Set A Posi¬
tive Example, ” Mark of the Beast
(1980: VIII, 2), pp. 44-46.

ANTI-KLAN STRATEGIES: H

The Klan started by circu¬lating a petition. To gather
signatures they set up a table
in the county courthouse

square in Monroe. The petition stated
that Dr. Perry and I should be perma¬
nently driven out of Union County
because we were members and officials
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APOCALYPSE

of the Communist-NAACP. The Klan
claimed 3,000 signatures in the first
week. In the following week they
claimed 3,000 more.

When they discovered that this
could not intimidate us, they decided
to take direct action. After their
rallies they would drive through our
community in motorcades and they
would honk their horns and fire pistols
from the car windows. On one occa¬

sion they caught a colored woman
on an isolated street corner and they
made her dance at pistol point.

Since the city officials wouldn’t
stop the Klan, we decided to stop the
Klan ourselves. We started this action
out of the need for defense, because
law and order had completely vanished
— because there was no such thing as a
Fourteenth Amendment to the United
States Constitution in Monroe, North
Carolina. The local officials refused to

enforce law and order and when we

turned to federal and state officials to
enforce law and order they either
refused or ignored our appeals.

So we started arming ourselves. I
wrote to the National Rifle Associa¬
tion in Washington, which encourages
veterans to keep in shape to defend
their native land, and asked for a char¬
ter, which we got. In a year we had 60
members. We had bought some guns
too, in stores, and later a church in
the North raised money and got us
better rifles. The Klan discovered we

were arming and guarding our com¬
munity. In the summer of 1957 they
made one big attempt to stop us. An
armed motorcade attacked Dr. Perry’s
house, which is situated on the out¬
skirts of the colored community. We
shot it out with the Klan and repelled

their attack and the Klan didn’t have

any more stomach for this type of
fight. They stopped raiding our com¬
munity. After this clash the same city
officials who said the Klan had a

constitutional right to organize met in
an emergency session and passed a
city ordinance banning the Klan from
Monroe without a special permit from
the police chief.

- Robert Williams “1957: Swim¬
ming Pool Showdown, ”Mark of the
Beast (1980: VIII, 2), pp. 22-24.

ANTI-LYNCHING CAMPAIGN

The complicity of a moderategovernor, the burning of the
courthouse, reprisals against
the black community — all

brought the Sherman, Texas lynching
unusual notoriety. But George Hughes’s
death typified a deeply rooted tradi¬
tion of extralegal racial violence.

Unlike other incidents in this

bloody record, the Sherman lynching
called forth a significant white re¬
sponse. In 1892, a black Memphis
woman, Ida B. Wells Barnett, had
initiated a one-woman anti-lynching
campaign; after 1910, the NAACP
carried on the struggle. But the first
sign of the impact of this black-led
movement on Southern whites came in
1930 when a Texas suffragist named
Jessie Daniel Ames, moved by the
Hughes lynching, launched a white
women’s campaign against lynching.
Over the next 14 years, members
of the Atlanta-based Association of
Southern Women for the Prevention
of Lynching sought to curb mob
murder by disassociating the image of
the Southern lady from its connota¬
tions of female vulnerability and
retaliatory violence. They declared:

“Lynching is an indefensible
crime. Women dare no longer
allow themselves to be the cloak
behind which those bent upon
personal revenge and savagery
commit acts of violence and law¬
lessness in the name of women.
We repudiate this disgraceful
claim for all time. ”

From evangelical women’s mission¬
ary societies, Ames drew the move¬
ment’s language and assumptions.
From such secular organizations as the
League ofWomen Voters and the Joint

Legislative Council, she acquired the
campaign’s pragmatic, issue-oriented
style. Active, policy-making member¬
ship consisted at any one time of no
more than 300 women. But the
Association’s claim to represent the
viewpoint of the educated, middle-
class white women of the South

depended on the 109 women’s groups
which endorsed the anti-lynching
campaign and on the 44,000 individ¬
uals who signed anti-lynching pledges.

- Jacquelyn Hall, “Women and
Lynching,”Generations (1976:IV, 4),
pp. 52-54.

Graphic by Allan Troxler

APOCALYPSE

On a normal day in 1903,Pine Bluff, Arkansas, was a

city of 22,000 persons,
almost equally black and

white. Laborers and dirt farmers stood
with wealthy landowners and mer¬
chants, waiting for the trains to rumble
past the tracks on Main Street, clearing
their way for a visit to the aptly
named Big Store or, perhaps, Wiley
Jones’s Saloon. Foundries and lumber
yards blended their screeches and
blasts with the bleating train whistles
to create the distinctive cacophony of

ENCYCLOPEDIA 19



APPALACHIA

a growing, aggressive city.
Friday, May 29, 1903, was not

a normal day. Foundries were silent,
lumber yards deserted, and railroads
carried only outbound passengers.

An estimated eight to 10 thousand
residents of Pine Bluff abandoned
most of their property and fled to the
countryside; they were awaiting the
destruction of their city, as prophe¬
sied by a sincere young black woman
named Ellen Burnett.

In January, 1903, Ellen began feeling
apprehensive, as if she were in danger,
for no apparent reason. Finally, on
May 8, she had her first vision.
“I went into a trance and saw

a vision of the city of Pine Bluff
being destroyed. I could not tell
how it was being done and could see
the town only by the vivid flashes
of lightning in the darkness that was
so deep that I could almost feel it.
I saw mothers throw their infants
away from them in their frenzy,
thinking it was better that they should
perish, if by doing so they could get
away. And I saw mothers and fathers
trample on their children, and the
strong trample over the weak in their
efforts to get away. Then I thought
that I was taken to a place I suppose
was heaven, although I did not hear
anyone speak its name. I saw a man
sitting on a great white throne, and all
about me was a great white floor. I
heard the man on the throne, who I
knew was God, say to another tall man
who wore a white robe and was bare¬

footed, but whose face I could not
see, to go and weigh the city.
And he went and seemed to

weigh the city in a great scale, and
I heard him report to God that
sin and grace were on an equality,
and the God said: ‘I am a just
man, and I will not permit the
just to suffer with the unjust.’
And then He said to me: ‘Go
and warn my people to leave the
city, and not to stop under six
miles from it, for I will destroy
the city and all that are therein.’
Five nights later I saw great
clouds come out of the south
and the Lord appeared to me
again and told me that He would
destroy the city at 5 p.m. on
May 29.”

- RobertMoody, “The Lord
Selected Me, ” Tower of Babel
(1979: VII, 4), pp. 4-10.

APPALACHIA

ppalachia isn’t poor. But
its people are. (Per capita
income still remains a

scant 50 percent of the
national average.) The people are
poor because they don’t own — and
scarcely benefit from — the wealth
of their region. Large, absentee,
corporate property owners do. Increas¬
ingly associated with the giant energy
conglomerates, it is these property
owners who daily cart away the area’s
riches.

In Appalachia, property is theft.
It is an irony of history that many

of the first settlers to come to the
mountains around Cumberland Gap
were the rebels. Here in Appalachia
they found a place to escape the
rapid industrialization of England and
Europe, and to establish a new way of
life free from the exploitative social
relations which they had known
before. As Jack Weller describes in

Yesterday’s People, some of the
settlers came from the Levellers
movement in Britain, where they had
challenged the power of their English
landlords, and came “in rebellion
against a form of government that
imposed its rules from the top.”

But the freedom of the frontier
mountains was changed in the late
1800s when coal and iron ore were

discovered and were demanded to
feed the new wave of industrialization.
In the Cumberland Gap area, it was

a young Scottish-Canadian capitalist,
Alexander Arthur, who foresaw the
Gap as an iron, coal and steel center.
Backed by capital from Britain’s
Baring brothers, a company was
formed, the American Association,
Ltd. It quickly transformed the
Yellow Creek Valley of Kentucky into
the coal town of Middlesborough,
named after its British counterpart.

In the short space of four years
(1888-1892), an incredible $20 million
of British capital poured into the area.
Railroads, furnaces, industries, hotels,
streets, lavish halls were built. Thou¬
sands of people — many fresh from
England, others from the East and
South — surged into the region. The
town was quickly dubbed “The Magic
City of the South,” and by 1892
its magic was valued on the British
stock exchange at over $40 million.
Founding father Alexander Arthur,
who came to be known as “Duke of
the Cumberlands,” proclaimed to
a group of investors on November 11,
1890, “This is but a transfer of British
business to American soil.”

And, indeed, they did acquire
soil — an estimated 80,000 acres in the
Yellow Creek, Clear Fork and other
valleys rich in timber and coal. The
most famous historical account of the
development of the area, Wilderness
Road by Robert Kincaid, simply says
the company acquired the land in a
few months. But there is more to the
story: residents describe, still with
anger, how the agents tricked, threat¬
ened or forced the mountaineers to
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give up their land. Some people, not
knowing or caring about the value to
the industrial world of the wealth
beneath them, “voluntarily” sold the
land for 50 cents or a dollar an acre.

An entire mountain — from which
Consolidated Coal now supplies Geor¬
gia Power over one million tons of
coal and the American Association
almost $200,000 annually — was
reportedly traded to an agent of the
company for a hog rifle.

- John Gaventa, “Property is
Theft, ” Land and Energy (1973:1, 2),
pp. 42-52.

ARCHITECTURE

Franchising, and consequentlyfranchise architecture, have
taken hold in America with a

vengeance.
Today, there are literally hundreds

of franchised industries. You can eat

in franchises, sleep in them, have
your hair done, wash your car, get
a new muffler; you can bottle pop
in franchises, brew beer, buy a car
or the gas to drive it, even do your
laundry in a franchise. Just about
anything that’s done by the average
American on a fairly routine basis
can be done in a franchise, and usually
is.

What is disconcerting about fran¬
chise architecture in the context of the
South is that as it becomes increasing¬
ly ubiquitous, it spreads its blandness
freely, creating environments oblivious
to local traditions and regional flavor.
As franchising continues to tap an
unrestrained market in the South,
it shrouds much of what is significant
and unique in our visual landscape.
We are victims of a paradox: while
the franchise buildings themselves are
harmless enough, their awesome pres¬
ence invades and weakens the integrity
of our Southernness.

Architecture a la McDonald’s is
an architecture of communication,
where building and image and salable
product become one in the mind of
the consumer. And it is specifically
aimed at the high-speed, moving-
picture world of the automobile.
In the ’30s, the owner of an ice cream
or dairy stand, for example, might
have fabricated his building in the
shape of a giant milk bottle or ice

cream freezer. The more bizarre the
building, the more eye-catching and
interesting the experience.

Today, that directness has been
abstracted, a fact made necessary
by changing social attitudes and
made possible by huge chains and
national advertising. But the building
is still a sign, still a beacon to the
motorist. Architecture serves the com¬

pany’s sales force, and marketing
professionals still retain an important
role in the execution and refinement
of a design scheme. Basically, franchise
architecture is not designed to please
us, it’s designed to attract us. The
remarkable similarity of franchise
design across the country is the result
of huge companies aiming for similar
markets, and their sheepish reliance
on proven-effective materials and

ARISTOCRACY From a photographic essay by Lucinda Bunnen entitled “A
Gaggle ofGeorgians,” in Behind Closed Doors (1979: VII, 1), pp. 71-75.

imagery. We are not supposed to
like the building, just remember it,
and associate it with experiences
effortlessly. It’s a small task to ask of
a building, which is why today’s
franchise architecture works so well.

- DouglasA. Yorke,Jr., “Kentucky
Fried Design, ” Building South (1980:
VIII, 1), pp. 70-73.
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We who work in thearts are supported by
or limited by the social-
political environment in

which we work. When the political
movement is doing well, many options
and possibilities open up for us. Like
every progressive political movement,
the ’60s liberated a great surge of
creative energy. Regressive political
trends tend to force
the creative impulse
into isolation. Dread,
doom, fear, gloom
and themes of sen¬
sual and erotic deca¬
dence juxtaposed to
strident militarism
come to the fore.
Inevitably, as our
Movement lost its

orientation, so did
most of our artists.

The general trend
is especially evident
in music. Music was

one of the more

important organizing
tools of the Move¬
ment. It was used to

inspire, educate, demonstrate, propa¬
gate and raise money. Every meeting
had to begin and end with a song. The
SNCC Freedom Singers became a popu¬
lar attraction on campuses and in con¬
cert halls everywhere. In some cases
traditional musicians appeared with
the Freedom Singers. More often they
traveled with seasoned performers like
Pete Seeger and Dick Gregory. In order
to structure the relationship between
musicians and the Movement, the Folk
Music Caravan was organized to pro¬
duce concerts, festivals and other
music activities in the South while
continuing to work on fundraising.

The widespread interest in folk
music that developed was reflective of
the potency of the grassroots social
movement. It was a perfect analogy.
The power of spontaneous social
movement, like the power ofmusic, is
more intuitive than rational. To be a

part of a group of hundreds or thou¬
sands of people, marching together,
singing together, united in pursuit of a
purpose greater than each, yet valuable
to all, is a compelling experience. It is
humbling and uplifting to hear the
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voice of 10,000 people come out when
you open your own mouth to sing.
Artists who participated in such ex¬
periences were always profoundly
affected, and it influenced their work.
When the Movement was in the press
every day, it acted as a magnet to
people in the commerical entertain¬
ment industry and all other levels of
cultural and artistic endeavor. As the
Movement lost its orientation and

focus, the flow of influence was
restored to its reactionary norm.

Artists, instead of being drawn into

the orbit of the Movement, deserted
the people’s struggles for the alluring
illusions of the Great White Way and
Tinsel-Town. The same process that
robbed the Movement of its leader¬
ship, robbed the people of their artists.
In too many cases the leaders, artists
and scholars did not simply desert the
field of struggle but actually joined the
ranks of those who profit from the
people’s misery.

- John O’Neal, “Art and the
Movement,” Stayed on Freedom
(1981: IX, 1), pp. 80-83.

ASSEMBLIES

decade ago, the Virginia
Community Development
Organization — under the
leadership of black attor¬

ney Don Anderson — began organizing
black people to take more control over
their lives. In each county, town and
city it penetrated, VCDO started an
Assembly — a structure of represen-
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tative democracy based on the British
parliamentary system, through which
people make and execute collective
decisions. With varying degrees of
success, VCDO, also known as the
National Association for the Southern
Poor, initiatedmore than 30 Assemblies
in southeastern Virginia and northeast¬
ern North Carolina; the organization’s
dream is to spread the idea throughout
the Black Belt South. . . .

Members of the Gates County
Assembly find the formal structure of
the Assembly the most effective
vehicle to enable them to help
themselves. Again and again, they
stress how thoroughly the Assembly
has organized the community, how
orderly are its processes, how efficient¬
ly it has fostered communication,
from one end of the county to the
other, and within each neighborhood.
They credit the Assembly with indi¬
rectly boosting the number of black
public officials in the county through
the momentum of organizing it
has generated.

“The Assembly is our backbone,”
says Reverend James Walton, a semi-
retired car mechanic, “because we can
probe into so many areas. No matter
what problem comes up, there’s
always somebody in the Assembly
who can handle it.”

Gates is a rural, agrarian county,
with almost no industries except
farming and logging. Blacks comprise
53 percent of the population but
have had little say in what goes on in
the county. There’s a quiet pride in
Isaac Battle’s voice as he describes
some of the dents black people have
made in the local white power struc¬
ture since he helped organize the Gates
Assembly. “We knew that we had
done things in a fragmented sort of
way, either through the NAACP or the
Gates Citizens Improvement League,
and we had never come to grips with
the fact that what we were doing was

nothing. But in organizing in this
[Assembly] fashion, we don’t leave
out any household, and everybody in
the community knows what you are
doing.”

- Clare Jupiter, “The Assemblies:
A New Power Structure,” Behind
Closed Doors (1979: VII, 1), pp.
27-37.
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ATHLETES

Being an athlete has given meinner peace and has made me
in tune to myself and people.
Most of all because of athlet¬

ics, I am a whole person. I am some¬
what of a perfectionist, because sports
is one of the avenues of mankind that
never ceases to strive for excellence.

Athletics has enabled me to accept
reality. I can accept the whole and not
overlook the unpleasant. Athletics has
helped me mentally, physically and
morally. Through athletics I have ex¬

perienced confusion, struggle, pain,
failure, anxiety as well as success.

I had the pleasure of experiencing
success and failure which I found to

be an essential element of communi¬
cating with oneself, thus meaning
freedom from insecurity.

The girls would tell me how muscu¬
lar I looked; the boys would tell me
how hard I was. As I grew older, I had
difficulty with men who were non¬
athletes; later on I had difficulty dating
other athletes because they expected
me to idolize them and since I was an

athlete too, I didn’t think they were so
great.

I am the only American female
athlete who has placed or been in five
Olympic Games with two Olympic
Medals. I am truly thankful for such a

lovely gift for I am one female athlete
who is most richly blessed.

— Willye White, “Being Two
Different People, ” Through the Hoop

: VII. 2). vv. 66-71.
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M / e tracked down James
I/I / Phillips “Dink ’’Roberts,
■r |r a banjoist and guitarist
r V some 80 years old in

January, 1974. Most ofDink’s early
memories are housed in oft-repeated
anecdotes, one or another of which
usually serves to answer any question
about the past. Like other forms of
folk narrative, these memories possess
some constancy ofwording and struc¬
ture in their retelling. Certain charac¬
teristics ofDink’s speech, its rhythmic
cadences and two-fold repetition of
phrases, find their way into his songs,
and are of a piece with the patterns
which crystallized in the country
blues.
Dink is a skilled, sometimes in¬

spired, performer and apparently his
music once commanded great respect
in Alamance County, North Carolina,
where he has spent most of his life.
He plays finger-style (up-picking)
as well as clawhammer banjo and the
slide guitar with a pocket knife.
His performances are casual; his tunes
possess little internal structure, and his
versesmigrate freely from song to song.

Dink Roberts: I don’t know noth¬

ing but old pieces. I used to play
guitar. I never will forget it. My second
wife [Jewel], she bought me a guitar,
brand-new guitar, and I never will
forget it as long as I live. I said,
“Well.” And she said, “Now you ain’t
gonna open it ’til Christmas morning.”
I said, “You know I know old Santa.”
She said, “Yeah, but I’m not gonna let
you take it out ’til Christmas morn¬

ing.” Well, Burch’s Bridge, my brother-
in-law lived across over there. Moon
shining bright as day. There’s two men,
white men, and two white women —

I’m telling you the God’s truth — says
“Uncle,” says “How
about playing that
piece you was a
coming down the
road playing a
while ago.”
I said,“I
just got a
guitar for
Christ¬
mas,”

and I says, “Old lady didn’t want me
to take it out ’til Christmas morning.”
And I said, “Well, you know I know
old Santa Claus,” like you know. And
I was playing “Careless Love.” [They]
said, “Well, I’ll tell you what I’ll do if
you just play the piece coming down
the hill there.” And they had liquor
and everything. Had a little old paper
cup. Say, “Ya have a drink friend?”
And I said, “Too much raised to fuse
it!” I’m telling you I played two tunes,
and they handed me six bucks. That’s
the truth. I could play then.

- Cecelia Conway and Tommy
Thompson, “Talking Banjo, ” Amer¬
ica’s Best Music (1974: II, 1), pp.
63-66.

BANKER PONIES

You’ve heard of the bankerponies? Well, there were
not only ponies — there
were cows and sheep, too

. . . and they just ran loose on the
banks; nobody looked after them. This
island [Harker’s Island, North Caro-
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lina] was about 22 miles long, and
they would migrate from one end to
the other. Well, they’d go up to the
north end, and by the time they’d get
back, there’d be a little bit more
grass, see? That would give it time to
grow, and they’d just work back and
forth, like that.

One of the most fascinating things:
If you’ll stop and think about it, a
horse can dig. Now, those banker
ponies, there was no one to look after
them and trim their hoofs. You know,
they would grow like a toenail or
fingernail. And some of them would
curl up, and they would actually split.
And they would get sore feet and
eventually, sometimes, they would get
an infection and die. And occasionally
they’d break off and they’d be all
right. But anyway, when they’d get
thirsty, those horses would start
digging right out on the high part of
the beach there someplace. And
maybe there’d be one here and one
here and three or four over there,
scattered around, and just like a dog
clawing with their front paws, and
pretty soon their belly would be on
the ground and they’d be down in
the hole.

And you’d see him get through,
and another one would go down there

and drink his fill. Well, all the time,
the horses would drink first; the
cows and sheep have split hoofs, so
they can’t dig, and they’d just stand
around and wait. When the horses got
through, the cows would start drink¬
ing, and then when the cows got
through, the sheep would drink.
Then they’d migrate on down the
beach. And the next day they’d start
digging more holes. Well, the wind
and the tide and everything would
come in and cover them up.

- John D. Coble, ‘'BankerPonies,”
CoastalAffair (1982: X, 3), p. 68.

■
BAPTISTS

There are almost 11 millionSouthern Baptist members
in the South, in 28,500
churches, served by 44,000

clergy. While their largest numbers are
in Texas (almost 2.5 million), their
greatest strength in proportion to the
total population is in Alabama, Missis¬
sippi, Georgia and South Carolina,
where a third to a half of the people in
almost every county are Southern
Baptists. They are weakest in West
Virginia, although in the last 15 years
they have more than doubled their
membership and increased contribu¬
tions in the state by eightfold. There
are 245 Southern Baptist churches
in Houston, Texas, and 152 in Dallas
compared to only 65 in West Virginia.
The bulk of the church’s wealth is
now found in the large city and
suburban churches, but more than
60 percent of all members are still
in rural churches of less than 200
members.

The Southern Baptists believe in
the old Puritan idea that “righteous¬
ness has the promise of material
prosperity.” Since God rewards right¬
eousness, the church has more to do
with material prosperity than any
other earthly agency. On the other
hand, the hungry and poor are not
suffering so much from a lack of
proper distribution of goods, as a
lack of evangelism and the willingness
of Christians to share with “those less
fortunate.” Therefore, the need is not
for new laws and social programs; the
need is for revival!

Southern Baptist schools have ab¬
sorbed an incredible amount of wealth
to train their young. The church has
43 senior colleges and universities, ten
junior colleges, four Bible schools,
seven academies, and seven seminaries.
Three of the seminaries — Southwest¬
ern, Southern and New Orleans — are
the largest schools belonging to the
American Association of Theological
Schools. Baylor and Richmond are the
two largest Baptist universities with
about 10,000 students each. Samford
has an enrollment of over 7,000 and
Wake Forest over 5,000.

- Jim Sessions, “A Mighty For¬
tress, ” On Jordan’s Stormy Banks
(1976:IV, 3), pp. 88-91.

BASKETBALL

Eckie Jordan grew up inPelzer, South Carolina, dur¬
ing the Depression and
learned to play basketball

because her father and brothers and
sisters played. Pelzer was a cotton mill
town which, like many other mill
towns in North and South Carolina,
Georgia and Tennessee, boasted out¬
standing men’s and women’s basket¬
ball teams competing in the Southern
Textile League.

“You were bred and grew up
teething a basketball in that area back
then,” she says. “We lived at the
gym.” Eckie remembers clearly that
girls received the same encouragement,
and financial support, as boys did.

After helping her high school team
win the state championship, Eckie
went to work in the local mill, playing
basketball intermittently during the
war years. After World War II, she was
recruited by the Chatham Blanketeers
of Elkin, North Carolina, a leading
textile team. But Eckie had seen Hanes
play at cavernous Textile Hall in
Greenville, South Carolina, the site
of yearly tournaments for both sexes,
and went to try out for Hanes instead
in 1948. She had been engaged to
a sailor who had “jilted” her after the
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war, and she was ready to go on to
“bigger things.”

- Elva Bishop and Katherine
Fulton, “ShootingStars: The Heyday
of Industrial Women’s Basketball, ”
Through the Hoop (1976: VII, 3),
pp. 50-56.

BATTLE & A BALLAD

From 1924 until 1930 theminers inWilder and David¬
son, in the Cumberland
Plateau of Tennessee, were

without a union. To get a job, they
had to sign a yellow-dog contract,
swearing that they would never join a
union or go out on strike. Conditions
went from bad to worse with two

wage decreases in five years.
In 1930 the company tried to cut

the miners’ wages a third time. The
men decided they had to try to
organize. And incredibly enough, with
no other mine anywhere in Tennessee
or East Kentucky organized, they won
United Mine Worker contracts with
the three companies in the hollow.
The union contract prevented the
third cut. But in July, 1932, the mines
at Davidson and Wilder refused to sign
a new contract unless ti.e men would

accept the cut in wages which they
had earlier fought off. The union
members decided to strike. That fall,
the mine owners called out the Nation¬
al Guard, and as months passed, they
seemed determined to starve the
miners into submission.

The miners fought back with every¬
thing they had — which wasn’t much.
Even before the strike, the union had
run an “aid truck” around the sur¬

rounding farm country, begging for
food for the miners. When the strike
came, they needed it all the more.
Two miners recall the desperate
conditions:

We’d been out bumming, and
way in the night we was going
back through this holler, right
between them two mountains,
just as dark. . . no light, we
didn’t have no light. We took
sorghum molasses and corn meal
(just corn meal now, I’m not
talking about cooked), poured it
in them molasses and stirred it

up - and green onions — and it
was pretty doggone good eating,
I’ll tell you!

I don’t know what to tell!

[Laughs.] There were some
people got hungry. I know some¬
times that the last bite we had
was cooked and put on the
table and eat. No job, no money,
nothing. But somehow or an¬
other when the next mealtime

came, we had something to eat.
It weren’t no steak and stuff
like that.

It had been the union’s Policy Com¬
mittee that originally recommended
strike rather than taking a 20 percent

cut in wages, and it was the Policy
Committee that was responsible for
leading the strike.

One man, especially, seemed to
stand for the spirit of determination
among those who still wanted to fight
until they won. That man was Barney
Graham, the president of the union
local at Wilder.

On April 30, 1933, Barney Graham
was gunned down by company thugs
in the streets of Wilder— shot 11 times
and then pistol whipped, just in case
the strikers had missed the message.

When Barney was killed that
broke the strike. They didn’t get
scared, they just. . . you know,
their leader was gone.

It was lost before they ever
killed that man. That man was

killed for ... I don’t know why.
Because two-thirds of the men
were working and the others
were just on the verge of starving.
Most of them was getting just
anything they could find to
steal.

Barney Graham was a good
man, and he was for the union.
He died for the union. He wasn’t
afraid of anybody. He wasn’t a
man that got up there and talked
and abused someone else. He
didn’t have too much to say.
There’s a lot of people that were
afraid — the companies were
afraid of him, and they hired
him killed.
Yeah, they tried Shorty Green.

He had plenty of witnesses. He
could have proved anything he

THE BALLAD OP BARNEY GRAN/M

Oil AfriLthe 'thirtieth,
In 1933,
Upon "the streets of Wilder
They shat him, hrave anJ free.

They shat my darlinj father.
Me fell upon the ground ;
’ TVds in the hack they shot hip|;
The hlaad cdMC SftedWiflj down .

%ty tooK the. pistol hah dies
And beat him an the. head;
The hired gunmen beat him
Till he WdS cold And dedd .

- Fran Ansley & Sue Thrasher,
A Wind (1976: IV, 1-2), pp. 136-142.

When he left, hafle that hiarninj,
X thought he'd Soon return;
But for ny aUrliftj ■father
My hedrt shall ever yeorn.

We carried hint* tke graveyard
And there We IAy kin down*,
*T1 sleep in detfth fa- many a year
Xn the cold end Sodden jraund.

Although he left the union
We triad so hard to kuild,
Mis blood tfas spilled-forjust}
And justice guides us stH.

‘The Ballad ofBarney Graham, ’’Here Come

c«
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wanted to. He proved in court
that Barney was standing up
fighting when he hit him in the
head the last time. Our lawyer
told them, “Why, an elephant
couldn’t have stood up under
that. ’’ Brains leaking in three
places. A .45 bullet going
through his lung, besides 10
bullet holes. But it went through.
We didn’t have no witnesses
there at all. Of course the whole
thing was set up, the witnesses
and everything.

Barney Graham’s step-daughter,
Della Mae, age 12 at the time, wrote a

song about her father’s death that
became known as “The Ballad of

Barney Graham.” Like many other
struggles of working people, the his¬
tory of the Davidson-Wilder strike has
not been preserved in the official
texts; it is remembered primarily
because of Della Mae’s song.

- Fran Ansley and Brenda Bell,
“Davidson-Wilder, 1932: Strikes in the
Coal Camps, ”No More Moanin ’(1973:
I, 3-4), pp. 113-133.

BIRDS & BEES

y best Sunday School
friend, Amy Watters,
on a humid summer

afternoon between the
second and third grade, began my
initiation into the terrifying knowl¬
edge of sex. Amy’s mother, usually
at least half crazy, had broken the
news to Amy that morning, and Amy
had raced over immediately after
lunch, figuring that this was something
I did not know. She was right.

“So you see,” she triumphantly
announced (she was just going into
first grade and delighted to know
something I didn’t), “the man sticks
his peter in the woman’s pee-pee and
they have a baby.”

1 had been dodging cracks in the
pavement (step on a crack and you
have to get married). I stopped still.
I was immediately offended that Amy
had said “peter” and “pee-pee,”
which I knew were dirty words,
instead of “wee-wee” for both, like

John and I did. Then it struck me

what else Amy had said.
“That isn’t true,” I replied with

equal confidence. I knew that a man’s
wee-wee couldn’t fit into a woman’s

wee-wee, and felt sorry that Amy
had such a crazy mother.

“But it is, the man sticks his —”
I stopped her from repeating it

again. My momma and daddy don’t
do that,” I said, trying to convince
myself that maybe this was just
something that affected children
whose mothers worked in the sewing
factory.
Amy was relentless. “Yes they do,

too, my momma says everybody’s
mommas and daddies do.”

I had a sudden feeling it was true.
My universe teetered near the heart
of a vast darkness as I saw millions
of daddies, including my own, wee-
weeing in millions of mommas instead
of in their toilets. I had watched my
brother urinate many times, his
hand guiding the soft stream of water
into the porcelain bowl, although I
had to climb onto the lowered seat
and hold on tight to keep from falling
in. And sometimes at night, especially
in the winter, when I was comfortable
in my bed, I would dream I was
already on the toilet seat, dreaming
carefully the entire stumble around
the corner of the bed, through the
opened door, around the clothes
hamper to the chilly toilet — then
I would wet the bed, waking up damp
and ashamed but also relieved at

having avoided the darkened bathroom
and the frozen floor. How any of this
related to babies, I could not under¬
stand. I knew very well, like I knew
to say “Yes, Ma’am,” and “No, sir,”
and “Please and thank you,” that
wee-wee and do-do and toilets went

together, and that it was embarrassing
and shameful and probably a sin
to do it anywhere else, and this had
something to do with why we had to
wear pants over our seats even in
summer heat and why mother had
gotten so upset when Kevin White
persuaded my little sister to pull
down her underpants on the sidewalk,
even when she didn’t mind. I was

humiliated that my parents might do
this when they had told me not to,
and confused that they would hide
it from me, suddenly terrified at
living in a world where this happened
at least as often as there were children,

and even more afraid of what other

ugly truths my parents might have
concealed. Finally I was not a little
upset at God for having arranged
things in such a nasty fashion, and
later in Sunday School when I heard
about the Virgin birth, I saw that God
had found the process distasteful also,
and had devised for Himself, anyway,
a method of getting around it.

So I went around in a panic for
all of June, not speaking to my parents
except to be polite, and hardly talking
to John, either, since I wanted to spare
him this knowledge, until I convinced
myself that what Amy had revealed
must not be that important or true,
or my mother would have told me
about it. With great relief I forgot
about sex for as long as I could. I
reverted to my old belief that babies
were born because God, and some¬
times Jesus, sprinkled star dust out
of heaven, like Tinkerbell in Peter
Pan, and when this dust floated down
onto possible mothers, they had
babies.

- Mab Segrest, “Delicate Conver¬
sations, ” Growing Up Southern (1980:
VIII, 3), pp. 90-91.

BLACK BUILDERS: I

The brick masons came fromslavery time. That was hand¬
ed down from generation to
generation and I’ve handed

it down to some of my children. These
are the things that I reckon were
handed down to us to do, to see that
everybody eats.

I done all of it. I was raised into the

Photo by Francis B. Johnston/Tuskegee Institute Archives
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trade. My father was a brick mason.

My mother’s father was a brick mason.

My father’s father was a full-blood
African, and he was a brick mason.
He was a slave.

There was a group of people — the
nephews, the uncles, the daddies —

made up a crew. Some were carpen¬
ters, some were finish carpenters,
some were plasterers, some were mold
makers [for plaster casts in houses],
and so forth.

They came up through slavery
times. They was masters of it all.
The white man didn’t do any of that
work in those days — it was too heavy,
too hard. He didn’t like those trades.

The new generation now ain’t
as proud of their work as the old
generation. The older generation were
tradesmen — that’s from my day back
and I’m 70 tomorrow. You take when
I first started off, if you put one brick
in a wall, you’d come back and look
at it to see that nothing was wrong
with that work, and if it wasn’t just
right, had a speck or something on it,
had to take that brick out in those

days. You went home and you worried
about that.

- Ben Fewel, “Masters of It All:
An Interview with Ace Jackson,”
Building South (1980: VIII, 1),
pp. 11-13.

BLACK BUILDERS: D

In 1925, when Philip Simmonsmade his decision to take up
blacksmithing, there was no

shortage of available role models
in Charleston, South Carolina. The
waterfront district was thick with

craftsmen, and included several black¬
smith and wheelwright shops. Within
one five-block area, four Afro-American
ironworkers plied their trade. The
tradition of blacks in skilled trades in
Charleston goes back to before the
1740s, when slaves regularly hired A
themselves out as craftsmen. The/
profits they earned were split
with their owners, and some
slaves eventually found the
means to buy freedom for
themselves and their fami¬
lies. The pattern of white
patronage of black skill was
so entrenched that even
after Denmark Vesey’s
abortive revolution in

1822, which caused Charlestonians
to regard all blacks with great fear and
suspicion, black craftsmen were still
able to earn a respectable living.

Just as it was normal for a boy
raised on a farm to do farm chores,
so too was it natural for Philip to go
into blacksmithing. Although born on
Daniel Island and raised by his grand¬
parents, he spent most of the school
year across the river in Charleston
with his parents; he finally moved to
the city permanently at age 13.

Philip Simmons estimates that in
the 40 years since he first took a
decorative commission, he has turned
out more than 200 gates. He has also
made balconies, stair rails, window
grills and fences. “I’ve never made
anything I didn’t like. I take a long
time on the drawing, and when the
customer likes it I already liked it
first. I’m lucky his choice is mine too.
“I build a gate. I build it to last

200 years. If it looks good, you feel
good. I build a gate and I just be
thinking about 200 years. If you don’t
you’re not an honest craftsman.”

- John Michael Vlach, “Philip
Simmons: Charleston Blacksmith,”
Who Owns Appalachia (1982: X,l),
pp. 14-19.

BLACK POWER

During the first month afterthat May, 1966 meeting,
Stanley Wise, Stokely Car¬
michael (elected SNCC

chairperson at the meeting) and I
traveled across the South visiting
SNCC projects. Stokely wanted to get
a clear idea of the work people were
doing.

We were in Little Rock, Arkansas,
when a lawyer came up and told
us that James Meredith had been
killed. The news of Meredith’s death
reminded me of the dull, aching pain
that seemed always to be lurking in
the pit of my stomach. Even though
I’d always believed that Meredith’s
intention to march across Mississippi
in order to prove that blacks didn’t
have to fear white violence any longer
was absurd, I was enraged.

We didn’t find out until two hours
later that Meredith had not actually
been murdered. The pellets from the
shotgun, which had been fired from
about 50 feet, had only knocked him
unconscious. Although he lost a great
deal of blood, doctors in the Memphis
hospital where he had been taken were
predicting that he would recover.
Because we were only a few hours’
drive from Memphis, we decided to
go there the next day.

When we arrived at the hospital
the next afternoon, Martin Luther
King and CORE’S new national direc¬
tor, Floyd McKissick, were visiting
Meredith. Stanley, Stokely and I
joined them. After saying hello to
Meredith and congratulating him on
his “good luck,” we left with Dr.
King and McKissick. Meredith was still
very weak. On the way down, we
were informed that although initially
reluctant, Meredith had agreed that
the march should be continued with¬
out him. He intended to join it as soon
as he recuperated.

Two days later, a planning meeting
was held at the Centenary Methodist
Church, whose pastor was an ex-SNCC
member, the Reverend James Lawson.
Participants in the meeting were
almost immediately divided by the
position taken by Stokely. He argued
that the march should de-emphasize
white participation, that it should be
used to highlight the need for inde¬
pendent black political units, and that
the Deacons for Defense, a black
group from Louisiana whose members
carried guns, should be permitted to
join the march.

Roy Wilkins of the NAACP and
Whitney Young of the National Urban
League were adamantly opposed to
Stokely. They wanted to send out a
nationwide call to whites; they in¬

sisted that the Deacons be
excluded and they demanded

that we issue a statement pro-
Photo by John Michael Vlach
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claiming our allegiance to nonviolence.
Dr. King held the deciding vote.

Although he favored mass white par¬
ticipation and nonviolence, he was
commited to the maintenance of a

united front. Despite considerable
pressure, Dr. King refused to repudi¬
ate Stokely. Wilkins and Young were
furious. Realizing that they could not
change Stokely’s mind, they packed
their briefcases and announced that

they didn’t intend to have anything to
do with the march. By the time we
held the press conference the next day
to announce officially that the march
would occur, they
were on their way
back to New York

City.
The march began

in a small way. Al¬
though SNCC people
were dominating the
march, Dr. King was
enjoying himself im¬
mensely. Each day
he was out there

marching with the
rest of us. His nights
were spent in the
huge circus-like tent.
For one of the first
times in his career as
a civil-rights leader,
he was shoulder to
shoulder with the
troops. Most of his
assistants, who generally stationed
themselves between him and his
admirers, were attending an SCLC
staff meeting in Atlanta.

The Deacons for Defense served
as our bodyguards. Their job was to
keep our people alive. We let them
decide the best way to accomplish
this. Whenever suspicous whites were
observed loitering near the march
route, the Deacons would stop them
and demand that they state their
business. In those areas where there
were hills adjacent to the road, they
walked the ridges of the hills. We did
not permit the news media’s criticism
of the Deacons’ guns to upset us.
Everyone realized that without them,
our lives would have been much less
secure.

We had our first major trouble with
the police on June 17, in Greenwood.
It began when a contingent of state
troopers arbitrarily decided that we
could not put up our sleeping tent on
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the grounds of a black high school.
When Stokely attempted to put up the
tent anyway, he was arrested. Within
minutes, word of his arrest had spread
all over town. The rally that night,
which was held in a city park, attracted
almost 3,000 people - five times the
usual number.

Stokely, who’d been released from
jail just minutes before the rally began,
was the last speaker. He was preceded
by McKissick, Dr. King and Willie
Ricks. Like the rest of us, they were
angry about Stokely’s unnecessary
arrest. Their speeches were particularly

militant. When Stokely moved forward
to speak, the crowd greeted him with
a huge roar. He acknowledged his
reception with a raised arm and
clenched fist.

Realizing that he was in his ele¬
ment, with his people, Stokely let it
all hang out. “This is the twenty-
seventh time I have been arrested —

and I ain’t going to jail no more!”
The crowd exploded into cheers and
clapping.

“The only way we gonna stop them
white men from whuppin us is to take
over. We been saying freedom for six
years and we ain’t got nothin. What
we gonna start saying now is BLACK
POWER!”

The crowd was right with him.
They picked up his thoughts imme¬
diately.

“BLACK POWER!” they roared in
unison.

Willie Ricks, who was as good at
orchestrating the emotions of a

crowd as anyone I have ever seen,
sprang into action. Jumping to the
platform with Stokely, he yelled to
the crowd, “What do you want?”

“BLACK POWER!”
“What do you want?”
“BLACK POWER!!”
“What do you want?”
“BLACK POWER!! BLACK

POWER!!! BLACK POWER!!!!”

Everything that happened after¬
ward was a response to that moment.
More than anything it assured that the
Meredith March Against Fear would
go down in history as one of the

major turning points in the black
liberation struggle. The nation’s news
media, who latched onto the slogan
and embellished it with warnings of an
imminent racial cataclysm, smugly
waited for the predictable chaotic
response.

- Cleve Sellers, “From Black Con¬
sciousness to Black Power, ” Stayed
on Freedom (1981: IX, 1), pp. 64-67.

BUCK WRITERS

o read Native Son at this
juncture of black history is
to be in the midst of a

people sans culture and
history, one whose roots are not those
stretching back beyond the diaspora,
but those which begin and end in a
Northern urban setting. Bigger Thomas,
the son ofmigrants, is the truemigrant;
he is an American creation — a desper-



BOMBS

ately driven man, deprived of that
strength which fueled Douglass and
Garnet, Sojourner Truth and Harriet
Tubman; he is one who has lost all
cognizance of a previous history, who
has become man alone, existing in an
incomprehensible universe, robbed of
the knowledge of that culture which
served his ancestors.

Thus he is one of the two major
paradigms handed down from black
writers of the past. Both are creations
of a Northern imagination, and both
are representative to black and white
audiences alike of the twin dichot¬
omies of the black psyche: Bigger
Thomas or the Scarlet Creeper:
nihilism, overwhelming frustration and
anger, or the hip/cool lifestyle of
sensationalism and atavism. These are

the offerings of the sons and daughters
of those who began the great migra¬
tion. Both are antithetical to black
history and culture, yet they are the
mainstays in the works of some of our
most talented writers, offered in
literature, upon stage and screen,
as representatives of black men and
women, of their hopes and aspirations.

What then of the Southern legacy?
What of a set of values which taught
a people to endure with dignity?
Such offerings, to be sure, are to be
found in the works of some black
writers. Jean Toomer and Zora Hurs¬
ton are examples. The early part of
Cane is a testament to the strength
and endurance of a people and serves,
with the second part, as a fictional
example of what happens to a people
who have lost a sense of the cultural
milieu from which they sprang. The
men and women of Zora Hurston’s
Their Eyes Were Watching God exhibit
the courage and dedication to survival
so much a part of black history, past
and present. Such novels were the
exceptions, however, not the rule,
and they were buried under the
popularity of their more sensation-
alistic contemporaries.

— Addison Gayle, Jr., “Strangers
in A Strange Land, ” Southern Black
Utterances Today (1975: III, 1),
PP- 4-7.

BLOOD MONEY

This blood rolling down my arm
is from the wounds of a dollar bill
that cut my fingers as I touched it.
The blood runs down my elbows
and drips off into the sand.
Mr. Pittston is kicking dirt over it,
swearing
there are no names written
on that dollar bill.

All this is the result
of thinking too much
about a Law Suit

proving me of
“The Survival Syndrome”:
I get money
but none of the dead are resurrected.

- Gail V. Amburgey, “BloodMoney,’
Who Owns Appalachia? (X,l), p. 45.

BOLLWEEVIL

923,1 got what the boll weevil
let me have — six bales. Boll
weevil et up the best part ofmy
crop. Didn’t use no poison at

that time, just pickin up squares. All
you could do was keep them boll
weevils from hatchin out and going
back up on that cotton. Couldn’t kill
em.

The boll weevil come into this
country in the teens, between 1910
and 1920. Didn’t know about a boll
weevil when I was a boy comin up.
They blowed in here from the western
countries. People was bothered with
the boll weevil way out there in the
state of Texas and other states out

there before we was here. I was scared
of him to an extent. I soon learnt he’d
destroy a cotton crop. Yes, all God’s
dangers ain’t a white man.

When the boll weevil starts in your
cotton and go to depositin his eggs
in them squares, that’s when he’ll
kill you. Them eggs hatch out there in
so many days, up come a young boll
weevil. It didn’t take em but a short
period of time to raise up enough out
there in your field, in the spring after
your cotton gets up — in a few days,
one weevil’s got a court of young’uns
hatchin. He goin to stay right in there
till he’s developed enough to come
out of that little square, little pod;
taint long, taint long, and when he

comes out of there he cuts a little hole
to come out. Pull the little leaves
that’s over that little square, pull em
back out the way and get to the
natural little pod itself.

When I seed I couldn’t defeat the
boll weevil by pickin up squares,
I carried poison out to the field and
took me a crocus sack, one of these
thin crocus sacks, put my poison in

there enough to poison maybe four or
five rows and just walk, walk, walk;
shake that sack over the cotton and
when I’d look back, heap of times,
that dust flyin every which way and
the breeze blowin, that cotton would
be white with dust, behind me. Get to
the end, turn around and get right
on the next row. Sometimes I’d just
dust every other row and the dust
would carry over the rows I passed.
And I’d wear a mouth piece over my
mouth — still that poison would
get in my lungs and bother me.

- Theodore Rosengarten, “All
God’s Dangers: The Life of Nate
Shaw,” Our Promised Land (1974:
II, 2-3), pp. 22-32.

BOMBS

From the grasslands of SouthCarolina to the farmlands of
the Texas panhandle and
from Florida’s Gulf Coast to

the Cumberland Mountains of east
Tennessee, Southern communities,
workers and natural resources are

essential to the production of each
warhead and bomb in the U.S. nuclear
arsenal. For instance, each hydrogen
bomb contains a neutron generator
which bridges the gap between the
bomb’s trigger and its fusion explo¬
sion. In order to manufacture these
generators, the Oak Ridge Y-12 Plant
in Tennessee supplies lithium fuel
cores to the Savannah River Plant in
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South Carolina. There the lithium
cores are placed in nuclear reactors.
The process produces tritium. The
tritium is transported to the Pinellas
Plant near St. Petersburg, Florida,
where it is fabricated into the neutron
generator. The finished component is
then sent to the Pantex Plant in Texas
for the final assembly of the warhead.

fk ft -j£
The fission trigger of each nuclear

warhead originates with plutonium
produced in the reactors of the Savan¬
nah River Plant, and uranium 235
components which are machined at
the Y-12 Plant in Oak Ridge. The
triggers are fabricated at the Rocky
Flats Plant near Denver, before they
are sent to Pantex for assembly.
Fission triggers, fusion fuel and the
neutron generator which binds them
together are the essential components
of a thermonuclear explosion. Each of
them is fabricated and assembled in

production facilities in the South.
- Bill Ramsey, “Not the Bombs,

Just the Parts,” Tower of Babel
(1979: VII, 4), pp. 41-43.

BOONDOGGLE

Henry Durham used to workfor the world’s largest
private defense contractor
— the Lockheed Aircraft

Corporation. Today he thinks Senator
William Proxmire hasn’t done all he
could to punish Lockheed for its $2
billion cost overrun on the C-5A air¬

plane, and he calls the U.S. Comptroller
General “a gutless bureaucrat” for
issuing a report that “whitewashes”
the mismanagement and collusion
behind the overrun.

The original $3.7 billion contract
which Lockheed won [“everybody
knew Boeing’s design was better,”
says Durham, “but Lockheed had
Senator Richard Russell”] called for
120 planes designed for moving troops
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and over-sized cargo quickly to brush-
fire wars. At a cost of $5.2 billion,
the Air Force is getting 81 planes
which have one-fourth the original
design’s life expectancy, won’t be able
to use rough runways as called for by
their counter-insurgency mission, and
are given to losing wheels and engines
and wings. The first plane off the
gigantic Marietta assembly line was
honored in ceremonies by President
Johnson and Governor Maddox, but,
according to Durham, the plane had
so many fake parts, some just made of
wood and paper, that it could not fly.
It later blew up on the runway.

For most of his 19 years with
Lockheed’s Marietta division, Henry
Durham dutifully served the company.
“I even neglected my family and tried
to make it up the ladder, you know,
to vice president. What was good for
Lockheed was good for the world as
far as I was concerned.” When Lock¬
heed won the C-5A contract, its em¬

ployment, already the biggest growth
factor in the area, mushroomed to
33,000. And in 1969, Durham was

promoted to manager of production
control activities on the flight line.
From this position, Durham learned
how waste brought a giant company
higher profits.

Photo courtesy U.S. Air Force

“People don’t realize how rotten
things are on the inside of some of
these giant companies or how the
federal government supports them,”
says Durham. “We’ve got to get the
truth about this story out and get
people moving.”

- Henry Durham, “Whitewash!”
The Military and the South (1973:
I, 1), pp. 16-21.

BOYCOTT

On Friday, December 2,1955, readers of the Mont¬
gomeryAdvertiserwho paid
close attention to the local

crime stories saw this item as they
sipped their morning coffee:

NEGRO JAILED HERE
FOR “OVERLOOKING”
BUS SEGREGATION

Two days later a boldly displayed
box appeared on the front page of the
Advertiser, its headline announcing:
“Negro Groups Ready Boycott of
City Lines.” Joe Azbell, then the
paper’s city editor, wrote in the

first paragraph of the article that a
“top-secret meeting of Negro leaders”
had been called for Monday evening
at the Holt Street Baptist Church.
The rest of the article reprinted almost
the entire text of a leaflet being
distributed by black leaders calling
for a one-day boycott of the bus lines.

The “top-secret meeting” men¬
tioned in Azbell’s article became
a mass meeting that launched not
only the Montgomery bus boycott,
but also the modern Civil Rights
Movement and the career of Martin
Luther King, Jr., as one of its principal
spokespeople.

E.D. Nixon: That [newspaper]
story really helped bring the people
together. I called the ministers that
morning: “Good morning, Reverend
Sir, good morning,” I said, “Have you
read the paper this morning? Have you
noticed Joe Azbell’s story?” I said,
“Take it to church with you, tell the
people about it, tell them we want
2,000 people at Holt Street Baptist
Church tomorrow night.”
If we didn’t have 7,500 people

out there, we didn’t have a soul.
We filled up the church, and all out in
the streets. That was a mass meeting.



BROWN LUNG

Johnny Carr: They didn’t dream
people would stay off the buses 381
days. But they did. There was one

point where they took all the buses
off the street because they weren’t
making any money.

During the boycott, we formed car
pools. At that time they said we were
breaking the law if we formed car

pools. We had met at churches for
rides, but they broke that up. So

then we started meeting at houses.
Sometimes I had to get seven or eight
people to work in the morning and
then we had to get to work ourselves.

The mayor said as soon as the first
rainy day came, all the blacks would
be back on the buses and glad to
get back on. The first day it rained
it was a sight to see — people just
walking in the rain, the water just
dripping off of them, soaked but they
just kept walking. And it poured that
day, and all of us who had cars drove
all over town picking them up.

Virginia Durr: The thing that was
so amazing is that it was supported
almost 100 percent. I don’t think
during that whole period of time I saw
one black on the bus. I had a woman

who came and washed and ironed
for me, and I would go to get her
in the morning and take her back.
The mayor said that the reason the
blacks were winning was that the
white women of Montgomery would
take their maids back and forth.
The police were on the watch, and if
you drove 26 miles an hour in a 25
zone, you were immediately arrested.
But the reaction of most of the
women was so funny — they got all
mad at the mayor and said, “If the
mayor wants to do my washing and

ironing and cooking and cleaning
and raise my children, let him come
out here and do it. No, I’m not going
to give her up.”

- Tom Gardner, “Montgomery Bus
Boycott: Interviews, ”Stayed on Free¬
dom (1981: IX, 1), pp. 12-21.

BROWN LUNG

When it was her turn tospeak, Linnie Mae Bass
cleared her throat and

said, “The denim that
made blue jeans for you has made
brown lung for us. I worked for
Burlington Industries for 20 years in
the spooling and warping department
until I was forced to retire because I
couldn’t get my breath. I had to come
out of the mills 17 years earlier than I
should have. Right now my breathing
is only 28 percent normal.

“Mill workers are scared. They are
scared of losing their jobs. They are
even scared to admit that they are sick
because I was

myself until
I knew.

“We never

knew about
our rights to
compensation
for an occupa¬
tional disease.

Definitely the
companies

have never told us about this disease.
You cannot trust the company to do
their own education of the people.
They cannot be trusted to do their
own medical tests. Even Dr. [Bud]
Imbus, Burlington’s famous company
doctor, cannot be trusted. It has been
the Brown Lung Association and not
the company that has been educating
the people about this disease.”

As she talked, Linnie Mae Bass was
oblivious to her photogenic attraction
to the cotton industry, but Jerry
Armour, a photographer for the
National Cotton Council of America,
dressed in a synthetic blue jean suit
lined in red, white and blue, snapped
her picture again and again.

Asked why he had been flown from
the Cotton Council’s Tennessee head¬

quarters to take pictures of Brown
Lung Association members, Armour
answered, “To show what we’re up
against.” He added, “We’re using stills,
color slides and 16-millimeter film.
We’re going to put together a presen¬
tation and show it at the Cotton
Growers Association, various board of
directors meetings, the National Cot¬
ton Council, of course, and to textile
manufacturers. We’ll probably show it
to people like Burlington Industries.”

- Mimi Conway, “Cotton Dust
Kills and It’s Killing Me, ” Sick for
Justice (1978: VI, 2) pp. 29-39.

Photo by EarlDotter
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The Acadians or Cajuns arrivedin Louisiana over a 30-year
period after 1765 as exiles
from what is now Nova

Scotia. Prior to settling in Louisiana,
they had been dispersed throughout
the American colonies, returned to
France (from whence they had come
in the early seventeenth century),
been imprisoned in England or mi¬
grated to the French Caribbean
colonies. When the Acadians arrived in
New Orleans, the colony had been
ceded to Spain. The former farmers
and fisherfolk from the cold north
became petits habitants on levee
crest farms along the rivers and bayous
of sweltering Louisiana, as well as
trappers and fishers in the back
swamps and lower coastal marshes.

The 22 parishes of southwest
Louisiana are usually referred to as
“Acadiana,” or “Cajun country.”
However, not all the people who reside
there are Cajuns; not all Cajuns speak
French; and not all people of French
descent are Cajuns. The Cajuns have,
over time, managed to assimilate and
acculturate the Anglos, Germans,
Italians and Spanish with whom they
came into contact, not to mention
the French planter aristocracy and
black populations.

The Cajuns themselves largely re¬
sisted acculturation to mainstream
American ways until the last 50 years.
In this period, schools, hard surface
roads, cars, World War II, the English
language media and the Anglo-domi¬
nated oil industry expanded the in¬
fluence of American culture. However,
in the face of changing linguistic and
social customs, Cajun music continued
to be heard. With its roots in the
seventeenth-century French dance hall,
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filtered through the impact of jazz,
blues and hillbilly music, Cajun music
along with food and festivals often
serves to symbolize the romantic
cultural revival that French Louisiana
is now undergoing.

Alongside and mingling with the
Cajuns, the Creole culture of south
Louisiana is significant. The term
“Creole” has great semantic elasti¬

city and often varies in
meaning, depending upon
who is talking to whom,
about what, or whether
it is used as a noun or

an adjective. Derived
from the Portuguese
criuolo (meaning
“native to a region”),
“Creole” originally
described the de¬

scendants of
the European
colonial popula¬

tion in the West
Indies, Latin Ameri¬
ca, Louisiana and
later the “Creoles of
Color.” With Anglo-

American intrusion into Louisiana,
many slaves, as well as free people who
did not consider themselves black,
looked more to their European heri¬
tage than an African heritage to
separate themselves from les ameri-
cains, both black and white. Thus,
Creole, a term once associated with
the “pure” descendants of the Euro¬
pean colonists, came also to be linked
to people of diverse ancestry and cul¬
ture: black, Indian, French, Spanish.

In rural Louisiana many of the
Creoles of Color (some of whom held
their own slaves) and French slaves
mingled with the arriving Cajuns.
As a result, some black and lighter
people known as mulatres are more
Cajun than Old World French or
Afro-American in their cultural orien¬
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tation. However, among the rural
Afro-French of Louisiana, some retain
strong ties to Caribbean culture in
speaking “Creole” — a language
that can be briefly described as French
words within a New World Africanized
system of grammar and sound (parallel
to the English-based Gullah of the
Georgia Sea Islands) as well as in
“Afro-Caribbean” dress, foodways and
musical style. Zodico music, for
example, reflects a middle ground
between Afro-Caribbean rhythm pat¬
terns with tonal and repertoire influ¬
ence from Afro-American music and
the melodic sources of Cajun music.

- Nicholas R. Spitzer, “South of
the South,” Coastal Affair (1982:
X, 3), pp. 56-59.

CAMP MEETING

The democratic impulse thathad nourished the rise of
religious folk music was
now being tapped for an

even larger social movement. As one
historian writes, “The close connec¬
tion of the Colonial Government, the
Established Church and the aristo¬
cracy of the Tidewater makes it
impossible to treat the (revival) move¬
ment as solely religious. It was more
than that. It was a protest against
religious, social and political privilege
— and because education was closely
associated with the privileged classes,
somewhat too against education.”

Revivalists, especially Baptists, were
heavily persecuted from 1750 to 1775,
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but they flourished nonetheless. The
influence of their doctrines on the
frontier was boundless, and by the
dawn of the nineteenth century they
had unleashed a storm of religious
activity in all but the plantation
South.

The revival movement culminated
in that amazing phenomenon, the
camp meeting — a gathering of hun¬
dreds or thousands of people in
remote areas for days or weeks of
continuous religious observances. It
was with the camp meeting that re¬
ligious folk music took root among
the masses of the Southern moun¬

taineers. The first camp meeting was
held in Logan County, Kentucky, in
1800. For the next 30 years, common
people — mostly black and white
farmers — attended these incredibly
intense gatherings that centered on the
struggle within the participant over
her/his feelings of sin and salvation.
Preachers vividly described heaven and
hell. Songs, prayers, groans and shouts
from repentant sinners and the energy
released by so many people crowded
together made the camp meeting an
irresistible force. One observer writes,
“at no time was the floor less than
half covered. Some lay quiet, unable
to move or speak. Some talked but
could not move. Some beat the floor
with their heels. Some, shrieking in
agony, bounded about like a fish out
of water. Many lay down and rolled
over for hours at a time. Others rushed
wildly about over the stumps and
benches, then plunged, shouting ‘Lost!
Lost!’ into the forest.”

- Rich Kirby, “And We’llAll Sing
Together, ” On Jordan’s Stormy Banks
(1976: IV, 3), pp. 4-9.

CARPENTER

started out working on a crew of
22, with no other women. It
was as good a crew as you could
ask for, but I still had a lot of

trouble. I remember being very pas¬
sive. The men who already knew how
to compete for wages or place in the
company could elbow in, look at the
plans and jump on the jobs they
wanted. You just cannot be passive.

My attitude was probably my
biggest obstacle to learning — I felt
like I was always having to prove
myself, always trying to make my

place. And I felt very
unsure of my place.
Little insults began to
pile up and I began to
feel very alone. Right
about then a couple of
women working in car¬
pentry in this area said
we ought to get together
with other women in the
trades. The group that
was formed is still going.
It hasn’t become a politi¬
cal force, or a dues-
paying organization. But
it has become a tremen¬

dous support for women
in the trades. Women
shouldn’t go it alone if
they don’t have to. Sup¬
port from other women
can really help you sur¬
vive. I still have problems
with being passed over
by more aggressive peo¬
ple. The key word is
confidence. I’m finding
that a lot of people have
no more skill or experi¬
ence than I do — just more confidence.

Women starting carpentry very
often don’t have the real basic skills
that men take for granted — a kind of
coordination, knowing how to use
tools, when to be aggressive with a
piece of wood or a bolt and when not
to, how to use your strength and
extend the power you have. The idea
that women don’t have the strength
to do the job is a myth. If you’re not
strong enough, you find a tool that
will make you stronger. Women’s
physical attributes make them work
differently from men, and getting men
to cooperate can be a problem. Men
will tell you there’s only one way to
solve a problem — their way. That’s just
not true. There are many ways to solve
problems in carpentry, and women
need to keep an open mind to that and
never take for granted that you don’t
know what you’re doing.

- Jackie Strouble, “Women Work¬
ing,”Building South (1980: VIII, 1),
p. 39.

CHANUKAH

The Jewish kids played in thepasture, a sister and brother
in an Alabama town. Soon
the sun would set and

Chanukah would begin. The dry
field grass scratched her legs when,
Indian wrestling, she rolled on the
ground to break a fall. The incredible
blue sky, sunless, chilled the sweat
that sank salt into new wounds.

The wrestling became a spat and he
left victorious. The girl played on
alone, a new game. She pretended the
holiday was not her own. She was
neuter, no, a Christian, a Gulliver
pinned by Jew hammers, Jew strings,
and Jew nails, changed for a night to
a Jew.

Her parents explained that it wasn’t
so bad. She had eight days of Christ¬
mas, not a sickly one. Eight times the
joy! Eight times the gifts! Except
when she was ten, and she would only
have one gift this year. And eight
times the void on the other nights.

“Why is this night different from
all others?” She didn’t know what to
say to the boy who came through the
field with a cow. Bovine both, she
was terrified. What if he asked another
unanswerable question? Like “How
come you’re not saved?” She lacked
the gifts to make herself understood
and ran away mutely, leaving him
laughing at the shit on her shoes.

Better stay near the house now.
The sky was red.

— Janet Rechtman, “Chanukah,
Camp Hill, Alabama,” On Jordan’s
Stormy Banks (1976: IV, 3), p. 73.

CHARISMA

From the very beginning ofthe march, poor blacks along
the route were awestruck by
Dr. King’s presence. They had

heard about him, seen him on tele¬
vision, but had never expected to see
him in person. As we trekked deeper
into the Delta, the people grew less
reserved.

The same incredible scene would
occur several times each day. The
blacks along the way would line the
side of the road, waiting in the broiling
sun to see him. As we moved closer,
they would edge out onto the pave-
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ment, peering from under the brims of
their starched bonnets and tattered
straw hats. As we drew abreast someone
would say, “There he is! Martin Luther
King!” This would precipitate a rush
of 2,000, sometimes as many as
3,000 people. We would have to join
arms and form a cordon in order to

keep him from being crushed.
It’s difficult to explain exactly

what he meant to them. He was a

symbol of all their hopes for a better
life. By being there and showing he
really cared, he was helping destroy
barriers of fear and insecurity that had
been hundreds of years in the making.
They trusted him. Most important, he
made it possible for them to believe
that they could overcome.

- Cleve Sellers, “From Black Con¬
sciousness to Black Power, ” Stayed
on Freedom (1981: IX, 1), pp. 64-67.

CHEROKEE

Disease and guns were notenough to alienate all
southern Indians from their
land. In the nineteenth

century a new tactic emerged: forced
removal. In spite of a successful court
battle which outlawed the Cherokee
Removal, the Federal government
rounded up 16,000 acculturated Cher-
okees and marched them west to the
“Indian Territory” (Oklahoma). Four
thousand Cherokees died during the
winter of 1838-39 over what has be¬
come known as the “Trail of Tears.”

It wasn’t the Cherokee’s “savagery”
that threatened the whites. As church¬

going farmers, their economic, social,
political and religious life resembled
that of their white neighbors. They
were removed for one reason — y'*"r
land, land rich in farming po- r-> ”
tential and land rich in gold. f
After the removal, only >

r T

. /

about 1,000 Cherokees remained in
the East, mostly in western North
Carolina. They had rejected accom¬
modation, but more important to their
survival, their land was of little value
to the frontiersmen. When the state of
North Carolina auctioned off the
mountainous land it confiscated under
the removal program, the most inter¬
ested bidders were the Cherokees
themselves — or rather the whites who
acted as their agents since North
Carolina didn’t recognize the rights of
Indians to own land.

Within a few weeks of removal,
one group of Cherokees in Graham
County bought 1,200 acres of their
own land through three white men.
Other groups, like the Euchella and
Tsali bands, moved further into the
mountains; but a large number of
North Carolina Cherokees were never

serious candidates for forced removal.
Rather than move from their land
after an 1819 treaty, the nearly 400
Oconaluftee or “Quallatown” Indians
relinquished their Cherokee status and
became North Carolina citizens. The
Oconaluftee’s land, called the Qualla
Boundary, is now the main Cherokee
reservation in the eastern United
States. But it is unlikely that even
their North Carolina citizenship would
have protected them from removal if
the land had been more suitable for
cultivation or contained the gold of
northern Georgia.

- Sharlotte Neely and Walter
Williams, “Detour Down the Trail of
Tears,” Our Promised Land (1974:
II, 2-3), pp. 94-98.
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CHICANO

The “Chicano Movement”which gave birth to La
Raza Unida is generally
thought of as dating from

the mid-’60s. But Chicano historians
trace their struggle back to the 1840s,
when northern Mexico was made part
of the U.S. through conquest. Under
the 1848 treaty of Guadalupe Hidalgo,

the U.S. acquired what is now New
Mexico, Arizona, California, Nevada,
Colorado, Utah and parts of other
states. In return, Mexico received a
token payment and a promise that the
rights of Mexicans and their descen¬
dants within the conquered territory
would be respected. (Texas had been
annexed by the U.S. earlier, after
Anglo settlers revolted.)

The U.S. honored its treaty obli¬
gations to the Mexicanos about as well
as it honored its treaties with the
Indian nations — which is to say not
at all. The Mexican citizens in question
were themselves either Indians or

people of mixed Spanish and Native
American descent with mostly Indian
culture, except for the Spanish lan¬
guage. Land grants from the Spanish
crown, for example, were often held
in common by an entire village, in an
attempt to translate the native con¬
cept of land tenure into a European
equivalent.
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The U.S. refused to recognize any
such communal holdings, and simply
confiscated them. Individual holdings
were stripped from the Mexicanos
by discriminatory taxes, fraud and
violence. The Mexicanos soon became
a landless laboring class. Along with
the economic base, the political
machinery passed into Anglo hands.

Armed resistance included social

banditry and more politically con¬
scious organizations like Las Gorras

Blancas (White Caps), who cut the
barbed wire the Anglos used to enclose
their stolen range land. Political
parties were formed, including one
called La Raza Unida in 1856.

- Bart Laws, “Raza Unida De
Cris tal, ”SteppingStones (1982: X, 2),
pp. 61-12.

CHURCHES: I

The black church still haswhat the white church has
seldom had because it didn’t
need it — the reputation of

being the focal point where political,
social, and economic as well as theo¬
logical issues can be discussed openly.
Here I have a free platform. We lay
out Angola; we criticize the state
legislature for cutting welfare, and
with no apologies. In the Presbyterian
Church you had to tip softly on some

very, very fragile egg shells because
some of the folks had the miscon¬

ception that all welfare folks are lazy
and black. But you don’t have that
here.

I think the black church has been
far more political and theological,
even when it did not realize it. The
spirituals had theological as well as
political overtones. The old spiritual
“Wade in the Water” had to do with
slaves escaping and hitting the water
to kill the scent when the dogs came
after them. Always there was this
feeling that another message was being
carried.

What the black preacher was trying
to do was deal with the fact that black

people had no place where they were
called sane, or no place where they
had any dignity. I’ve got women in
my congregation who go out five days
a week wearing white uniforms, which
says they are nobody, but when they
dress on Sunday morning and come to
Ebenezer, they are dressed to kill,
naturally. This is the only place where
a nobody can be somebody. It doesn’t
matter to the people where they work
who they are, and the uniform is a sign
that they do not belong in that com¬
munity, that they are only there to
serve it. But when they come here, it
means something altogether different.

How do you get your dignity? That
is what black folks talk about; white
folks didn’t need to talk about that

because, for better or worse, by what¬
ever means necessary, they were able
to get some power, and that was
power over somebody else. But the
struggle of black folks is how to get
equality. And that is where this church

has been very meaningful, from the
time King supported the bus boycott
and Rosa Parks.

- Joseph Roberts, “A Free Plat¬
form, ” On Jordan’s Stormy Banks,
(1916: IV, 3), pp. 40-44.

CHURCHES: II

I think the churches today are stillrelevant; I think there is a need
for the institution. On the other
hand, I think the church, black

and white, is far, far behind. The lead¬
ership of the church is out of step.
I do feel that in this country, particu¬
larly in the urban centers, if we
continue to get property and build
these fantastic buildings, that the day
may well come when the next struggle
will not be directed toward the secular
institutions, but toward the church.

I think the white church and the
black church will remain apart for
years to come. The leadership of the
black church is perhaps much more
socially conscious, much more politi¬
cal, much more involved in the life
of the community. I think the black
church could do more, but I think the
black church is much farther down the
road than the white church.

In another sense, particularly in the
black Baptist church, I think religion
is much more personal. It dominates
the lives of people. The whole concept
of Jesus, as a brother or king, is much
more personal. Whether people are
working in the kitchen, or the field or
whatever, religion takes on a personal
quality.

I don’t see a great marriage anytime
in the near future between the white
church and the black church. You
know people say eleven o’clock on
Sunday morning is the most segregated
hour of the week, and it still is. I think
that will be true for years and years
to come.

- John Lewis, ‘A NewDayBegun,”
On Jordan’s Stormy Banks (1916:
IV, 3), pp. 14-24.

CITY SUCKER

Social reality began to nibbleaway at the edges of the self-
confident vision of Atlanta
from the late-’60s on. Rodney

Cook, the old-line candidate for mayor
in 1969, lost to Sam Massed, nephew
of John Portman’s partner, Ben
Massed. As Atlanta’s older commercial
interests lost some of their political
clout, Portman gained. So did black
Atlantans, who by 1969 constituted
half the city’s population and had
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demonstrated in the streets and in

many private meetings their displeas¬
ure with the old guard’s paternalism.
Sam Massed won with a black vice¬

mayor, Maynard Jackson, at his side.
Life began to seem increasingly

confusing, even threatening, to the
aging elite who had run the city for
a half century. The power structure
they had known was a social, eco¬
nomic and political union. As Ivan
Allen, the last of the old-line mayors,
observed:

Almost all of us had been born
and raised within a mile or two

of each other in Atlanta. We had
gone to the same schools, to
the same churches, to the same
summer camps. We had dated
the same girls. We had played
within our group, partied within
our group, and worked within
our group.

The rising entrepreneurial elite,
with John Portman and his Regency
Hotel as its most obvious symbols,
was not socially of this group. But

these young wizards helped the
oldtimers ensure the continuing pros¬
perity and peace they desperately
wanted for their city. Allen spelled
it out:

A favorable image means new

industry. New industry means
more jobs. More jobs means
more personal income and spend¬
ing. More income and spending
means a broader tax base for the
city, which means more and
better city services, which mean
happier people, which is what
it is all about.

By the end of the 1960s, the new
generation of leadership faced a
number of tough decisions about how
to keep Atlanta expanding, vital,

exciting. Understandably, John Calvin
Portman emerged as the architect for
its plan of progress, and his Peachtree
Center became the image of “America’s
Next Great City.”

- Larry Keating, “Camelot to
Containment, ” Building South (1980:
VIII, 1), pp. 77-85.

CIVIL DEFENSE

WhenMarilyn Braun cameto head the Federal
EmergencyManagement
Agency (FEMA) pro¬

gram in Greensboro and surrounding
Guilford County, North Carolina, four
years ago, she also began to think
seriously about the “unthinkable.”
Her thinking was different. She
realized the deception, confusion and
wastefulness of the current civil
defense program. Immediately she
set out to uncover the truth and
to tell that truth - something which
all but a small handful of her peers
in civil defense still seem reluctant
to do.

She charges that the local civil
defense program is unable to offer
protection to the people. The people
of Greensboro have reacted not with
anger but instead quite positively.
They want to know the truth, and
Marilyn Braun wants to tell it.

Marilyn Braun: We have virtually
no information on what the $4.2
billion war planning budget request
means — whether they are talking
about hardware or people or paper
or what. But this money, as I under¬
stand it, would go towards crisis
relocation planning.

I will give you the official version
of the system. This is not our version.
Crisis relocation means that risk
areas — known targets for nuclear
attack — would evacuate into host
areas during an increased period of
international tension.

©Wewould be asked
to evacuate 360,000
people into six sur¬
rounding counties.
Let’s talk about what
that assumes. It as¬

sumes, number one, that there would
be warning time. The estimated need
that FEMA states is three-to-10 days’
warning time. Let’s say that is a fact,
although any reasonable person would

question that. It then assumes that
everyone in Guilford County has the
resources and that Guilford County
has the supplies to stock up for
three-day supplies of food, medical
supplies and so on. It then assumes a
docile and cooperative public in an
unprecedented situation. It assumes
that the host county will welcome
everyone into their county under
unprecedented conditions.
It assumes that there would be

congregate care facilities for every¬
body. There you would wait until
there is evidence or warning that
a bomb is coming. Then you would
dive for a fallout shelter in their
county. It assumes that the conditions
would be right for you to construct
something called an “expedient” shel¬
ter. An expedient shelter is basically
placing dirt on a building.

- Ken Hinson, “Duck and Cover, ”
Waging Peace (1982: X, 6), pp. 44-48.

COALMINING WOMEN

Elizabeth Laird: I went in themines when I was 54. Been
there five years. Five years
more and I’ll get a 10-year

pension. That’s what I’m planning on.
Then I’m going to write my book and
buy a kiln and do ceramics.

When I went in the mines, I no
longer had to work 16 hours a day,
which is what I was working when
I went in. Six days a week at the
factory, and seven days a week at the
diner right down the street. The other
eight hours I slept.
If I had a daughter, I would give her

an education, but it wouldn’t be that
bad if she wanted to go in the mines.
I would agree to it. I want my children
to do what they’re best at. Two of my
sons are in white-collar jobs. I couldn’t
stand that. I can’t tolerate being
dressed up, with my face fixed and
my hair fixed. I like to feel free,
and when you’ve got on hose and high
heels and makeup, you just can’t
feel free.

Sandra Bailey: At first I was so
ignorant about the mines that I didn’t
know the danger. It took awhile,
maybe three weeks or a month, and
then one night I was sitting there
thinking while on a break that there
must be a thousand ways to kill your¬
self in a coal mine. To get killed.
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Just by touching the trolley wire,
just by putting your hand in a belt
roller. Just by so many tilings that you
had to constantly guard against. I
was lucky that people tried to teach
me the safe way to do things. I became
more and more interested in safety,
and I started studying up at home on
pamphlets that the federal inspector
would leave around.

I’d see people run through unbolted
breaks sometimes, for short cuts,

and I would try to tease them into
realizing the seriousness of it. I’d
say, “You sure did save yourself a

lot of steps. We could
have been off work
tomorrow for your
funeral.”
I used to take those

very same chances. I
really did. And I
didn’t realize the ser¬

iousness of it until
one night when I was
running the scoop and
went through an un¬
bolted break, and just

as I went through it, it
fell in. That really made

an impression. So
I became more

and more safety¬
conscious, and
was on the

safety committee at our local, the first
female officeholder in the local.

- MaratMoore, “Coalmining Wom¬
en,” Working Women (1981: IX, 4),
pp. 42-47.

COCA-COLA

Selling wholesomeness is whatCoca-Cola is all about. The
product couldn’t be perfected;
only the image could be manip¬

ulated to make the drink more and
more popular. And when it comes to
images, Coca-Cola literally wrote the
book. A sampling from its in-house
pamphlet, Philosophy ofAdvertising:
“Only [through advertising] can we
gradually ‘condition’ our customers
to a point where they are favorably
reminded of the product when they
see a simple trademark at the point-
of-sale.”

By succeeding in that task, the
wizards behind Coke have transformed
what is essentially colored sugar water
into a fountain of wealth, gushing
forth more millionaires than any other
product in history. They have turned
a one-man operation into a multi-
billion-dollar corporation that owns
orange groves in South Africa, bottles
wine in New York State, sells sewage

systems in Canada, trains management
specialists in Washington, cans protein
drinks in South America, peddles
bottled water in New England, makes
instant coffee in Europe, and ships
to 135 countries the magic ingredients
of its mainstay product: the Fabulous
Coca-Cola.

How the masters at Coke built their

empire is a story of the power ofmen
and money to control what you think,
to generate a blend of images that
captivate your imagination, that will
make you think “Coke” when you
see a sign or feel tired or thirsty or a
little depressed (“Coke adds life”).
It is a story of the most incredible
mobilization of human energy for
trivial purposes since the construction
of the pyramids. . . .

In the early 1900s, Coke’s owners
realized that promoting the product’s
virtues as a “headache remedy” or
“nerve and brain tonic” limited Coke’s
sales to people with a specific discom¬
fort. Plenty of people were feeling
miserable, but the changing routines of
their daily lives demanded a wholly
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different remedy. The rise of the assem¬
bly line, the big city and cash in the
pocket turned self-sufficient people
into wageworkers and consumers; and
with that transformation came the
need for new mechanisms of relief.

Populism, evangelical revivals, unioniza¬
tion, socialism, reactionary movements
fueled by racism and nativism all experi¬
enced a boom in the period from 1880
to 1920. Coca-Cola offered something
different. It didn’t confront the changes;
it made them easier to endure; it pro¬
jected an image of the good life that
came with “the pause that refreshes.”
For only a nickel, it offered a pleasant
escape into a fantasy world of pretty
girls, warm friends and wholesome fun.

- Bob Hall, “Journey to the White
House: The Story of Coca-Cola,”
Good Times and Growing Pains
(1977: V, 1), pp. 32-44.

COCKFIGHT

An estimated half-millionAmericans have some con¬

tact with cockfighting each
year. Many individuals go

to a single fight out of curiosity or
attend fights periodically for purposes
of gambling. A few are professional
gamecock breeders and fighters who
ship gamefowl throughout the world
and travel thousands of miles annually
to attend fights at major pits. The

majority, however, are hobbyists who
maintain a relatively small number of
roosters, perhaps 30 or 40, and fight
them once or twice a month during
the cockfighting season.

Even for these amateur cockers,
the breeding and care of the gamefowl
is a major concern. For thousands of
years, gamefowl have been selectively
bred for aggressiveness and fighting
ability.

Although breeders often do not
maintain the purity of the strain, they
make every effort to keep gamefowl
reproductively separate from common
domestic strains of chickens. They
point out that “gameness” — the
elusive quality of bravery that makes
a cock continue fighting, even when
seriously injured and dying — is of
prime importance. If a cock fails to
demonstrate this quality, especially if
it runs in the pit, it is called a “dung¬
hill,” meaning that it is part commer¬
cial chicken. Such behavior on the part
of the cock is a source of embarrass¬
ment to the owner, and there are tales,
though unsubstantiated, of the angry
owner who wrung the neck of a
cowardly cock.

- Harold Herzog and Pauline Cheek,
“Grit and Steel, ” Through the Hoop
(1979: VII, 2), pp. 36-40.

COLONIZED SOUTH

s of 1860, the South was
an independent nation.
There is little historical
logic for why its ruling

class should not have desired such
independence. The historical fights
over the “causes” of the Civil War have
often missed this important point.
Union promised little for the South,
while independence promised free
trade and a better chance at westward
expansion. Northern capital, however,
could not tolerate this potential
rival; hence the emerging industrial
power fought a war for economic and
political hegemony over the resources
of the continent. The major results
of this conflict were to destroy the
economic base of an important com¬
peting class and to transform the slave
population into a peasant class. In
Reconstruction and Bourbon Restora¬
tion a new economic order was solidi¬
fied through the creation of a system
of agricultural credit which guaranteed
that the economic surplus would no

longer remain within the region.
The credit system affected both

black and white agriculture in the
South. The farmer had historically
been financed by cotton factors and
Southern banks. These sources of
credit dried up after the war. In their
place emerged the supply merchant,
a small entrepreneur, dependent on
credit from Northern wholesalers.
The merchant-banker put a lien
on the black tenant’s crop and in
many ways took over the supervisory
functions of the landlord. Throughout
the Black Belt, this class first chal¬
lenged and then merged with the older
ruling class when the latter realized
few alternatives were available.

Meanwhile, the high price of cotton
after the war attracted many marginal
lands into production and encouraged
the intensification of the cotton

culture among the white yeoman
farmers. Where before these farms had
been largely self-sufficient, they now
needed credit to finance the cash crop.
Here too the supply merchant arose
to fill the needs of the day. With
declining cotton prices, the white
farmers of middling and poor classes
found themselves increasingly depen¬
dent on their former benefactors.
This dependence was further inten¬
sified by the need to continually
replenish the poorer soils that had
been called into cotton culture. The
upshot of these events was to push the
white farmer, as well as the black, into
a state of tenancy. By 1910, 50
percent of all Southern farm oper¬
ators were tenants, as compared
to 35 percent in 1880.

- Joe Persky, “The South: A
Colony at Home, ” Land and Energy
(1973:1, 2), pp. 14-22.

CONVERSION

The discussion of “conver¬sion” reflects a concern that
the military-industrial sector
of the U.S. economy has

monopolized the country’s resources,
while the pressing domestic needs con¬
tinue to go unmet. But translating this
legitimate anxiety into political action
has been plagued with difficulty; not
the least of reasons for this is the lack
of a coherent plan which could com¬
bine political and economic considera¬
tions into a program of alternative
uses for defense money and facilities
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a transitional program aimed at creat¬
ing a viable public production sector
which would demonstrate the potential
and possibilities of decentralized,
publicly-owned economic activity.

The immediate legitimacy of the
program comes from two basic facts:
(1) most of the facilities that would
be engaged in public production are
already government-owned or heavily
subsidized by government contracts,
primarily through the Pentagon, and
(2) most of the areas in which the new
production authorities would operate
— transportation, housing, shipping,
public power — are sectors which have
either stagnated under private enter¬
prise or have been largely ignored and
underdeveloped. Private enterprise has
not provided adequate housing, trans¬
portation, shipping or cheap power;
our argument is that now it’s time to
give another approach a chance.

- Derek Shearer, “Converting the
War Machine, ” The Military and the
South (1973:1, 1), pp. 33-47.

CONVICT LABOR

The leasing of state prisonersto private individuals began
in 1846 when Alabama
leased convicts to plantation

owners in order to avoid the expense
of operating a penitentiary. By 1872,
railroads and coal mines in the District
dominated the bidding for the prison¬
ers. Coal mines paid $16 a month,
plus room and board, in 1898 for the
unrestrained use of convict labor. Over
80 percent of the prisoners were indi¬
gent, mostly illiterate, blacks charged
with vagrancy or other Jim Crow-
related offenses. As the price for

for meeting domestic needs.
As should be obvious, the proposals

outlined in this article are not a pro¬
gram for complete socialization of the
economy or even of all the major cor¬
porations. The conversion of military
facilities proposed should be viewed as

convict labor climbed, these leases
proved highly profitable to the state
treasury. Between 1922 and 1926,
1,150 convict miners produced 1.5
million tons of coal at an estimated
market value of $3.5 million. Despite
scandals involving bribery, embezzle¬
ment and mistreatment of prisoners,
the system was not abolished until
1926.

— Mike Williams andMitch Menzer,
“Southern Steel, ” The Future Is Now
(1981: IX, 3), pp. 74-79.

COONDOG

What’s clear every timesomeone begins talking
about their particular
dog is this: coon dogs

are work dogs. The relationship of
owner to dog is a professional one
before it’s a personal one. The dogs
have to perform before they earn
affection. If Old Blue quits easily,
occasionally tracks a rabbit or possum,
or barks at the foot of a tree that is

coon-empty — he gets kicked, swatted,
cussed at (maybe even shot) and then
sold, traded or given away. Barking up
an empty tree is called, appropriately,
lying. And everybody hates a lying
coon dog.

“This feller,” John told me, point¬
ing to a grave, “he was a big coon
hunter. And he heard about a feller

having a monkey who could take his
pistol and go up a tree and shoot a
coon out, you know. And they’d save
cutting the timber and everything.
And this feller got awful interested in
that monkey, and he called the guy
and asked him would he bring his
monkey and go coon hunting with
him. And he said yeah. So they went,
and the dogs treed, and he give his
monkey the pistol. He climbed the
tree and went up there and POP! Out
rolled the coon. They got him and
went on, and this feller he was s-o-o-o
interested in that monkey. Did he
want to sell him? Feller told him he’d
sell it to him. He said, ‘Will you
guarantee that monkey to go up every
tree that a dog trees up and shoot the
coon out?’ Says, ‘Yes sir, I’ll guaran¬
tee you.’ Well, he bought him. He
went up, went a-coon hunting that
night with him, you know, and carried
the monkey. And the dog treed, and
he handed him his pistol, and up that
tree that monkey went. Stayed about
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10 minutes. He come

down, walked down
with this pistol in his
hand, and shot this
feller’s dog. So this
feller called the guy he
bought the monkey
from and told him. He
said, ‘That damn mon¬

key!’ he said, ‘I
carried him out and
the dog treed.’
Said, ‘He climbed
that tree and went

about 10 minutes
up there and come down and shot my
coon dog.’ Other feller said, ‘Oh, I
forgot to tell you about that.’ Said,
‘That monkey just hates a damn lying
coon dog!’”

- Jim Salem, “Coon Dog Grave¬
yard,” Through the Hoop (1979: VII,
2), pp. 27-29.

COUNTER-CULTURE:!

eginning with the events of
Montgomery in 1955, when
the Afro-American commun¬

ity of 50,000 citizens stood
as one in a bus boycott, and extending
to 1969 with the Vietnam Moratorium,
in which an estimated four million

people participated, our Movement
created a dual authority in the coun¬
try. There was on the one hand the
established authority: the citadels of
institutional racism, the masters of war,
the apparatus of government — state,
local and federal — and those chosen
to do the dirty work of suppressing
our Movement in defense of the status

quo. This established authority acted
out a way of life that was rooted in
custom and tradition, and dictated by
class interests.

The other center of authority was
the Civil Rights-Anti-War Movement
which represented a continuum of pro¬
test activity during the period. This
authority, the Movement, represented
the people’s alternative to the power
of institutional racism and colonialist
war. The Movement had at its disposal
such resources as dedicated organizers
who educated and mobilized the
aggrieved people; charismatic, grass¬
roots leadership that articulated the
goals and the vision that inspired
action; performing artists who gave of
40 SOUTHERN EXPOSURE

COUNTER-CULTURE: II

What took the wind outof our sails was looking
on the disarray of the
rest of the nation and

finding nothing real out there to
identify with. Within a year of SSOC’s
[Southern Student Organizing Com¬
mittee] demise, SDS [Students for a
Democratic Society] itself splintered
into several factions and lost its
national following. I was too busy
with Kudzu and things in Mississippi
to even say “I told you so.” But over
the next three years the loss of national
organization made itself felt more and
more and before it was all over I came
to realize that as important as local
roots were, they could be rendered
worthless by the isolation that the lack
of national solidarity imposed on us.
Liberation News Service had split
down the middle over the counter¬
culture versus purist politics debate.
The cultural faction disappeared into
Vermont or somewhere and all that
was left was the verbal diarrhea of the
New York political heavies.

Other underground papers around
the country seemed to be moving re¬
lentlessly down the trail SDS had
blazed of being increasingly obsessed
with purist politics and violence fetish¬
ism. Meanwhile the whole counter¬
culture thing became increasingly
superficial and reactionary under the
onslaught of commercialism and es¬
capism; and if that wasn’t enough,
people were taking more and more
of a depressing turn to the mindless
mysticism of religious cults and
astrology. The middle ground of
sanity disappeared and with it our
hopes for the emergence of an effec¬
tive national Movement. One after
another Kudzu staffmembers became
frustrated with the isolation of Missis¬

sippi and packed up and headed out
for parts unknown.

I went to Atlanta to see about

working on the Great Speckled Bird.
Several of the people wanted me to
stay there, but when I criticized the
Bird for losing its once large readership
because it wasn’t reaching people,
some East Coast intellectual who had

recently joined the staff called me a

their time and talent; church choirs,
benefit concerts, mass meetings, and
literature designed to instruct and
enlighten as well as reflect the experi¬
ences of the Movement. All of this
was held together by an
camaraderie

developed in
struggle.
- J. Hunter
O’Dell,
“Notes on
the Move¬
ment, ”
on Freedom

(1981: IX, 1),
pp. 6-11.
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“tailist” for wanting to lower myself
to where the people were at. It was the
old chauvinism. I was just a bumpkin
from the provinces who hadn’t read
enough Marx and Lenin. These people
were just as happy as they could be
sitting there being irrelevant and
unread; I made plans to leave.

I wanted to take out a full page ad
in every Movement paper in the coun¬
try and say, “Well, what about ‘fail-
urism!’ Doesn’t anybody on the left
care that the left’s most consistent
characteristic in this country is its
failure to initiate and sustain real
communication with the American
working people?!” My experience was
that nobody really did care. People
cared about establishing their place in
history as a Movement leader; they
cared about working off their guilt
for being middle or upper class by
passionately embracing intellectually
whatever the Movement’s latest trend
was; they cared about advancing
their intellectual prestige in debates,
and any number of the other games
the intellectual class occupies itself
with. But the American left has rarely
been able to see the peculiarities of
its own subculture and to transcend
those peculiarities to establish com¬
munications with another culture, the
culture of working-class America.

- David Doggett, “The Kudzu
Story, ” Focus on the Media (1974: II,
4), pp. 86-95.

JACKSON STATE
MASSACRE

DAMN DAMS

Back in Brumley Gap, Vir¬ginia, the primary concern
[of the local citizens] was
keeping Appalachian Power

Company [APCO] off the land. By
submitting a preliminary application
to the Federal Energy Regulatory
Commission [FERC] and announcing
its intention to study Brumley Gap as
a d'am site, APCO had started a process
that, according to most interpreta¬
tions of Virginia law, gave it the power
to come on the land and make site
tests.

On June 11, residents received a
letter from the power company,
asking permission “to make such sur¬

veys and examinations as are necessary
to determine if the site is suitable for
the possible location of a pumped-
storage hydro-electric generating facil¬
ity.” The letter promised “no harmful
effect on the property,” but warned
that unless permission was granted,
APCO would exercise its right to enter
the land without the owner’s permis¬
sion.

In response, the Brumley Gap citi¬
zens got together and sang “We Shall
Not Be Moved” while 76-year-old
Roby Taylor burned the letters.

APCO wrote again, this time send¬
ing the letters by registered mail. All
but a few residents refused to accept
them.

Tension ran high in the valley.
Some of the older residents began to
show signs of physical distress, caused,
relatives said, by worry over the
prospect of having their land dis¬
turbed. People talked about greeting
APCO with buckshot, and discussed
the prospects of going to jail to
protect their land. Richard Cartright

Austin, a United Presbyterian minister
who calls himself an “environmental

theologian,” told them that if every¬
one stuck together, “They just might
have to build a bigger jail over in
Abingdon.”

Austin was concerned about two

things — first, that violence might
occur, and second, that the people
would not be prepared to resist
APCO effectively. He called for help
from the Movement for a New Society,
a nonviolence training group which
had emerged from the American
Friends Service Committee. In August,
during the week before APCO would
have the legal right to come on the
land, Pete Hill and two other trainers
came to the valley and began con¬
ducting workshops in people’s homes.
The subject: nonviolent civil disobe¬
dience tactics. Photo by Bill Blanton

APCO took the classes seriously.
Two days before the power company
was scheduled to begin site testing,
sheriffs deputies served warrants on
62 residents.

The papers were served on Saturday
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morning, August 11, the first day of
the First Annual Brumley Gap Festival.
At a rally on the next afternoon,
Austin explained the significance of
what had happened: “APCO would
rather pretend they’re up against
individuals and try to ‘pick us off’ one
by one. They can’t do that now. By
going to court, they’ve recognized that
we’re together. Now we’ll stand
together and fight them.”

- Bill Blanton, “Not by a Dam
Site, ” Tower ofBabel (1979: VII, 4),
pp. 98-107.

DANVILLE

During the summer of 1963,the world’s attention was

captured by the persistent
demands of black Ameri¬

cans for justice and equality. Through¬
out the South the-power structure was
using the laws of the Old Confederacy
as well as economic coercion and
brutal violence against blacks who
refused to end their sit-ins, marches
and demonstrations against legalized
segregation.

The seeds of the Danville Movement
were sown in 1960 when an NAACP
youth group was expelled from the
main public library by the police after

staging a sit-in and using the segregated
facilities. In support of the students,
the NAACP brought suit and won the
right for blacks to use the library.

But local elected officials and other
white citizens of Danville waged
a long, hard battle to keep the library
closed or have it reopened on the
same segregated basis. They refused
to comply with the judge’s order,
resorting to such tactics as spreading
rumors about the black attorneys to
break the spirit of the black com¬
munity, and, reopening the library
after removing all the chairs. The
attorney who opposed the NAACP
suit expressed the prevailing sentiment
of the white community when he said,
“The library is housed in the residence
of Colonel Summerlin, and served as
the last capitol of the Confederacy.
With these niggers in it, why, it’s
blasphemous!”

As the activism of the Freedom
Movement grew in the ’60s, many
lawyers began to see the growth of
a different role for their profession:
to create legal buffers for and over¬
come legal obstacles blocking the
people who were confronting long-
established policies that kept blacks
from participating in the economic
and political life of their communities.
These attorneys came to believe that,
instead of winning reforms through

court initiatives, they should give legal
assistance to the freedom being won
by the mass participation of blacks
in direct action.

In Danville, a group of nationally
known lawyers — including Arthur
Kinoy, William Kunstler and Len
Holt — along with five local attorneys
who had been active in desegregation
efforts — Ruth Harvey, Harry Wood,
Jerry Williams, Andrew Muse and
George Woody — experienced “that
fundamental shift in the role of

lawyers in the area of civil rights.”

Ruth Harvey Charity: There was
no problem with the attorneys. All of
us were associated with the NAACP.
There was an attempt on the part of
some people to create a problem when
Len Holt came on. SCLC brought Len
Holt in. In the end we would work
together anyway. The greatest point
of question was raised as to who was
for whom, but that didn’t last too
long, for we were all for people.

The white power structure tried
to impact on that by really trying
to get something started. We were
too smart for that. We knew what the
Movement meant, so there was no

question about power. We were
together, we’d sit around the desk,
on the floor, and pool our thoughts.
We knew we had to beat them at
their own game. And emotion was not
going to beat it.

Arthur Kinoy: So here we all were
together in Danville at Ruth Harvey
and Harry Wood’s office: Ruth and
Harry, Jerry Williams, Len Holt,
Bill Kunstler and myself and Dean
Robb and Nate Conyers of the Detroit
Lawyers Guild.

The power structure had struck
again to respond to the increasing
militancy and unity of the Danville
Movement, particularly stimulated by
the leadership shown by the SNCC
and CORE staffpeople. The city
council had unanimously passed a
new ordinance. All picketing, all
demonstrations, all marching were
illegal without a permit from the city.

What could we do? What could we

as lawyers do to help the Movement
survive, to help it breathe and not
choke to death, strangled by the net
of legal proceedings the power struc¬
ture had thrown on top of it?

One thing quickly emerged. No one
wanted to let the city continue its
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offensive or for us to play out a
conventional defensive role. The Move
ment had to fight back, and we had
to find ways to assist in that objective.
Before we knew it, we agreed upon
the necessity for a head-on attack
on Judge Aiken’s injunction, the new
ordinance and the John Brown statute
as illegal under the U.S. Constitution.
Whether we succeeded or not, we all
sensed how important it would be to
the fighting morale of the Movement
for us to say loudly and clearly that
the Danville formula in its totality
was unconstitutional, illegal and un-
American.

— Ruth Harvey Charity, Christina
Davis and Arthur Kinoy, “The Dan¬
ville Movement: The People’s Law
Takes Hold, ’’American Heretic (1982.
X, 4), pp. 35-39.

DAY CARE

oddlers are notoriously hard
to deal with. Compared to
babies they’re big and messy
and unruly; compared to

older kids, they’re still not toilet-
trained, can’t talk very well and
require constant supervision. They’re
also especially sensitive to change,
and most child psychologists say that
separation from parents is particularly
upsetting during this period — from 15
months to about two-and-a-half years.

The Toddler House in Swansboro
offered little to compensate for the
difficult separation from home and
parents. Although kindly and well-
meaning, staff members for the most
part lacked the energy to play much

with the children. The kids milled
around the several crowded rooms,
knocking into one another or whining
or sucking on their pacifiers with the
introverted vacancy of a group of
opium eaters.

Every hour or two, the children’s
diapers were all changed — a horrifying
ritual. Every staffmember had one rag
and a pail of water, and we would
move around the rooms like cow

punchers through a cattle yard,
corraling children and pinning them
down then and there on the floor.
The one rag was used to wipe all the
six or seven bottoms that fell to each

person’s portion. To my consterna¬
tion, one lady assiduously wiped
the juice and crackers off their faces
with the same rag. I reported this
practice to the director but later heard
that it was still in use.

Since it took a fair amount of time
and energy to get all the toddlers’
shoes on, they didn’t go outside much
even in good weather, and hardly at all
in the winter. Once they were out,
the staff took this opportunity for a
much-needed break; they sat relaxing
by the side of the building and left
the children to their own devices.

Who can blame them? One toddler
alone is enough to drive its own

parents up the wall on occasion.
These day-care workers had to con¬
tend with a whole houseful of toddlers
at their worst: frightened, whiny,
confused and demanding. For a wage
of around $2.00 an hour, who could
reasonably expect anything better,
day after day?

When day-care workers are over¬
worked and underpaid, their unhappi¬
ness directly and crucially affects the
well-being of an even more vulnerable
group of people — the children. The
miraculous and saving factor is that
many day-care workers, regardless of
the low pay and demanding and
responsible work, do put forth the
terrific amount of energy required
to do a good job in day care. But
their dedication is taken for granted
rather than rewarded, except by the
love and the healthy development
of the children they serve. And the
children, of course, do not sit on the
board of directors and do not allocate
funds or set wage guidelines.

No one can deny the growing need
for day-care services; my purpose in
this article is to speak of the realities

as I’ve seen them from inside the
day-care experience. I believe that
we should take heed against jumping
onto day care as a bandwagon, advo¬
cating the wholesale proliferation
of day-care centers as a simple answer
to a complex problem — without
at the same time giving close consid¬
eration to the kinds of day-care
services we need and want.

The key as I see it is a combination
of strong professional leadership and
energetic community control. Ideally,
the two parties would struggle to¬
gether to hammer out a program both
professionally sound and sensitive to
the needs of the particular families
involved. Some of the issues that
would arise are questions of part-time
or full-time care, type of discipline
used, whether the emphasis would
be on school readiness or on coop¬
erative playing.

Crucial to the success of this
program would be the emphasis on
day-care “systems” rather than just
centers. Centers should not be the
only model or option for day care.
They can work well, especially for
older kids, and especially if half-day
use is encouraged for as many parents
as can manage it. A day-care center
should serve its traditional functions
while, in addition, providing after¬
school care for older children. It could
serve also as an information exchange
center, encouraging parents to share
child-care services as much as possible.

The center could coordinate and

supervise the informal network of
day-care home operators and could
even function as a kind of home base
for them: where they could come
to observe methods of dealing with
a particular age or type of child; where
they could bring their groups of chil¬
dren periodically for a story hour
or a dance lesson. The center could

encourage retired people in the com-
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munity to become more involved with
their younger neighbors by working
a few hours a week in the center or

by keeping, say, one baby in their
home part-time. Families would be
enabled to extend themselves further
into the community while at the same
time to assert more control over their
own lives. This involvement could be
as valuable in a dreary suburb as in
an urban ghetto.

- Chris Mayfield, “Living With
Day Care,” Growing Up Southern
(1980: VIII, 3), pp. 22-33.

DEATH ROW

oug McCray: When John
Spenkelink was executed,
I felt as if the entire

country had failed him.
The entire country had failed a warm,
loving human being who cared for
others. Society out there does not
realize that they could have prevented
John’s execution. John wanted to live.
He just couldn’t understand it all. I
would talk to John, sometimes all
night long. He just could not under¬
stand why they were going through all
of these motions just to have him
executed.

And I sit back there and I watch
the guys and I say to myself, “Now,
how could they sentence this guy to
death, or this guy.” You take Arthur
Goode back there. Society and even
a great number of prisoners here
think that he is the worst human

being alive and are wishing he would
be executed. But, shucks, the guy is a
human being! And that in itself makes
him special. He’s a product of God.
He’s one of God’s children. We are all
God’s children. So how can man say
he should die?

My next-door cellmate is black,
24 and illiterate. I do all his reading
and writing. Anyway the guy received
a letter from a concerned citizen. The
writer called him a human being. The
guy made me read that particular
sentence over and over and over. The
thought of someone calling him a
human being made all the difference.

I remember when I was younger I
would read in the paper about a guy
being executed. The only thing I could
say was “poor guy.” But being here
has made me acutely aware of a great
many things that I actually took for
granted out there, one being human

Photo by DougMagee

life. That is the most special thing that
anyone can possess. And only God can
take that.

Death row is simply psychological
brutality. You question your dignity,
self-worth and intelligence. A reporter
asked me how long I had been on
death row. When I responded by say¬
ing 28 years she thought I’d lost my
senses. From my vantage point, such
as it is, it’s easy to see how black
people are born with death sentences.

- Doug Magee, “Barely Living, ”
Winter's Promise (1980: VIII, 4), pp.
56-66.

DECKHAND

I told Guste I’d been thinkingabout quitting cooking to work
on deck for real. Deckhands had
more interesting work to do,

more loose time to learn things than
the cook did. Here I’d landed myself
the least exciting job on the boat, an
indoor job. No sooner would I start a
piloting lesson than it was time to
make supper. My beloved volunteer
night watches ended not in soft sleep
but in tense preparations for breakfast.
Guste himself had told me that deck¬

ing was probably too heavy a job for a
woman. Still, I wanted to try.

After supper, we went back to the
deck for more line practice. This time
Guste hauled a three-inch-diameter
line from our offside stern bitt and
dropped it at my feet. I could only
just lift its awkward 40-inch loop.
“I don’t see how I can throw this,”
I whined.

Guste shrugged. “Try and see how
she do.”

On my first attempt to hurl the
thing, it dropped on the deck just
paces from my feet. Thud.
“Yo’ll do him,” Guste said. Then

he excused himself to go ashore for
what he called “a bit lapp” (tr.: beer).
Once he was out of sight I nearly put
the line back up on the bitt. I could
always say I’d tried. But then I saw
two faces at the wheelhouse windows,
our two deckhands watching me.

Can a woman do it? They didn’t
think so. I couldn’t have borne their

being right about that.
So I tried. And I rested. And I tried

again. My muscles shrieked and my
ears sang in agony. Once I managed
to hook the bitt by its horn. But I just
couldn’t seem to get the damned line
high enough off the deck.

And then a feeling of entrancement
settled over me, some kind of magic
second wind that took me beyond my
trying, trying, trying. The line that
I’d cursed just minutes before was
suddenly whistling over my head,
circling the bitt, catching with a

satisfying snap!

I tested this crazy magic; was it
repeatable? Yes, and easier every time.
My back straightened, found a balance
point. My shoulders loosened. I could
feel, actually feel, the power of my
own leverage working for me. Here
I was doing the lasso act that was
the mark of a real deckhand, when
back home I’d been a failure at Fris-
bee. Magic indeed.

- Lucy Gwin, “Going Overboard, ”
CoastalAffair (1982: X, 3), pp. 64-67.
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DOMESTICS

DEPRESSION

In the face of persistent unem¬ployment and repeated crop
failures, victims of the Depres¬
sion besieged public personalities

with individual requests for jobs and
relief. Letters commenting on eco¬
nomic conditions and urgent pleas for
help were addressed not only to public
officials, but also to corporate execu¬
tives, journalists and Hollywood stars.

Hundreds of Southerners confided
their problems to Mildred Seydell, an
Atlanta newspaper columnist.Through¬
out the ’30s she wrote a daily advice
column which commented on a variety
of topics from manners to morals,
entertainment to politics. She encour¬
aged correspondence from her readers
and occasionally printed excerpts from
their letters in the Georgian.

Before it was commonly acknowl¬
edged that the nation was undergoing
a depression, workers who lost their
jobs in 1930 and ’31 blamed them¬
selves for their misfortunes. One

unemployed Atlantan confided:
I am a complete failure. I have

failed in everythingI have undertaken.
I have loved and lost. I have studied
for years and accomplished nothing. I
have given to others and I am hope¬
lessly in debt. There are times when I
feel like giving up in despair - it
seems I belong to the race of men
who don’t fit in ...

Yours truly, a nobody.
- Julia Kirk Blackwelder, “Letters

from the Great Depression, ” Passing
Glances (1978: VI, 3), pp. 73-77.

DISNEY WORLD

Just who actually conceived ofDisney World, the mammoth
entertainment complex destined
to be ten times the size of

Disneyland, will probably never really
be known. Disney mythology officially
maintains that all wisdom flowed from
the head of Big Walt. Insiders specu¬
late that Walt’s brother Roy was the
main man of the Florida project.

Whatever the origin, the simple
facts remain that Disney spent roughly
$400 million on the 27,400 acres that
will eventually comprise not only the
Magic Kingdom and its resort hotel
(property of U.S. Steel Corporation),
but an entire very-upper-middle-class
“Experimental Community of Tomor¬
row” and, as ecology-minded Disney
P.R. men will proudly (and it must be
said, correctly) point out, a 7,500
acre green belt of woods and scrub¬
land. Another simple, indisputable fact
is that tourism became the single
greatest component of the central
Florida economy by the introduction
of Disney World. A rather insane form
of tourism, to be sure, dependent
neither on history (the Dade Battle¬
field Museum on the site of the

greatest Indian victory east of the
Mississippi goes relatively unvisited for
some reason), nor scenery (Disney
World visitors rarely venture into the
wild green belt), nor climate (air con¬
ditioning is a must in every building).

The weird truth is that Disney
World is an attraction simply because
it is famous. Years and years of
family entertainment pouring forth
from Disney studios has left its dent
on the American psyche. A trip to
Disney World is an American hegira,
and not just for straight middle-agers.
Indeed, Disney World makes a real
effort to attract the hip young mar-
rieds with a kid or two, not to men¬
tion the Mickey Mouse shirt-bedecked
teenager, and often it succeeds.
It succeeds because almost all

Americans are hooked on entertain¬

ment, whether they be the old folks
watching hour after hour of TV or
young kids absorbing hour after hour
of abuse from second- and third-rate
rock groups. Whether you use Marxist
or metaphysical terms, the analysis
is, logically enough, the same. Ameri¬
cans are so profoundly alienated from

creativity, community and realization,
that they must be told when to have
a good time. “You are now on vaca¬
tion. You are going to a vacation
resort. You will have a Good Time. ”

- Steve Cummings, “Florida: Love
It or Sell It, ” Land and Energy (19 73:
I, 2), pp. 23-28.

DOMESTICS

The major historical event inany account of household
workers is the great wave
of immigration which has

carried black women from the rural
South to urban centers in the North
for close to 100 years. When Recon¬
struction ended in 1877 and Jim Crow
laws were passed throughout the
South, the paternalistic mood of race
relations was replaced by increasing
violence and terror. To young blacks
experiencing cruelty, poverty and the
treadmill of agricultural labor, the
North appeared to be something
different. It promised greater racial
tolerance, expanding industry with
peripheral jobs for unskilled black
workers, and a growing middle class
which sought unskilled poor for
domestic service.

From 1880 to 1900, the black
population of New York, New Jersey,
Pennsylvania and Illinois nearly dou-
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bled from 235,000 to 411,000. This
growth rate continued in the next 20
years, due largely to massive immigra¬
tion from the South. Between 1910
and 1920, the percentage of blacks in
Alabama, Louisiana, Delaware, Ten¬
nessee and Mississippi decreased, and
the rate of increase in other Southern
states was rarely higher than 15 per¬
cent. In contrast, the black population
rose in New York by 47.9 percent and
in Michigan by 251 percent. In that
decade alone, the number of Southern-
born blacks in the North jumped from
415,000 to 737,000.

Throughout the first half of the
twentieth century, black women came
North in greater numbers than men —

five women for every four men — and
59 percent found jobs. Often they
were exploited by employment agents
who traveled the South offering
blacks transportation and a guaranteed
job on their arrival in Northern cities.
Naive young women became, in effect,
indentured servants by accepting terms
of service that gave them “Justice’s
Tickets” to the North. They filed
aboard steamships that took them up
the Atlantic Coast, and were segre¬
gated uncomfortably in steerage quar¬
ters along with luggage and white
travelers’ pets.

The vast majority of these women
found employment as private house¬
hold workers. By 1910, New York had
one of the highest percentages of
working black women in the nation
(only five states in the agricultural
South had a higher percentage); and
four out of five of the women were

involved in domestic service.
- Robert Hamburger, “A Stranger

in the House, ” Good Times and Grow¬
ing Pains (1977: V,l), pp. 22-31.

was around. If they had not been
killed in Vietnam, they were on their
way, with the few exceptions who had
gone into the drug thing and were in
prison. And that was sort of a shock¬
ing thing. I’m saying there was no real
antidraft movement. All they did
was move the draft from the white
community into the black-American,
Chicano community, wherever there
was not enough of a political clout to
raise those issues.

My position is that the draft is
genocide in the black community
because it very clearly takes the very
best, the most skilled, the most articu¬
late, the most useful black men. It is
not accidental. The people whom the
Army instructors might teach some
skills to they don’t want. It’s the
people who clearly might be of use in
terms of liberation struggles of black
people who they drafted.

- Walter Collins, “On theMilitary,”
The Military and the South (1973:
I, 1), pp. 6-15.

DRAFT

In another sense, I think the anti¬war movement begins to reflect
the racism of the country. When
the sons and daughters of the

wealthier class in America began to
talk about the draft more or less as an

inconvenience to them and started

hooking up with the draft, all the
government did with that antidraft,
antiwar movement was move it into
the poor communities of America,
particularly in the black community.
The thing that finally woke me up
was that I suddenly looked around
me in 1965 and discovered not
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EDUCATION

ccept for the moment the
fact that public schools
will never be perfect learn¬
ing environments. Accept

also the fact that, despite all the voices
raised against them, and despite all the
financial chaos, they are here to stay.
Now draw up a list of observations or
principles or truths — say, five or six
— that could be used as yardsticks to
measure how any given public school
is doing, or how far it has to go,
given the potentials and limitations
that exist within that institutional
framework.

I present a checklist here, realizing
that most of these principles are old
truths “rediscovered” again and again,
but realizing also that most schools
still have a long way to go toward
implementing them, and so they bear
repeating. The 950-pupil consolidated
public high school in which I teach,
for example, has not, and undoubtedly
will not, move wholesale to translate a
list like this into action. However,
after 14 years of continuous, daily
trial-and-error and observation inside
the public-school system, I know that
these principles can be recognized in
that system, and I believe that the
extent to which they have been
recognized and acted upon by any
public school is the extent to which
that institution is becoming truly and
sensitively responsive to the needs of
the students and the communities it
serves.

1. Every detail in the physical en¬
vironment of a school, no matter how
small, matters and contributes in a
cumulative way to the overall tone....

2. Students must be allowed a

measure of control over that environ¬
ment, and a degree of decision-making
responsibility within it. . . .

- Eliot Wigginton, “Is Your School
Doing Its Job?” Who Owns Appalachia
(1982: X, 1), pp. 53-59.

ELECTION

In the first half of this centuryan alternative economy grew up
in the black community of
Durham, North Carolina — an

economy centered on several financial
institutions, including Mechanics and
Farmers Bank and North Carolina
Mutual, the world’s largest black-
owned insurance company. Durham is
ringed with white suburbs just outside
the city school district; the city itself
is now 47 percent black (35 percent

of the registered voters). The black
community has long had a powerful
political organization, but only recent¬
ly has it had numerous allies among
the city’s white voters.

Until 1977, the 13-member Durham
city council was almost exclusively
composed of white men from the
city’s white business establishment
with two or three blacks and women.
This council held great power over the
lives of Durham’s citizens, and it
wielded that power for the benefit of
commercialdevelopers. The city poured
millions of urban renewal dollars into
the razing of black neighborhoods
and the displacement of 100 small
black-owned businesses in the city’s
historic Hayti section. The council
allocated federal and city tax dollars
in a disastrous attempt to revitalize
a dying downtown retail district
through cosmetic changes and parking
garage construction. At the same time,
ironically, the city and state slammed
through the first legs of the East-West
Expressway, displacing thousands of
black residents who formerly shopped
downtown and forcing them into
housing projects far from downtown
stores.

The city council elections of 1977
unexpectedly turned local politics
inside-out. In that year progressive
candidates ran for six council seats and
the mayor’s office. White neighbor¬
hood organizations, fed up with sub¬
urban development interests and the
assault on in-town neighborhoods,
joined with the highly organized black
voters of the Durham Committee on

the Affairs of Black People to elect
five new council members, creating
a slim progressive majority of seven
on the council. The new council
majority started slowly, but before too
long it had passed the city’s first
affirmative action hiring program.
Then came housing code enforce¬
ment with teeth in it, the paving
of dirt roads in neighborhoods, the
diversion of federal funds from public
works boondoggles to neighborhood
reconstruction and attempts to
improve the city’s public transporta¬
tion service.

- Steve Schewel, “Pocketbooks
andNeighborhoods, ” Stepping Stones
(1982: X, 2), pp. 21-26.
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EMANCIPATION

In thousands of individual andcollective actions black men

and women persistently experi¬
mented with freedom, tentatively

creating its forms and content. In
Washington, Georgia, one young white
woman complained to her diary that
with the coming of freedom and the
military occupation forces, several of
the most dependable and apparently
subservient black folk, among them
house servants, had radically changed
(or revealed) their character. Eliza
Andrews cited one man who had been
known to them all as kindly Uncle
Lewis. Now, she reported, “Uncle
Lewis, the pious, the honored, the
venerated, gets his poor old head
turned with false notions of freedom
and independence, runs off to the
Yankees with a pack of lies against his
mistress, and sets up a claim to part of
her land!”

There were many resurrections,
many former cripples now rowing
toward freedom, many “uncles” seeing
visions of justice in the lands of their
“nieces.” But the price could be high,
for almost every black act of assertion
was seen by whites — in a sense,
accurately — as “insubordination” and
“insolence.” In Savannah a delegation
of black people from surrounding
rural areas called on Chief Justice
Salmon Chase, who was making a

Southern tour that spring, and com¬
plained that “their old masters were
abusing them, were whipping those
who said they thought they were
free.” In Alabama, Chase’s party heard
of black people in the rural sections
who had come into Montgomery
“with their ears cut off by their for¬
mer masters, in punishment for their
assertion of their freedom.” Such
practices were common in many parts
of the South, especially the rural
districts, and often the news came
from persons who spoke for friends
and relatives who could not come,
men and women who had lost their
lives in those early movements toward
hope.

- VincentHarding, “The Challenge
of the Children, ” Who Owns Appa¬
lachia (1982: X, 1), pp. 70-78.

EMMA

mmaMcCloud, a member
of the Gudger family of
Alabama, was the subject
of a chapter in James

Agee’s book on the Depression, Let
Us Now Praise Famous Men. She was

18 when that book appeared in 1936.
In 1979, Southern Exposure published
an excerpt from Agee’s book, as well
as a long interview that gives Emma’s
own story.

I give up everything when I went
to having children. I just wrapped

my life around them five kids. Now
don’t misunderstand me. I growed
very close to Lutie and we had a
lot of good times together. With his
tongue, he was real good to me,
and I know
he loved me

and the
children
with all his
heart, but
the only
thing was if
he couldn’t
find a job
like he
wanted, he
just wouldn’t have one. If he couldn’t
make good money, he just wouldn’t
work. I worked for 50 cents a day and
put bread in their mouths and he
wouldn’t do it. He would work and

play. He would make a waterwheel
down in the ditch somewhere. Now
honest to God, I worked for 50 cents a

day and that wasn’t by the hour, that
was from sun till sun. Fifty cents to
put bread in those kids’ mouths. I’ve
worked a lot of days and I’d go home
toting a four-pound bucket of lard.
That’s what I’d be paid for a day’s
work.

Then Lutie got the rehabilitation.
They called it bull farming, but he got
a mule instead of a bull. When he got
that mule and cow and some pigs and
chickens, I was the happiest woman
around. This rehab was a Roosevelt
thing. He was the only president I ever
knew that done anything. He was the
only one that I knowed that I seen
what he done.

That year I planted the cotton seed
with my hands and Lutie covered
them. Sonny was borned the twentieth
ofApril and believe it or not I chopped
cotton. I could see the house and I
would call to Mildred and tell her what
to do. When Sonny got to crying hard,
I would tell her how to pick him up
and bring him on the porch and rock
him. Then every once in a while I
would run to the house and feed and

dry him and then go back to work.
It was hard, but I done it and got by.
That fall we lost everything.

So the next thing, Lutie went to
Mobile and went to work at the ship¬
yard. He was a guard there. I won’t
never forget — he sent me $30 one
time. The rest of the time he always
got robbed. He was always getting
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robbed. So then it was back to stay
with his mother, Mrs. McCloud. We
went, me and the children.

I worked in the field all I could.
Then they transferred Lutie up here
to the Northeastern Hospital, still
a guard. We moved to the old CCC
[Civilian Conservation Corps] camp
at Cookstown. That year, the twenty-
third of August, Sister [Patricia]
came to us. A big 10-pound girl. Lutie
was a guard at the gate of the hospital.
He dressed like a million dollars,
and my children went to school
barefooted. He had all his shiny
buttons, and when I had to go up
town — I didn’t go unless I had to —

I borrowed a dress to wear.

- Bradford Jenkins, “So I Sung to
Myself, ’’Behind Closed Doors (1979:
VII, l),pp. 18-26.

ENDANGERED SPECIES

I was addressing a crowd ofenvironmentalists at the Cous¬
teau Institute, and I told them
that we have given up on trying

to protect the shrimp and the crab
because we have become the new

endangered species. The black native
population of these islands is now
endangered and we don’t have too
much time to protect oysters, fish
and crab.

They thought it made a lot of
sense. A couple of people in the
class said that we are just one example
of many throughout the world.
Developers just come in and roll
over them and change their culture,
change their way of life, destroy the
environment, and therefore the culture
has to be changed.

There is another part of this that
you must realize. A lot of people
see us as some people who were
brought to these islands to pick
cotton and even though we now own
property, we’ve got no right to these
islands whatsoever because we were

brought over here as slaves. So they
think anything that happens to us now
as a result of development is justified.
We’re looking at it from a different
side. We’re looking at it as human
beings having our rightful positions
on this island. They don’t see it that
way.

I’ve been struggling over the past
eight years to keep a family coalition

going so that we could show that
within a family, we can do something
just by cooperating and developing
land or buying land. We have pooled
our resources to invest in some land on

the island. We hope that in the future
we’ll be able to develop it into some¬
thing that is compatible and needed in
the community and, at the same time,
provide an income for either us or
our children.

That’s what all our foreparents
did. That’s how black land ever got
here — how black land ownership
ever came about — is by people like
my grandparents getting up early in
the morning, working the field to buy
land. Land was precious and it’s going
to be precious again because we ain’t
gonna have any.

- Vernie Singleton, “We Are An
Endangered Species: An Interview
with Emory Campbell, ” Coastal Affair
(1982: X, 3). pp. 37-39.

ENGINEERS

Each year Congress appropri¬ates billions of dollars for
navigation, flood control,
water supply and other

water resource projects constructed by
the Army Corps of Engineers and
three other major agencies — the Soil
and Conservation Service in the
Department of Agriculture, the Bureau
of Land Management (BLM) in the
Interior Department and the Ten¬
nessee Valley Authority (TVA). With
a workforce of 30,000 people, offices
in all 50 states and an annual budget
exceeding $3.8 billion, the Corps is
the oldest and the largest of the water
resource agencies. Dating back to the
days of the founding fathers, the
Corps was responsible primarily for
navigation until the mid-1930s when
Congress broadened its scope to
include flood control, hydropower,
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recreation, irrigation, municipal and
industrial water supplies, and fish and
wildlife enhancement. The Corps oper¬
ates in the Department of the Army,
and the top Corps official is the
Undersecretary of the Army for
Civil Works.

The South corners more than its
share of water resource projects. In
fiscal year 1979, the Corps received
74 percent of the $2.2 billion allo¬
cated to active construction projects
of the BLM, TVA and the Corps. Of
this amount, less than $204 million,
or 9.3 percent, went to 16 Northeast
and Midwest states, while Alabama
and Mississippi alone received $214
million. Fiscal year 1980 appropria¬
tions reflect the same prevalence of
Southern projects. The total civil
works budget for the Corps in 1980
is $2.8 billion, and over $1 billion of
this, or 36 percent, is earmarked for
the 11 Southern states. Alabama,
Louisiana, Texas, Florida and Georgia
ranked among the top 10 states
receiving the most in Corps funds.
Moreover, of the 10 largest Corps
projects now under construction
throughout the country, the first
seven are located in the South. The
South is, in effect, awash in Corps
projects. From South Carolina to
Texas, from Florida to Kentucky, the
Engineers tinker with rivers and
streams in a massive earth-moving
effort that never ceases.

Water pork has a Southern flavor
because Southern congressmen are the
cooks, according to environmental
lobbyists who have worked on Capitol
Hill for many years. Southerners
control the pursestrings in the con¬
gressional system for mandating water
projects.

- David Dyar Massey, “Over a
Barrel,” Building South (1980: VIII,
1), pp. 92-100.
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FAMILY REUNION

n a day in May, I went back
with the ones who’d been

gone a long time, back to'
their old home on Clinch

Mountain, in Virginia’s Blue Ridge.
For 30 years some of them had been
gone and the changes had come and
changed again, until only the land was
left the same. The old house was there
after 66 years, but the log house, the
place where the first Davenport children
were born in 1881, was in ruins.

My cousin owns the place now. He
loves it and will take good care of it.
It’s a beautiful spot. Walnut, apple and
cherry trees grow all over, the wild
oranges form a hedge along the back
yard, the rose bushes bloom profusely
against a backdrop of green.

They came, the children of Ran¬
dolph Davenport, their families and a
few close friends. They recounted
childhood memories. They touched

again the weathered wood of the
buildings that had sheltered them.
Many of the memories were bitter¬
sweet: the corn fields, the grain fields,
ring of hoe against the rocks, sweep
of scythe through the grain. They
went hungry and cold there on the
mountain; life was often harsh and
rending. And they courted and mar¬
ried 2nd moved away from the long
hours, the copperheads and the lone
bird calling mournfully in the sweet
spring afternoons.

For the young people — the chil¬
dren and grandchildren of those who
once lived here — this was a day to
talk of jobs and children, sickness and
health. The children laughed again in
the mountain sunshine. They picked
cherries, smelled the roses, ran in
the grass and the dust and prowled
through the old house, never really
understanding its history or its mean¬
ing in the lives of their elders.

- Colleen Davenport Taylor, “Re¬
union, ” Growing Up Southern (1980:
VIII, 3), pp. 116-117.

FARMING

mall farmers like Jim Grady
and Charles Pascal have many
common problems, such as
credit, land and marketing.

Rural banks are conservative lenders;
small farmers like Grady and Pascal
often don’t have the high collateral
necessary to qualify for commercial
loans. The Farmers Home Adminis¬
tration (FmHA), which was established
to provide credit for farmers who
could not qualify for other credit, has
been guilty of “creaming.” As FmHA’s
mandate required it to help farmers
who could benefit from its loans, it
has helped whites more than blacks
and the affluent more than the poorer
farmers.

The agricultural marketplace which
buys and sells the small farmer’s crops
is a closed system. Federal agricultural
programs determine the quantity and
prices of many crops, and these pro¬
grams have often discriminated against
small farmers. Because small farmers
like Pascal and Grady are usually poor,
relatively uneducated and unorganized,
they are also fair game for the large
shippers and processors that control
many agricultural markets.

As agribusiness giants like Holly
Farms, Stokely van Camp and Ralston
Purina continue to grow, small farmers
like Jim Grady and Charles Pascal are
rapidly becoming an extinct species.
However, it may surprise the average
American accustomed to believing that
“bigger is better” that, according to the
USDA, most of the economies associ¬
ated with size in farming are achieved
by the “modern and fully mechanized
one-man or two-man operation.”

Corporate farming is known to be
inefficient, says economist Eric Thor
of the USDA:

There is plenty ofdata to show that
large corporations have higher produc¬
tion costs and get lower yields than
do farms where the operator is a part
owner. The real risk in a hired mana¬

ger is that he can’t make decisions very
well. ... He knows that ifhe makes a
bad decision he might get fired, so he
waits for someone higher up to ap¬
prove it. Sometimes it’s too late.
Like any other business, farming has

its own economies of scale, and they
happen to favor the family farm. But,
because of the economic power and
political influence of corporations,
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defense work and insist that the

majority continue their primary re¬
sponsibilities as agricultural specialists
or credit union specialists or what¬
ever,” says Prejean.

(6) Build National Support. Prejean
explains: “We recognized at the outset
that we would have been blown out of
the water if we had contained the
problem in its parochial context. We

knew the deck was still stacked

against us in Epes, Alabama; and
we knew that in isolated com¬

munities grand jury and FBI
powers are often used to in¬

timidate, harass and eliminate
dissidents.”

(9) Use National Intelligence-
Abuse Specialists Carefully. “The
national organizations that specialize
in grand jury abuses were helpful, but
some of them were inclined to view
our case as part of a general threat to
constitutional protections. Given this
view, it was felt a refusal to cooperate
would best dramatize the severity of
that threat. We consid¬
ered that action, but
only as a part of the
full range of options
that would best repre¬
sent the principles of our organization.
We did not want to be tricked into

being seen as anarchists.”
- “Ten Ways to Beat the FBI, ”

Prevailing Voices (1982: X, 5), pp. 54-
56.

public policies favor agribusiness. Tax
policies enable wealthy investors to
benefit from “hobby farming,” which
encourages the growth of corporate
farming. Public funds for agricultural
research have also been channeled into

projects which help large-scale farm
operations while doing little to aid the
small farmer.

- RobertBildner, “Southern Farms:
A Vanishing Breed, ” Our Promised
Land (1974: II, 2-3), pp. 72-79.

What should your organi¬zation do if it’s suddenly
faced with a couple of
FBI agents at the door

or a subpoena from a federal grand
jury? Southern Exposure asked Fed¬
eration of Southern Cooperatives
Executive Director Charles Prejean and
FSC Training Center Director John
Zippert for some of the lessons they
learned in the course of their 16-
month ordeal. Here’s part of the list.

(1) Anticipate an Attack.
“If you stand up for
your rights in America
and have some success

in changing people’s
lives, you are going to suffer some
abuse from the power structure,” says
Zippert. “Call it an occupational
hazard. I have learned to be very
careful in my public and profes¬
sional responsibilities, in handling
money, travel vouchers, taxes, every¬
thing — because I knew this would
happen again.”

(4) Designate Staff Duties. “Know¬
ing that we were innocent, we decided
to isolate a few staff members to the

FEMINISM

White women’s presenceinevitably heightened
the sexual tension which
runs as a constant cur¬

rent through racist culture. Sexual
relationships did not become a serious
problem for the Civil Rights Movement,
however, until interracial sex became a

widespread phenomenon in local com¬
munities in the summer of 1964. The
same Mississippi summer project that
opened new horizons to hundreds of
women simultaneously induced serious
strains within the Movement itself.
Accounts of what happened vary
according to the perspectives of the
observer.

A black woman pointed out that
white women would “do all the shit
work and do it in a feminine kind of
way while [black women]. . . were out

in the streets battling with the cops.
So it did something to what [our]
femininity was about. We became
amazons, less than and more than
women at the same time.”

A white woman, asked whether
she experienced any hostility from
black women, responded, “Oh, tons
and tons! I was very, very afraid of
black women, very afraid.”

Soon after the 1964 summer pro¬
ject, black women in SNCC sharply
confronted male leadership. They
charged that they could not develop
relationships with the black men
because the men did not have to be

responsible to them as long as they
could turn to involvement with white
women.

Black women’s anger and demands
constituted one part of an intricate
maze of tensions and struggles that
were in the process of transforming
the Civil Rights Movement. SNCC had
grown from a small band of 16 to a
swollen staff of 180, of whom 50 per¬
cent were white. The earlier dream of
a beloved community was dead. The
vision of freedom lay crushed under
the weight of intransigent racism,
disillusion with electoral politics and
nonviolence, and differences of race,
class and culture within the Move¬
ment itself. Within the rising spirit
of black nationalism, the anger of
black women toward white women

was only one element.
In this context, Ruby Doris Smith

Robinson, one of the most powerful
black women in SNCC, is said to have
written a paper on the position of
women in SNCC. If a copy exists, I
have yet to find it. Those I have inter¬
viewed who heard it delivered at a con¬

ference or later read it have hazy and
contradictory memories. Nevertheless
this paper has been cited frequently in
the literature of contemporary femin¬
ism as the earliest example of “women’s
consciousness” within the new left.

Robinson died of cancer in 1968,
and wemay never know her own assess¬
ment of her feelings and intentions.
We do know, however, that tales of
her memo generated feminist echoes in
the minds ofmany. And Stokely Car¬
michael’s reputed response that “the
only position for women in SNCC is
prone” stirred up even more.

In the fall of 1965, Mary King and
Casey Hayden spent several days of
long discussions in the mountains of
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Virginia. Both these white women were
on their way out of the Movement,
though they were not fully conscious
of that fact. Finally they decided to
write a “kind of memo” addressed to
“a number of other women in the peace
and freedom movements.” In it they
argued that women, like blacks, “seem
to be caught in a common-law caste
system that operates, sometimes subtly,
forcing them to work around or out¬
side hierarchical structures of power
whichmay exclude them. Women seem
to be placed in the same position of
assumed subordination in personal
situations, too. It is a caste system
which, at its worst, uses and exploits
women.”

Hayden and King set the precedent
of contrasting the Movement’s egalitar¬
ian ideals with the replications of sex
roles within it. They noted the ways in
which women’s position in society
determined women’s roles in the
Movement — like cleaning houses,
doing secretarial work, and refraining
from active or public leadership. At
the same time, they observed, “having
learned from the Movement to think

radically about the personal worth and
abilities ofpeople whose role in society
had gone unchallenged before, a lot of
women in the Movement have begun
trying to apply these lessons to their
own relations with men.”

- Sara Evans, “Women’s Conscious¬
ness and the Southern Black Move¬
ment, ” Generations (1976: IV, 4), pp.
10-18.

■
FISHERS

n general, the men of Florida’s
Cortez Island fished and the
women worked at home, but
there were many times when the

women were out on the water as much
as the men. That was especially true
during scalloping season. There are
many women in Cortez who scalloped
every day during the summer, for 30
years in some cases, and by so doing
brought home sizable contributions to
the family’s income.

Armed with an old No. 2 washtub
and a wooden scallop box — a square
box with a sheet of plate glass in
the bottom so they could see scallops
beneath the shallow water — the
women would pole out to the “kitch¬
en” in old skiffs or little rowboats.
They’d wade around in waist-deep
water, pushing their scallop box in
front of them, looking through the
glass bottom, and dragging the wash-
tub behind them on a short rope.
When they’d spot a scallop buried in
the sand, they’d dip down, grab it and
flip it into the washtub. Hours later
they’d pole back to Cortez with a
couple of washtubs full of scallops and
then sit hunched over a tub for hours
more, opening the scallops, cutting out
the meat, cleaning it and packing it
in quart jars. They would sell the
scallops to fish dealers or to restau¬
rants at the going price.

- Ben Green, “If We’d Stuck
Together,” Coastal Affair (1982: X,
3), pp. 69-76.

FORESTS

The largest single landownerin Appalachia is neither a
coal/oil company, a land or
timber corporation, nor an

electric utility. It is the United States
government, through the U.S. Forest
Service. Most of the national forests

lying east of the Mississippi River are
concentrated in Appalachia; they
include an area larger than the states
of Connecticut, Delaware and Rhode
Island combined.

On the local level, the amount of
national forest land in many counties
in the Southernmountains is staggering.
Within the Appalachian areas ofWest
Virginia,Virginia, Tennessee, Kentucky,

North Carolina and Georgia, there are
37 counties where the Forest Service
owns 20 percent or more of the land.
In 14 counties, more than 40 percent
of the land is in national forests.

What makes this so astonishing is
that the people of Appalachia are the
ones who actually pay for these
national forests. As federal property,
the nearly 5,400,000 acres of national
forests in Southern Appalachia are
exempt from state, county and city
taxes. While it is difficult to estimate
the exact extent of the tax loss, it is
probable that, based on average values
for land and effective tax rates in the
counties involved, the Appalachian
national forests cost local governments

nearly $10 million a year in lost tax
revenues — revenues that would go to
support schools, roads, health programs,
welfare and other public services.

- Si Kahn, “The Government’s
Private Forests, ” Our Promised Land
(1974: II, 2-3), pp. 132-144.

FREEDOM SCHOOLS

t was a hot morning in early
July when the freedom schools,
the temple ofquestions, opened.

That date — July 7, 1964 —

will be cursed by the power structure
of Mississippi and celebrated by the
lovers of human dignity as the point of
the beginning of the end — the end
and the downfall of the empire of
Mississippi, the political subdivision,
the state that exhibits best the worst
found anywhere in America.

As the overly scrubbed, intensely
alert and eager students poured into
the churches, lodge halls, storefronts,
sheds and open fields that served as
school facilities, both teachers and
students trembled with the excitement
of one taking his first trip to the moon.
From the beginning, the schools
were a challenge to the insistent princi¬
ple that everyone had talked about
so much: flexibility.

Where the initial plans had been for
only the tenth, eleventh and twelfth
grades, one found sitting in the infor-
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mal circles youngsters with the smooth
black faces and wondering eyes of the
impish ages of nine and 10 who were
mere fifth-graders. Flexibility. And
there just behind teen-age boys — with
slender, cotton-picking muscles - were
sets of gnarled hands and the care-
chiseled faces of grandmothers, some
of whom said they thought they
were in the seventies (birth records
for the old are almost nonexistent).
Flexibility.

Where Tom Wahman and Staughton
Lynd had thought that there would be
only 20 or so schools to be planned
for, 50 of them had sprouted before
the end of the summer. Where a mere

1,000 students had been hoped for,
3,000 eventually came.

To meet all these changes and
challenges, flexibility became the rigid
rule. The first-name basis between
students and teachers, the obvious
sincerity, and the informality of the
classroom situation all contributed to
the breaking of any barriers that
existed and enhanced the learning
situation: if there were chairs, they
were arranged in circles rather than
rows; no one was required to partici¬
pate in any classroom activity while
in class; to go to the toilet or out¬
house, one did not need to raise a
hand to get permission; not disturbing
others was the only consideration
requested of the students.

And, most important of all, the
teachers asked the students questions
and the students talked; the students
could and did say what they thought
to be important, and no idea was
ridiculed or forbidden — an immeas¬

urably traumatic joy for the souls of
young black folk.

- Len Holt, “Freedom Schools, ”
Stayed on Freedom (1981: IX, 1),
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GAMES

used to take care of the kids every
day when 1 was small. Mymother
and them would be out in the
field around the house, and I

would take them out in the yard, and
we’d play in the dirt, and we’d make
frog houses. You ever heard of frog
houses? You dig a hole in the dirt, and
you put your foot in there and pat it
round your foot with your hand til it
gets firm, pull your foot out, and there
would be a little house. Frogs would
hop in it at night and sometimes we
found frogs in there.

Well, I’d be showing the kids that.
And then we’d make mud cakes. Some¬
times if my mother and them was far
enough off, I would take a piece of tin
and two bricks and put that tin over
them two bricks and make up a little
fire under there, and that would be my
stove.We’d cook pancakes — steal meal
or flour from the kitchen and cook
pancakes and eat them. And I’d get up
in the chinaberries and make chains
out of them for the kids with a thread
and needle.

When we’s old enough, we worked
in the field. Sometime we’d work for a

white man up there not too far from
us — his name was Garret. We picked
cotton for him sometime. Hoe all day
long for 50 cents! Sometime we’d turn
that into syrup, a gallon of syrup to
carry home.

We wouldn’t hardly work but for
one or two days out in nobody’s field
at a time because we had plenty to do
of our own. But by July the Fourth,
we’d mostly be finished up in the field
hoeing, and then we’d have a big day
because we’d be finished with our big¬
gest work until time come then for us
to pick cotton. On the Fourth of July

was the only time there would be
something around like a ballgame, be¬
cause we didn’t have no recreation or

no ’musement parks, but we didn’t get
to go nohow cause my father didn’t let
us go. We’d work half a day, and then
we’d be looking forward to that home¬
made ice cream when we got through
working. We’d go downtown and buy
us a block of ice and wrap it up in wool
and carry it home in the wagon and
bury it in the dirt to keep it from
melting so fast so we could make ice
cream. And we’d make lemonade, and
my mother would cook a cake and
have chicken. It’d be good. That was
the Fourth of July.

- ThordisSimonsen & SaraBrooks,
“You May Plow Here, ” Growing Up
Southern (1980: VIII, 3), pp. 50-61.

GENOCIDE

ith U.S. policy in Viet¬
nam, the American
commitment to violence
has become a commit¬

ment to genocide. In meeting the new
requirements demanded by imperialism
and neo-colonialism, the skills of intimi¬
dation have developed into skills of
liquidation. The primary purpose of
American involvement in the Vietnam
War, other than the desire to secure a
Pacific line of defense to encircle China,
is its admonitory value: to defeat a
people’s war in order to discourage
similar struggles elsewhere where the
U.S. has direct, substantial interests.

Because a people’s war is grounded
in the support of the populace (which
provides the guerrilla armieswith food,
shelter, invisibility and troops), its
opponents see the people as the enemy.
To defeat the guerrillas means destroy¬
ing their base — the people. Thus,
genocide (as defined by the Geneva
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Convention of December 9, 1948) has
emerged as the effective anti-guerrilla
strategy. In other colonial situations,
the direct economic interests of the
colonial power serve to temper the
impulse toward extermination. This is
not the case in Vietnam. In fact exter¬
mination of the Vietnamese provided
the optimal example to Latin America
(especially), Africa and Asia that the
revolutionaries may be valiant — but
they will also all be dead!

The recent withdrawal of the U.S.
presence from Vietnam does not signal
a withdrawal from the commitment to

genocide. Rather, the current policy
toward negotiations and peace arose
out of the contradictions and complexi¬
ties of the war situation. First, Viet¬
namese intelligence and heroism did
manage to limit the effects of the
genocidal plan. Second, the war proved
too costly to the American domestic
scene. Even so, the wave of bombings
that took place before the final
announcement of the cease-fire was a

demonstration of the commitment
and will to exterminate.

- Julian Bond and Leah Wise,
“Violence and Genocide, ” TheMilitary
and the South (1973:1, 1), pp. 2-5.

GRAND OLE OPRY

I grew up listening to MinniePearl’s “Howdy” and knew in
my mind what her hat with the
dangling price tag looked like

long before I saw her in person. Back
then she had a bantering sidekick
named Rod Brasfield who came from
Hohenwald, Tennessee, and talked
about the “Snip, Snap and Bite Cafe.”
We used to pass through Hohenwald
on the way to the big city of Nashville,
and I’d always crane my neck to see
the inconspicuous storefront cafe that
I considered a major landmark.

Eventually, I came to believe that
country music was hillbilly, i.e., red¬
neck, unsophisticated and, most of all,
unpopular. It was roughly about the
same time I figured out that my ticket
off that West Tennessee farm was

a college degree.
I made it off the farm, got a rela¬

tively useless degree and turned my
attention to politics and Bob Dylan.
Lately, though, I’ve been discovering
that a lot of the things I have given up
are coming back in style — like farms,
Jesus and country music. My mem¬

ories of farm life are not the kind that
lead me to stand in line for the back-
to-the-land movement, and I still
have a hard time separating Jesus from
his institutional structures. But lately
I’ve been returning to country music
like a homing pigeon.

Me and thousands of others. Far
from being hillbilly, country music is
now the in thing. Rock stars like
Leon Russell (Hank Wilson) and
John Fogerty are producing country
albums; bluegrass festivals are overrun
with longhairs; and country has come
to the Las Vegas strip and Max’s
Kansas City in New York.

The ascension of country music
to such prominent status has been
a long, slow climb.. . .

In 1902, C.A. Craig invested in an
insurance company on the theory that
“unlimited success ” could be attained

by “offering insurance to the lower
classes, many with little or no formal
education.” Years later, his brother
Edward, who was also one of the
original founders of the National Life
and Accident Insurance Company,
lobbied to begin a radio station
because the publicity “the company
would gain by use of the radio would
help the company’s field men sell
insurance to the listeners.” The new

station was christened WSM — for We
Shield Millions - and began operations
in 1925.

In keeping with its
intention to sell insur¬
ance to the lower
classes, WSM used the
Grand Ole Opry as its
prime weapon. Ac¬
cording to the Nation¬
al Life Corporate Fact
Book, “The Opry is
probably the most un¬
conventional sales

promotion tool ever
used by any insurance
company.WSM’s radio
combination of low
frequency and 50,000
watts of clear channel
enables it to beam the

Opry and the National
Life and Accident
name every Saturday
night into more than
30 states comprising
the American heart¬
land. The following
week National Life
and Accident agents

are out knocking on doors identifying
their company as ‘the one that puts on
the Grand Ole Opry.’” The fact book
goes on to say that company officials
regard it as a “tremendously valuable
sales tool.”

- Sue Thrasher, “Country Music -
From Hillbilly to Hank Wilson,”
America’s Best Music (1974: II, 1),
pp. 3-16.

GREAT GRANDDADDY

Jackie Robinson, Jackie Robin¬son,” he always would say, his
anger sharpening his memory for
the story. “Why is all I ever hear

Jackie Robinson?”
“He broke the color line in base¬

ball, Big Granddaddy,” I would say,
playing the straight man. This was
before the old Negro League and the
exploits of men like Cool Papa Bell,
Satchel Paige, Josh Gibson, Sam
Jethroe and Buck Leonard had been
resurrected from the obscurity of
neglected black history, so I would
add: “He was the first colored man

to play professional baseball.”
“No he weren’t,” Big Granddaddy

would say indignantly. “I remember
back in eighteen and sixty-four at Fort
Po’laski at Savannah. We played base¬
ball there and it sho’ was professional.”
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His story begun, he would lean
back in his rocking chair in the evening
coolness of the big front porch. I
would sit Indian-style at his feet and

Graphic by A llan Troxler

watch as his still-nimble fingers rolled
a cigarette from some of his Prince
Albert Tobacco. Big Granddaddy
William was a small man, and his hands
looked delicate as they handled the
cigarette. They were bony and veined,
and the skin on them was like wet wax

paper wrapped around raw chicken.
While he prepared to smoke, I

pictured Fort Pulaski, the scene of
his story. There really is such a place;
my class went there on a field trip
once. It sits on the marshy Georgia
coast where it unsuccessfully guarded
the entrance to the state’s most

important port during the Civil War.
My classmates thought the place

was dead, like the rest of history,
and that it would have been better
off buried and forgotten so they
wouldn’t have to write reports on it
for homework. But for me it was alive.
My great-grandfather’s stories made
it so. I could imagine him standing
guard atop the parapet or marching
on the parade ground with members
of his all-black regiment or walking,
torch in hand, through the fort’s
dark storage tunnels.

But most vividly of all I could
visualize the baseball game.

- John Head, “Great Granddaddy
vs. Jackie Robinson,” Through the
Hoop (1979: VII, 3), pp. 15-18.

The resolve to act crystallized in
late January. In December, McNeill
had returned from a trip to New York,
angered because he could not get food
service at the Greensboro Trailways
Bus Terminal. The late night discus¬
sions took on a new focus, and on

Sunday, January 31, Ezell Blair, Jr.,
came home and asked his parents if
they would be embarrassed if he got in
trouble. “Why?” his parents wondered.
“Because,” he said, “tomorrow we’re
going to do something that will shake
up this town.” The next day the four
friends — nervous, fearful, but deter¬
mined — took their historic journey
to Woolworth’s.

Almost immediately, the students
knew they were not alone in their
struggle. On the following day, 23 men
and four women students sat in at

Woolworth’s. Wednesday, students oc¬
cupied 63 out of 66 seats at the lunch
counter. By Thursday, three women
from the white Woman’s College had
joined the sit-in. Nearly 300 students
participated in the protest on Friday;

this time Ku Klux Klan members
disrupted the protest with

violence. Finally,

GREENSBORO SIT-IN

In the fall of 1959, the threeGreensboro natives — Ezell Blair,
Jr., David Richmond and Frank¬
lin McCain — were freshmen at

North Carolina A&T where they were
joined by JosephMcNeill from Wilming¬
ton, North Carolina. The students read
an anthology with selections from
W.E.B. DuBois, Ralph Bunche and
Toussaint L’Ouverture among others.
The course work led to numerous late
night discussions about blacks in
America. In that same fall and winter,
the group began a series of conversa¬
tions with Ralph Johns, a white
clothing store owner who had long
supported the NAACP and been com¬
mitted to the idea of some form of
demonstrations against segregated pub¬
lic facilities. And one of the students

worked in the library with Eula
, an A&T grad¬

uate who in 1948 had participated in
freedom rides to test the desegregation
of the interstate bus system.

on Saturday, hundreds of students,
including the A&T football team,
descended on the downtown area to
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GREENVILLE

continue the protest and resist white
intimidation. When the A&T student
body held a mass meeting on Saturday
night to vote on a proposal for a two-
week moratorium on the sit-ins, more
than 1,600 students participated.

- William Chafe, “The Greensboro
Sit-ins,”Passing Glances (1978: VI, 3),
pp. 78-87.

GREENVILLE, SC

One of the principal tacticsin maintaining control while
expanding the circle of pow¬
er involves letting in only

vour friends. For Greenville’s elite,
this strategy has meant blocking the
entrance of companies into the area
that are not aggressively anti-union.

“There’s a long history of local
interests, textile interests, encouraging
or discouraging new industry,” recalls
E.D. Sloan, Jr., a Greenville road
construction magnate. “The mills that
were here controlled the water com¬

mission. .. . The water commission
would say, ‘I’m sorry, we don’t have
enough water.’ It was the prerogative
of the good old boys in the court¬
room.”

Many in Greenville remember a
time in the ’30s, for example, when
the Manhattan Clothing Shop tried to
open a plant in Greenville. Manhattan
had a “closed shop” contract and
likely would have opened a unionized
plant. The good ole boys in the court¬
room quickly mobilized to keep it out
altogether.

Recently, the most highly publi¬
cized example of screening a prospec¬
tive business followed Philip Morris’s
1977 announcement that it had bought
an option on land near Greenville as a
possible site for a $100 million plant
that would employ an estimated 2,500

workers. Several bankers were anxious
to have Philip Morris, with its huge
payroll and purchasing power, come
into the area. But some of the biggest
names in Greenville business, and in
South Carolina politics, made known
their opposition to Philip Morris on
the basis of its contract with the
Tobacco Workers Union in its North
Carolina plants. The heavy guns came
out blasting.
“It would be like inviting the devil

into the dining room,” says Sloan. “I
told one of those bankers, “Let’s run
those bastards off; somebody else will
come.’”
“It was going to be a large plant,”

anti-union lawyer Robert Thompson
recalls. “My objection was that they
were coming here and not giving em¬
ployees a free choice. The industrial
climate of South Carolina is based on

non-unionization. If Philip Morris were
here with unionized workers and

families, this would no longer be a
non-union community.”

- Cliff Sloan and Bob Hall, “It’s
Good to Be Home in Greenville. . . .

It’s Better If You Hate Unions,”
Behind Closed Doors (1979: VII, 1),
pp. 82-93.

GROUP HOME

Kids are brought here fora variety of reasons: some
have been beaten by their
mother or father, some

could not be controlled by their
families, many are from a series of
foster families that didn’t work out,
and others have spent time in institu¬
tions, even mental hospitals. Neither
the kids nor I know if they will remain
in our comfortable three-bedroom
home for a few days or for the full
90 days allowed. Plans are made

somewhere “out there” for their next
placement, whether in still another
foster family, an institution or, slim
chance, back with their rehabilitated
family or relatives.

Donna, Rick and Jeff and I sat on
the porch at dusk. Donna had a date
coming at 7:00; the boys and I waited
with her. She said, “If we go some¬
place without a clock, I’ll tell him to
drive me to the Kwik Pik to see what
time it is.”
“If she’s late, she won’t be able

to go out no more, will she?” Jeff
asked. He’s younger, and seems to
have a crush on Donna. He watches
her when she’s talking, but looks away
when she turns to him. An impossible
spark: even if Donna didn’t already
have a boyfriend, the rules posted on
the living room wall constantly remind
them, “There will be no Sex in the
Home.”

“Unless she has a good reason,”
I said.

“Like, if I get a flat tire?”
“Something like that.” They’re

always pressing me to see how far they
can go.

“What if I was five minutes late,
or 10?”

“You should try to be on time,”
I said. “But I wouldn’t start worrying
about you after only five minutes.
You could stop somewhere and call
me if—”

“Worry about me?” Donna inter¬
rupted, and she laughed. The boys
laughed. “Why would you worry
about me?”

“Well, I might be scared that some¬
thing had happened to you, like a
car wreck.”

“Tell the truth, now,” Donna said,
suddenly serious, “why would you
care if I was killed in a car wreck?”

(Of course, I didn’t want her to
die, but how could she know — or
I know — that my easy sentiment was
truly for her and not for “unfortunate
children” in general?)

The boys watched, waiting. Donna
stared at me in bitter triumph, thought
she had me on the spot.

(We’d spent two days together —

no major quarrels, I’d nagged them
as little as possible about the chores,
we’d driven 40 miles to a state park
lake, one of the few places where
swimming is free for these kids. All
in all, it hadn’t been a bad couple
of days.)

I said, “For the same reason you
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wouldn’t like to hear that I was killed
in a car wreck.”

She nodded, but Jeff wanted
Donna to say more: “Would you care
if she died?”
“Of course!” she exploded, already

satisfied with my reply and impatient
with the younger boy. She leaned
forward, looked up and down the
street. “He’s late . . . and we only
have a few hours.”

- Jennifer Miller, “Living in
Someone Else’s Home,” Growing Up
Southern (1980: VIII, 3), pp. 65-75.

GROWING UP GAY

At puberty I struggled to befaithful to my church’s
condemnation of homo¬
sexual behavior by deny¬

ing my sexuality altogether, except for
frantic autoeroticism and its attendant
same-sex fantasies, which kept my
secret ever before me. Had I been

straight, the dynamics would have
been the same but the institutions of
courtships, dating, the family, etc.,
would have counterbalanced the in¬
ternalized guilt over masturbation. As
it was, so effective was the restraint
which I accepted that by the time I
was 28 I could count on my eight
fingers my personal experience of
orgasm with other persons.
At prep school, I buried myself in

work and won the award for “Unself¬
ish service.” And I often spent long
hours staring off Chattanooga’s Mis¬
sionary Ridge, wondering about a pre¬
vious winner of the award who had
committed suicide, so the student
rumors went, because he feared expo¬
sure for homosexuality. When a
student (one I thought least like the
stereotype of gays that we circulated)
was summarily sent home for having
required a younger student to perform
fellatio on him, the events warned me
of the risks of ever acting out my own
sexuality. I minimized all personal
contact except the most institution¬
alized, and had my touch only by
serving as the campus athletic trainer,
torturing myself with the unreciprocal
physical rubbings of all my heroes.
Growing up gay in a military school
was a formidable challenge.

- Louie Crew, “Just As I Am, ”
Good Times and Growing Pains
(1977: V, 1), pp. 59-65.
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HAZARDOUSWASTE

Every state in the South hasbeen the scene of harrowing
episodes caused by chemical
waste disposal, and new ones

come to light every day. Most of the
blame for these atrocities must fall on
the corporations which produce these
lethal wastes. An estimated 90 percent
of our hazardous wastes have been

disposed of illegally or improperly by
companies mostly interested in saving
a few dollars on disposal costs.

The all-out drive for industrial

expansion in the South continues to
compromise government policies to¬
ward hazardous waste. For instance,
while North Carolina governor Jim
Hunt launched a vigorous campaign
to bring the micro-electronics indus¬
try — and its chemical problems — to
the state, he was also steering an im¬
proved but obviously flawed waste
management act through the General
Assembly. A comparison of South¬
ern laws with those in states like
New Jersey which have labored to
overcome their legacy of chemical
nightmares shows just how weak an
approach the South has taken.

States have largely focused on only
one tack for “solving” their waste
problems: burying them in landfills
and hoping they’ll go away. This
approach also applies to low-level
radioactive wastes, which are also
viewed as a “crisis” problem by most
state governments. But land-filled
wastes will not stay buried forever:
they will leak, will enter the water
supply, will endanger the health of
people living around the landfill.

Alternatives like recycling reusable
materials, neutralizing the most deadly
wastes or even curtailing their produc¬

tion are viewed skeptically by most
industry and government officials be¬
cause to do so would reportedly be
too expensive. So state governments
are pursuing landfill programs that
only defer the payment of the high
costs until the time when leakage
from these new waste dumps creates
a new generation of Love Canals.

- “Get In There and Fight, ” a
section of case studies edited by
Jim Overton, The Future Is Now
(1981: IX, 3), pp. 26-47. Photo by Steve Nussenblatt



HEALTH

Since the 1940s the federalgovernment, foundations and
private enterprise have poured
billions of dollars into pro¬

grams intended to increase the avail¬
ability of quality health care. Never¬
theless, the South is still the nation’s
sickest region. The massive infusion of
money has increased corporate profits
in the health care industry far more
than it has improved quality and quan¬
tity ofmedical service. Statistics show
that the disparity between public care
and private profits is still greatest in
the South, as it was thirty years ago.

For example the South has:
• the fewest number of doctors and

medical professionals per capita and
the “prime market” and home base for
the largest, fastest growing medical
care corporations in America;

• the highest rate of work-related
disease, injury and disability and the
least protection by low-cost group
insurance plans;

• the lowest life expectancy rate in
the country, and highest out-of-pocket
per capita dollar volume of purchases
from private drug companies;

• the worst availability of out¬
patient service and preventive-care
departments and the highest portion
of its hospital beds controlled by
privately-owned, for-profit corpora¬
tions;
• the least coverage by insurance,

and the highest per capita premium
paid for services received;
• the lowest proportion of elderly

people receiving adequate medical
care, and the highest portion of nurs¬
ing homes controlled by private, for-
profit companies.

- MarcMiller, “Dying for Dollars, ”
Sick for Justice (19 78: VI, 2), pp. 105-
114.
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rthur “PegLegSam”Jackson
was bom near Jonesville,
South Carolina (about 25
miles southeast ofSpartan¬

burg) on December 18, 1911. When
only a child he was put to plowing by
his father and often hired out for extra
work to neighbors. Young Arthur,
however, took a fancy to playing the
harmonica and riding freight trains.
One long-time Jonesville resident re¬
members that Arthur, upon hearing
an approaching train, once left his
mule harnessed in the field and ran for
the railroad tracks. He was gone for
months. It was on such a trip in 1930
that he lost his leg.

The first time I caught a freight
train I was 10 year old. Rode it from
Spartanburg to Columbia, South Caro¬
lina. Just warming up, gettin used to
it. Then I run away again, down to
Lockhart. They hid me in a mill.
I worked for them three days, til I
was about dead — too young for
that job.

Next time I took a trip from
Spartanburg to Charleston, laid around
down there awhile, then I decided I’d
go further. I caught the Southern to
Asheville, then into Virginia. Mother
couldn’t find me then, I was too long
gone. I went on up to Ohio, caught the
C&O. Then I came back home again
and stayed about a week. Plow time,
I didn’t like to plow. Pickin cotton
time, I said, “Uh oh, got to go again.”

I rode more freight trains than
days I got to live. All around through
Florida, Alabama, Georgia, Louisiana,
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Texas. What got away with me one
time was the Southern Pacific. I
caught it out of Louisiana one night —
they called it the Sunset Limited.
And it never did stop for nothing out
through the sandy desert. I was
hungry, my God! Stomach thought
my throat was cut. When it got to
Los Angeles, the first garbage can
I seen, I rushed to it, heels went over
my head.

I was up in Detroit, come from
out over in Canada. I caught a train
to Buffalo, New York. You know
how cold it is around Detroit and
Lake Erie. After I got 50 or 75 miles,
I was stiff as a board, like to froze
to death. My God, it was like an
icebox. When I got into the railroad
yard in Buffalo, I couldn’t move.
Couldn’t shut my mouth. Brake-
man come around and I hollered

“Affffaggh.” Tips of my ears busted,
fingernails come off. They carried me
to the hospital and I stayed there
three weeks.

Every time I get sick a preacher
comes running. Say, “You making
any preparations to leave this world?
You oughta pray.” Every preacher
that meets me, stealin out of my
pocket and saying, “You oughta pray
sometime.” I say, “I didn’t make
no damn preparations to come in
this world. When I get out I’ll just
go out. Don’t torment me to death,
let me have a little fun.”

SONG

You look at me, you look at a man
that was born for hard luck.

I was born on the thirteenth day,
on Friday, bad luck day.

I was born the last month of the year.
I was born the last week in the month.
I was born the last day in the week.
I was born the last hour in the day.
I was born the last minute in the hour.
I was born the last second of the

minute.
I come near not gettin here at all.

To show you that I am in hard luck,
If I go up the street walking fast,

I run over something.
If I go up there walking slow, some¬

thing runs over me.
I’m in such hard luck, if I’m sitting

down, I’m in everybody’s way.
I’m in such hard luck that if it’s rain¬

ing soup at this very minute,
Everybody would be standing there



HOOKWORM

with a spoon, why, I’d have a fork.
I’m in such hard luck that ifmy daddy

was to die,
They’d make a mistake and bury me.
I’m in such hard luck,
If I was to die, they’d make me walk

to the cemetery.

the careers of those writers remem¬

bered today as local colorists. In
Georgia Scenes, for example, the
antebellum humorist Augustus Bald¬
win Longstreet offers the character
“Ransy Sniffle.”

Now there happened to reside
in the county, just alluded to, a
little fellow, by the name of
Ransy Sniffle: a sprout of
Richmond, who, in his earlier
days, had fed copiously upon
red clay and blackberries. This
diet had given to Ransy a

complexion that a

corpse would have
disdained to own,
and an abdominal
rotundity that was
quite unprepossess¬
ing. Long spells of
the fever and ague,
too, in Ransy’s
youth, had con¬
spired with clay
and blackberries, to
throw him quite
out of the order of
nature. His shoul¬
ders were fleshless
and elevated; his
arms, hands, fin¬
gers and feet, were
lengthened out of
all proportion to
the rest of his
frame. His joints
were large, and his
limbs small; as for
flesh, he could not
with propriety be
said to have any.

Photo by StephenMarch

I was born for hard luck.
- Allen Tullos, “Bom forHard

Luck,” Facing South (1975: III, 4),
pp. 40-45.

HOG KILLING See the

photographic essay by
Jackson Hill, “Hog Kill¬
ing at the Rowlands, ”
Passing Glances (1978:
VI, 3), pp. 50-53.

HOOKWORM

hroughout the nineteenth
century the Southern clay
eater, that convenient fool
of travelers’ accounts, jour¬

nalists’ sensations and physicians’
observations, resisted a bellyful of
hardship which might have convinced
a weaker creature to seek extinction.
Confined for generations to the
sandiest and most barren portions
of the South’s soil, where they were
said to feed upon cornmeal and
hog meat, the clay eaters became
legendary for ignorance, filth, laziness
and immorality. Despised by blacks
for their shiftlessness and lamented
by whites as degenerate descendants
of almost pure Anglo-Saxon stock,
these “poor whites” nonetheless man¬

aged to fatten the pages and nourish

By the start of the twentieth cen¬
tury, long after the Georgia clay
had swallowed Longstreet, Ransy
Sniffle and his kin remained. They
had survived, perhaps had even been
oblivious to the war, Reconstruction,
Redemption and the collapse of
agrarian revolt. These were mere trials
for what lay ahead. For they had never
met so meddlesome or so persistent
an invader as “The Uplift.” Nor did
the schoolhouse of Progress allow
truants.

One day in 1908, Ransy Sniffle
propped himself against the station-
house wall of a small railroad town

somewhere in the South. In the

smoking car of a passing train, three
members ofPresident Theodore Roose¬
velt’s Commission on Country Life
sat speculating on what one of them
called “this land of forgotten men

and forgotten women.” Henry Wallace,
an Iowan unacquainted with crackers
and sandhillers, noticed Ransy first.
“What on earth is that?”

“That,” said Walter Page, journalist
and social reformer, “is a so-called
‘poor white.’”
“If he represents Southern farm

labor,” Wallace replied, “the South is
in poor luck.”

Then Dr. C.W. Stiles startled both

Page and Wallace. “That man is a
dirt-eater. His condition is due to

hookworm infection; he can be cured
at a cost of about 50 cents for drugs,
and in a few weeks’ time he can be
turned into a useful man.”

Within weeks after this train
ride revelation, Walter Page arranged
for Stiles to tell his hookworm story
to Frederick Gates, a former Baptist
minister who was now the chief
adviser in the philanthropies of John
D. Rockefeller. Within months, the
Rockefeller Sanitary Commission for
the Eradication of Hookworm Disease
was formed with one million dollars
of Rockefeller money promised for
five years’ work. So began, in 1909,
a campaign to transform Ransy
Sniffle into a full-bodied participant
in an industrializing New South.

- Allen Tullos, “The Great Hook¬
worm Crusade,” Sick for Justice
(1978: VI, 2), pp. 40-49.
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Now the White SulphurSprings are part of a
large health complex where
guests — paying up to

$ 140 a day for double accommodations
and two meals — can purchase an
hour treatment that might include
a mineral springs bath, sauna, mas¬
sage, steam and scotch spray for $15.

The springs, still used for medicinal
purposes, are almost inseparable from
the resort that took them over. They
have become just another feature,
listed in the same breath with the
series of indoor-outdoor tennis
courts or the championship
golf course.

One must travel else¬
where, toWarm Springs,
Virginia, for instance,
to find springs open
to the public. There
the springs are run in
a way not dissimilar to
practices of a century ago.
Rubber and elastic bathing suits
are forbidden (the minerals in the
water destroy them), and male and
female customers are strictly sepa¬
rated. Men sit in the nude on one

side, water to their necks, hold¬
ing onto ropes lest the tublike
sensations put them to sleep
and they drown. Women,
dressed in Mother Hubbard

romper suits, sit clinging
to ropes in a nearby pool.

I am told that some
mountain thermal springs
are still unspoiled and un¬
developed; I would love
to believe that. Some¬
where up there is a bub¬
bling pool, just waiting for
you or me, staggering out
of the forest, tired and
depressed, and it will
slowly and miraculously
soothe our troubles
away. I haven’t found
it yet.

- Steve Hoffius,
“Healing Waters, ”
Sick for Justice (1978:
VI, 2), pp. 54-58.
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HUNTING

Bears that live in SouthernAppalachia are all black bears.
Jerald Cogdill told us, “The
average weight of the bears

we kill is 200 to 250 pounds. A lot of
people see one, you know, and their
eyes get big and then the bear gets big
too.” The female will go to den in

November or December
if she has enough
fat stored up to
last her through
the winter. If
not, she’ll gen¬
erally keep

hunting,
some¬

times

being

forced to eat bark in the worst part
of the winter. The male does not go
to den, but keeps prowling. “In bad
weather,” Bear Hunter said, “he’ll
crawl under something or another —

under a tree or a limb or something.
Or if they ain’t nothing for him to get
under, he’ll break laurel and ivy like a
hog and make him a bed. Maybe lay
two or three days and get up and go
on.

“But the female always goes to den
when she’s fat enough. Her cubs are
born there in February and March.
The mother will go out during these
first spring months to get water and
food, but she usually doesn’t bring the
cubs out until up in April when it’s
warm enough for them to follow.” By
hunting season, the cub is usually
ready to take care of itself and weighs
about 50 pounds.”

Jerald Cogdill is one of a number of
bear hunters that represents a bridge
between old and new hunting tech¬
niques. He and his partners begin
scouting for signs two weeks before
the season opens in the fall, and return
home in the evenings since most of
them have to be at work the next

morning. When the season opens, they
head for the most likely spot they
have found, put out their standers and
bring in their dogs.

“And we use radios. With a radio,
you can tell a man which way the

bear’s going; and the man that’s
like the stander up here,
why, if it’s going through

yonder, he’ll be listen¬
ing on his radio and

he might come
back down here

to where we

turned
loose
at and

get a
vehicle
and go
around
and cut

that bear
off.”

JeffFears,
“Just Every¬

body’sNot A
BearHunter, ”
Through the

Hoop (1979: VII,
2), pp. 20-26.

Graphic by Allan Troxler
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HURRICANE

The next insurrection [hurri¬cane] we had here in this
country [South Carolina Sea
Islands] was the storm of

’93. I was a boy nearly 12 years old
then. It was on a Sunday and the day
was foggy. There was fog everywhere. I
was alone there at my cousin’s house.
Then the fog began to get heavier and
heavier, and it began to fog-rain. I was
in the house looking out when it
started to windstorm, Ohhhh! Ooooh!
Oooooooooooooh! And it started to

rain steadily.
There I was, all by myself. I looked

out and I thought how I was far away
from home and nobody knew where
I was because nobody had sent me
there. I jumped out of that house and
ran flat out across the hill in the place
they call Scott’s. I got to the pond
that is in the middle of that hill and all
the pine trees were bending down to
the ground. When I got to the woods,
all the trees had their heads low down
to the ground. I got through that place,
I fled through that place.

When I got out on the other side,
the storm was there, the full storm,
wind after wind. The old man had a

corn house on the far side of the yard
and I got into that and I looked out and
that was a rain! I looked across to see

our house but the rain was so thick, I
couldn’t see across the yard. I looked
back down, and in that short time that
I was looking across the yard, the
water had risen waist deep around me.
Water had come on that last flow of
wind. I made ready to strike out for
the house. A flow of wind came, then
went on by, and the storm ceased for
one roll. I leaped out of there, and the
water was already almost up to my
neck, salt water. I got to the house
however I could, crawled up against
it, “Knock, knock, knock.”

My old man opened the door.
“Where you come from?” and he shut
it again as quick as he could, but the
water was running through. I couldn’t
see anything. I was almost drowned.

— Sam Gadsden withNick Lindsay,
“Stories From Edisto Island, ” Coastal
Affair (1982: X, 3), pp. 27-32.

IMAGES

Libraries, bookstores, art gal¬leries and movie theaters are

saturated with distorted im¬

ages of black women: re¬

spected and domineering servants;
dynamic and creative whores; castrat¬
ing wives and mothers; tragic mulat-
toes; cold and bitchy professionals;

and liberated militants. These images
of black women may be seen as stereo¬
types (or even prototypes as, for
example, in the case of Faulkner’s
Dilsey), but their worth to black
people in search of serious, positive,
realistic images of themselves is almost
useless.

Our use and understanding of the
word “positive” implies that such
things as emotional range and diverse
manifestations of humanity within
one character are necessary. Characters
such as Eva in Toni Morrison’s novel
Sula, Janie in Zora Neal Hurston’s

classic Their Eyes Were Watching
God, and Vyry in Margaret Walker’s
Jubilee defy those insecure critics
who would lump them together in
a one-dimensional category. These
women are bigger than that. They are
part of a tradition which has been
ignored for political, economic and
psychosocial reasons. It has never
been this country’s intent to suggest
that non-white peoples (especially
black people) are human; to create
or even allow for the production
of literature which gives a human
image of the carriers of the culture
(black women) would be incongruent
with the larger aims of this society.

— Roseann P. Bell and Beverly G.
Sheftall, “Images ofBlack Women,”
Southern Black Utterances Today
(1975:111, 1), pp. 62-63.

IMMIGRANTS

Many of the early skilledworkers in Birmingham
were immigrants — pri¬
marily from Great

Britain, France and Germany — who
were attracted by jobs for men who
knew how to build furnaces, make
iron and mine coal. Later they were
joined by Poles, Prussians and Italians,
who, around the turn of the century,
assumed somewhat less skilled jobs.
For example, in 1895, “puddlers” in
Gate City, Alabama, stirred molten
iron in 500- to 600-pound lots.

Skilled workers naturally led the
way in wages. The few furnace masters
received $4 to $5 per day, and some
got bonuses for iron produced over a
quota. Common laborers around the
furnaces, including iron carriers, were
paid $1.20 per day in 1900.

- Mike Williams andMitch Menzer,
“Southern Steel, ” The Future Is Now
(1981: IX, 3), pp. 74-79.
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The Afro-American musicalprocess — a spiritualized
interaction/happening be¬
tween musicians first and

then audience — utilizes particular
features that characterize any number
of aspects of our culture besides music:
call and response, repetition, poly¬
rhythms and polymeters, metronome
sense and collective improvisation. The
readiness of the musician to engage in
the process depends on what went
down in practice and prior perform¬
ances. He/she practices to develop
instrumental prowess/knowledge and
the listening faculty.

We “practice” with or without our
instruments, with or without music
being played, in order to develop a
particular listening ability: the ability
to hear sound on the inside, from the
inside, as well as from the outside.
This in turn sharpens the anticipatory
faculty — the ability to know/hear/
guess where your fellow musicians are
going. It enables us to retrieve from
the inside the storehouse of sounds,
riffs, relationships, harmonic textures
and it summons up things never heard
before. Armstrong, Fatha Hines, Tatum
et al have all talked about trying to
reproduce some statement, some
sound, some performance in the head.
Frequently, they reached it and/or
discovered other new things in the
attempt.
62 SOUTHERN EXPOSURE

Collective improvisation is both the
goal and the path of our music-making
tradition. It is the essence of Afro-
American performance: the inter¬
action of the soloist and the group, the
interaction of the group and the audi¬
ence, As a technique, an ideal and an
occasion, collective improvisation
offers the participants the opportunity
for self-identity through self-expression
within the context of the group.

Contrasting any Afro-American per¬
formance steeped in the African
tradition of collectivism with the

performance of Afro-American musi¬
cians in a European context would
yield more in terms of understanding
how endemic collective improvisation
is in our music. The music of Nathaniel
Dett, William Dawson and William
Grant Still, for example, which util¬
ize so many European forms and
approaches do not result in the reali¬
zation of collective improvisation
and therefore do not feel familiar
or conjure up collective memory
images, despite their integration of
such Afro-American features as melo¬
dies. Parker, Coltrane, Tyner and
numerous others who were trained in,
or trained themselves in, the European
classical tradition, opted for another
route. Rather than subsume the Afro-
American in the European, they
simply dealt with European sources
as some among many.

- Ojeda Penn, “BlackMusic: How
It Does What It Does, ” Southern
Black Utterances Today (1975: III, 1),
pp. 22-24.

INCOME

There may yet be truth inHenry Grady’s prediction
about “the steady shifting
of the greatest industrial

centers from the North to the more

favored regions of the South.” From
this perspective, it is not hard to see
why today’s New South boosters
take pride in the region’s increasing
share of national wealth. Had they
been concerned with the relative dis¬

tribution of resources and income
within the South, however, the story
might be different. By focusing on
comparisons of the whole region with
the whole nation, and on aggregate
data lumping together various classes
of income groups, the modern Henry
Gradys can find encouragement in
such general indicators of prosperity
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as the rapid growth of the South’s
total income and industrial output
relative to the nation’s. But like pre¬
vious generations, they consistently
underestimate ingrained disparities
within the region and the nation be¬
tween black and white, poor and rich,
worker and investor.

Thus, while it is important to point
out that the average Southerner’s
income has grown from 84 percent of
his or her national counterpart in 1970
to 88 percent in 1975, it is equally
significant that the number of people
in the nation and the 13-state South
who live in poverty barely declined
during the same period. (In 1975,
10,783,000 Southerners lived below
the poverty line, compared with
11,355,000 in 1969.) And while the
majority of Southerners now live in
urban areas and have jobs in an econ¬
omy nearly as diversified as the
nation’s, the unemployment rate re¬
mains about twice as high for blacks
as for whites and the income gap
between the richest 5 percent of the
population and the rest of the South
remains unchanged.
-Bob Hall and Bob Williams,

“Case Study: Who’s Getting Rich in
the New South, ” Passing Glances
(1978: VI, 3), pp. 92-96.

INDIAN CURES

ohn Brickell stated that the
natives cultivated special gar¬
dens of medicinal herbs, “that
upon all Occasions they might

be provided with these vegetables that
are proper for the Indian Distempers,
or any other use they might have
occasion to make of them.’’

In 1725, Alexander Long recorded
being cured by “the greatest herbalist
that ever I saw in all my life” while
among the Cherokee. During the same
decade Le Page du Pratz, a Frenchman
who lived among the Natchez in
Louisiana told of a crippling and
persistent pain in his thigh. White
physicians in New Orleans bled him,
suggested aromatic baths, and advised
him that he should return to France “to
drink the waters.” But his field hands

urged him to consult the Natchez,
“who, they said, did surprizing cures,
of which they told me many instances,
confirmed by creditable people.” When
the Indians prescribed the application

of a simple poultice, he was up and
about within eight days, and the pain
never returned.

From this point on, du Pratz was
deeply respectful of Indian medical
knowledge and conscious of European
ignorance. Of several field plants he
wrote, “The native physicians know
more of its virtues than we do in
France.” And in describing the so-
called copalm tree, he stated, “I shall
not undertake to particularize all the
virtues of this Sweet-Gum or Liquid-

jlipiuiiwr mm TjfTHTTTT T JTTTTTTTmj rmmy
M IHumd Buict ]

Epiatri

lUilumuiiiiiiiJli illiimlh'ill aiiiimiifl UlUlllllll JSuSSSL....
Ambar, not having learned all of them
from the natives of the country, who
would be no less surprised to find that
we used it only as a varnish, than
they were to see our surgeons bleed
their patients.”

Not long after his first sickness,
du Pratz developed an eye infection,
and a Paris-trained surgeon in Louisiana
advised him it would be “necessary to
use the fire for it.” Before the French¬

man consented to the crude technique
of cauterizing, he was visited by the
friendly Natchez chief. “The Great
Sun observed I had a swelling in my
eye,” du Pratz recalled, “and asked me
what was the matter with it. I shewed
it to him, and told him that in order to
cure it, I must have fire put to it; but
that I had some difficulty to comply,
as I dreaded the consequences of such
an operation.” Without replying, the
chief summoned his doctor, who
examined the eye and cured it per¬
fectly in a matter of days. “It is easy
from this relation to understand what
dextrous physicians the natives of

Louisiana are,” du Pratz concluded.
“I have seen them perform surprising
cures on Frenchmen.”

- Peter Wood, “People’s Medicine
in the Early South, ” Sick for Justice
(1978: VI, 2), pp. 50-53.

INDIVIDUALISM

n his description of the Southern
character, W. J. Cash emphasized
the rigid adherence of all classes
in the region to “the old brutal

individualistic doctrine that every man
was, in economics at any rate, abso¬
lutely responsible for himself, and
that whatever he got in this world
was exactly what he deserved.”

Closely related to the white South¬
ern worker’s fierce individualism,
according to Cash, is his extremely
personalized view of the world: the
certainty that any difficulty he faces
is attributable purely to the meanness
of the individual immediately con¬
fronting him. Cash felt that this
personalization sprang from a lack of
detachment, a nearly complete inabil¬
ity to stand back and analyze the
social and economic forces affecting
one’s life — an inability, Cash might
have added, to develop a sustained
class consciousness.

When combined with individualism
and personalization, private violence
diverts Southern workers from con¬

sidering an organized response to
corporate injustices. “Historically,
white Southerners do not think in
terms of group problem-solving be¬
yond the family,” says Scott Hoyman,
Southern regional director for the
Textile Workers Union of America

(TWUA). “They’re more inclined to
think, ‘If the boss doesn’t treat me
right either I’ll quit or I’ll meet him
outside the plant on Saturday night
and beat the hell out of him.’ This is

changing today,” continues Hoyman,
who has been organizing Southern
workers for 25 years, “but it’s a start¬
ing point we can’t afford to forget.”

Cash was less equivocal: Southern¬
ers, he asserted, make bad union men.
Their impetuous militance has trig¬
gered numerous spontaneous walk¬
outs, but these have had “the character
of unstudied mass action rather than
of unionism”; they lack the consis¬
tency, discipline and long-range com¬
mitment which build permanent
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unions. “The Southern worker,” wrote
Cash, “is an impatient figure when it
comes to paying dues to a union,
wants to see swift and spectacular
results, and is likely to fall away if he
doesn’t get them.”

Despite his insightful descriptions,
Cash’s conclusions may be dated. He
correctly identifies the chief charac¬
teristics of white working men, but he
casts them in the negative context of
the South’s resistance to social change.
I would argue that many of the traits,
including individualism and personali¬
zation, are essentially neutral, rather
than inherently evil or anti¬
union. In fact, the best hope
for unionism in the region may
come from an appeal which joins the
traditional values of the South — from
stubbornness to personalization to a
friendly openhandedness — with the
progressive qualities of organized labor.
At a time when gigantic impersonal
corporations employ an increasing
portion of the workforce, Southerners
may have a special capacity for grasping
the seeming paradox that lies at the
core of trade unionism: a wage-earner’s
individuality is best asserted and
protected through collectivity.

- Ed McConville “Will He or

Won’t He?” Here Come A Wind

(1976: IV, 1-2), pp. 129-131.

Ask the local newspaper’s business
reporter which executive might be
most informative (not simply talka¬
tive) to a student. Go around the Pub¬
lic Relations gabbers to the operating
vice presidents, personnel officers
and branch managers. Companies re¬
spond more freely if they think
they’re not being singled out and that
information is required for a cumula¬
tive picture of the industry, not to
publicly embarrass their firm.

Prepare your questions a day in
advance of the interview, if not
sooner, and think of what the answers
might be so you can anticipate various
follow-up questions. Once you start

INVESTIGATOR

The first thing to do is getyour mind in the right
framework. People too
often think that researching

a company is either beyond their
capability or it’s simply too dull to
endure. It doesn’t have to be either.
First, take on the perspective of
“investigating” or “gathering intel¬
ligence” rather than the static attitude
often conveyed by “research.” You
are looking for information that is
critical to an action/education strat¬
egy, not to fill up another book.
As with most detective work, two
basic ingredients for success are
persistence and luck — and since you
can’t depend on the luck, you’ll have
to rely on your own tenacity.

You should try to balance your
counter-intelligence operation between
study of written materials and per¬
sonal interviews. In most cases, an
interview with someone who knows
the events surrounding a situation
will put your information in its proper
context.

thinking concretely about interviewing
Mr. X, more questions will come to
your mind. In the interview, act
interested, informed (but not cocky),
anxious to learn more and unthreat¬

ening — except for a few questions
that may elicit surprising responses
or simply be dismissed by the execu¬
tive as naive (e.g., “but why do you
want to own all that property?”) and
some that mildly challenge his state¬
ments (e.g., “but I thought most of
your growth in electric demand came
from industry”). The major point is
to listen carefully and gently move
with the interviewee through deeper
layers of questioning.

- Bob Hall, “Investigating Your
Local Utility,” Land and Energy
(1973:1,2), pp. 61-67.

ISLANDS

The intense demand to buildand rebuild on barrier islands

strongly colors government
policy decisions about their

future development or protection. De¬
spite education regarding the hazards,
despite direct experience with major
storms, the rapid rate of development
on the islands continues virtually un¬
abated — at the current pace, the por¬
tions of the barrier islands that are
developable will be consumed by
1995. According to an April, 1981, in¬
ventory taken by the Interior Depart¬
ment, about 460,000 acres remain
neither developed nor protected from
future development by statute or
deed. Texas and Louisiana account for
two-thirds of this acreage.

Public acquisition of the still-
undeveloped barrier islands is the surest
yet most controversial way we have to
protect them. Though denounced as
being too expensive, the cost of buying
the remaining barrier islands is about
one-fifth the cost of the federal share of
these islands’ development: subsidized
roads, bridges, water supply systems,
waste-water treatment plants, erosion
control as well as disaster relief and
flood insurance. Public acquisition is
also the surest way to protect natural
values and remove particularly dynamic
areas from the recurring cycle of devel¬
opment and disaster relief.

- CraneMiller, “Castles in the Sand, ”
CoastalAffair (1982: X, 3), pp. 44-48.
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Students by the score droppedby after classes or during the
evenings to talk, sometimes
about sociology, but usually

about racism. In John and Eldri
Salter, they found sympathetic lis¬
teners, advocates and abolitionists.
Coming to trust Salter, the students
introduced him to Medgar Evers, long
the target of the unofficial hate of the
White Citizens Council and the Klan
and of official abuse by Jackson’s
police. He was the seasoned, indefati¬
gable, unflinching president of the
NAACP in Mississippi. In a matter of
weeks, this alliance between Salter and
Evers would set Jackson on its ear, a

political fusion such as Paul Goodman
once described would be required for
change to occur in America: “a
creative synthesis of the individual
ethical insights of the great religious
leaders and the collective social con¬
cern of the great revolutionists.”

As “Never” buttons became com¬

monplace in downtown Jackson,
“Now” buttons were sported in
equal, if not larger, numbers on the
fringes of downtown where blacks
had been segregated. “[0]ur Youth
Council met,” Salter writes, “usually
in someone’s home in North Jackson.
... A dozen or so attended initially,
but we began to pick up a few mem¬
bers here and there. The climate of
fear was strong, though, among the
youth and especially their parents, and
out of that an apparent apathy had
developed.” To overcome this fear,
and to evolve confidence, individually
and collectively, Salter got the stu¬
dents to survey every black neighbor¬
hood in Jackson, asking folks such
“touchy” questions as their names

and addresses, if they were registered
to vote, if they would permit their
children to attend an integrated
school should the day ever come or
if they would join in a suit to open
the schools to every child.

- Frank Adams, “Review of
John Salter’s Jackson,” Who Owns
Appalachia? (1982: X, 1), pp. 80-82.

JAMAICA

Florida has 300,000 acres ofsugar cane fields, with an
annual harvest valued at

$350 million. For over 30

years, that cane has been cut by legions
of Jamaican and other West Indian
workers because the sugar corpora¬
tions — such as United States Sugar
and Gulf & Western — find this labor
force “fast, cheap and legal.”

Before doing any work, each
Jamaican cane cutter signs a contract
with the sugar corporations relinquish¬
ing nearly all civil and human rights.
The Jamaican Council of Churches
has reported that the cane cutters in
Florida are treated like slaves. So have

legal services attorneys; so have news¬
paper reporters; so have the Jamaicans
themselves. As far back as 1951, the
President’s (Truman) Commission on
Migratory Labor focused on the lack
of “official vigilance for the protec¬
tion of living and working standards of
alien farm laborers.”

But in 1980, the federal govern¬
ment, acting through the Department
of Labor and the Immigration and
Naturalization Service (INS), apparent¬
ly condones these conditions; in fact,
these agencies participate in the
perpetuation of the “captive labor”
system. Also, for the first time this
year, the federal government is re¬
cruiting Haitian refugees to work in

the cane, under the same contract as
the Jamaicans.

The INS stipulates that each
Jamaican laborer can work for just one
employer, at one location, for a
specified time, at a predetermined
wage. The workers cannot negotiate
for themselves nor are there any
substantive grievance procedures. The
Jamaicans are housed in enormous

barracks, miles from any of the small
agricultural towns in the area, sur¬
rounded by barbed wire fences and the
Everglades’ treacherous channels.

Even though their wage is osten¬
sibly set by the federal government,
Jamaican cane cutters are paid what¬

ever they can get. They work at the
whim of the bossman, who takes his
orders from the corporations. No
visitors — not even relatives — can

enter the “labor camps,” as they are
called, and the workers can leave only
with an authorization. Lawyers are
routinely refused entry to the camps
to see their clients, and American
pastors are denied access to minister
to members of their faiths.

The cane cutters accept all these
conditions because, as one man said,
“We are Jamaicans working in the
U.S.” When a Jamaican doesn’t
abide by one of the rules, he is “cash¬
iered,” deported. As one cane cutter
explained with deep bitterness, “It is
better to be exploited than to lose the
opportunity to come back next year.”

- Steven Petrow, “Sugar Cane
Slavery. ’’Part of “Lost in the Stream,”
by Alma Blount, Martin Gonzalez and
StevenPe trow, Win ter s Prom ise (1980:
VIII, 4), pp. 67-76.

JEWISH CHILDHOOD

Lacking roots, aliens mustlearn to live by their wits.
Fortunately, Southern wom¬
en are raised with a truly

horrifying set of skills - the ability to
get exactly what they want through
the most devious means available. It
could be something in the water sup¬
ply. And fortunately, Jews are raised
with an unquestionable instinct for
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JOBS

survival. It must be something in the
pastrami.

1955: A picky eater, I tried des¬
perately with the few words at my
seven-year-old command to describe
ham to my mother. We never had it
at home, in Lenoir, North Carolina,
but we got it at school and I lived for
it — this wondrous, exotic, salty meat.

1959: At the age of 11 my best
friend Marsha told me I’d be real
popular if I’d learn how to dance and
roll my hair. I did both.

1960: Daddy forbade me to take
the New Testament Bible class that
was part of the junior high curriculum,
so I stayed in homeroom and mastered
yet-to-be-uttered words like eleemosy¬
nary and pterodactyl for local spelling
bees. I began to savor the prospect of
being a heathen. With not a prayer
for salvation.

1968: I chose to major in Com¬
parative Religion.

1958-1964: We drove all the way to
Charlotte (about 90 miles away)
every Sunday for Sunday school. My
father was determined to inject his
offspring with some Jewishness in
that Southern Bapdismal wilderness. 1

suspect I was a stranger creature to
those city Jews than I was at home. I
was certainly more interested in boys
than in Hebrew, but since I didn’t
live in Charlotte I was mostly ex¬
cluded from the social whirl. An alien,
albeit in Weejuns, Villagers and circle
pins.

1964-66: Now there was a Jewish
Center in Hickory (only about 20
miles away) and we had to go to

Sabbath services. Every Friday night.
Of course, Friday night is THE high
school football night which is THE
social event of the week and I missed
almost every game. I began to get
hateful.

1980: I still don’t understand the
first thing about football.

1966-1970: I always believed that
“life” would not begin until I made
my escape from the xenophobic South.
So I headed North to Baltimore.
But my Long Island Jewish Princess
roommate thought she would DIE
every time 1 said something intelligent
with a Southern accent. She was

shocked to find that I had a working
knowledge of water faucets and also
knew enough about electricity to
recognize a wall outlet.

1970: Homesick, I longed for
North Carolina. Homesick, I came
home.

1974: Dear Ruby, I can’t make it
to Chapel Hill this weekend. I’m not
feeling well. Maggie isn’t doing well
either. One side is completely para¬
lyzed and she can’t talk plain. Well,
that’s the way we’re all going to go.
Your father and I don’t have many
years to go either. Love, Mom.

- Ruby Lemer, “Lacking Roots,”
Growing Up Southern (1980: VIII, 3),
pp. 9-11.

JOBS

Another revealing fact isthat more than half of
Southern married women

in the labor force have
children under age 18. Actually, ac¬
cording to 1979 U.S. Department of
Labor figures, women with children
under age 18 — those with the heavi¬
est workload — are slightly more likely
to be working than women with
children over age 18.

Myth: Women now do the same
jobs men do. Under affirmative
action programs, women, especially
black women, take jobs from men.

Fact: Seventy-nine percent of
Southern working women still work in
four low-paid, traditionally female
occupations: clerical, service, sales and
manufacturing.

“Women’s work” and “men’s work”
are still very distinct in the South and
in the rest of the nation as well. Only
a few Southern women work at jobs

once considered to be for white males
only. Table 6 illustrates that, despite
the myth that women have replaced
men because of affirmative action,

Table 6: Occupational Distribution of
Southern Working Women (1978)
SOUTHERN WOMEN:

blue collar + clerical + sales + service = 79.4%

TEXAS WOMEN:

blue collar + clerical + sales + service = 77.3%

NORTH CAROLINA WOMEN:

Farm
1.8%

Blue collar
30.6%

blue collar + clerical + sales + service = 79.6%

Source: U.S. Bureau of Labor Statistics, Report 571, 1!
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53 percent of Southern female workers
in 1978 held clerical or service jobs in
domestic or food service areas. These

jobs, along with blue-collar jobs, are
not only low-paying, they offer little
or no opportunity for advancement.

In 1975, when the national ratio of
women’s to men’s earnings was 59
cents to one dollar, Southern black
women earned 46.8 cents to South¬
ern white men’s one dollar. In some

states, like Louisiana, Georgia and
Alabama, the figures were even lower
— 38 cents, 44 cents and 45 cents,
respectively. In 1977, black women
nationally earned 59.3 cents for every
one dollar earned by white men. These
figures tell only part of the story. In
1978, the unemployment rate for
Southern black women was 15.9

percent. For black men, the figure was
8.7 percent, 6.0 percent for white
women and only 3.5 percent for white
men. Furthermore, these figures do
not account for those people who were
too discouraged to seek work actively
— most likely blacks and women!

Contrary to the myths, the average
Southern working woman is neither
single, nor is she the professional
“career girl.” She is a full-time worker
in a traditionally low-paying woman’s
job. She probably is, or has been,
married, works to hold the family
together and keep it out of poverty
and genuinely has little hope for
career advancement. She may likely
be a single parent bearing the full
economic burden for her family. She
is the backbone of the Southern
economy, providing the low-paying
labor to keep its businesses and
factories running. She is the backbone
of Southern families, in both the
economic and nurturing capacities.
The average Southern working woman
works two full-time jobs and is not
appropriately rewarded for either.

Despite her labor inside and outside
the home, the Southern working
woman remains one of the most

expendable, least rewarded and least
recognized contributors to the South¬
ern economy and way of life. Her
lowly economic status is a reflection
of women’s secondary status in society
as a whole. If she is to gain the rights
and privileges enjoyed by men, she
must be better compensated for all
she does.

- Betsy Mahoney, “The Facts
Behind the Myths,” Working Women
(1981: IX, 4), pp. 5-9.

JOURNEY
he Institute for Southern
Studies staff asked if I
would take out six months
to travel the South as a

reporter for the Institute’s then-new
syndicated weekly column, Facing
South. Captive to Southern fondness
for poking about the region and to
that larger American myth about free¬
dom deriving from travel, I claimed
the job.

The Institute’s charge dictated that
I’d see the rural South, not too much
of the Interstate/urbanized South.
Places like Ville Platte, Louisiana;
Ink, Arkansas; Ripley, Mississippi;
Pickens, South Carolina; and Fincastle,
Virginia. The blessings of this con¬
straint came vividly to mind when
my path intersected an Interstate
cloverleaf in Georgia — typically
crammed with service stations, motels
and fast food franchises. Over the door
of one eatery hung a banner pro¬
claiming “Join the Fun — Eat and
Run.” All told, I logged nearly 28,000
miles between May and October, 1977.

I kept an eye out for the little
things. Graffiti, for example. In the
restroom of a Charlottesville, Virginia,
vegetarian restaurant, I found: “Mother
made me a homosexual.” Below, in
another’s writing: “Fantastic! If I
bought her the yarn, would she make
me one?”

At the truck stops or cafeterias,
in the state or national parks where
I usually slept, or in the fetid motels,
I encountered a diverse group of
people trying to get along, trying to
make some sense out of the political
and economic forces buffeting their
lives, and trying to be other than the
gussied-up impersonations of them¬
selves portrayed on prime-time TV.

JUDGEMENT

In Stearns, Kentucky, I found
myself amidst over a hundred angry
striking coal miners, sticks and clubs in
hand waiting for state police to try to
break their picket line. They had shut
down a Blue Diamond Company mine
18 months earlier, protesting danger¬
ous working conditions. Democrats,
you’d assume, in the tradition of John
L. Lewis and all the advocates of
equality for the working man.

As we talked, I learned most of
them voted Republican. They paid lip
service to the need for a revival of the
Ku Klux Klan. Shortly after, they
were set upon by nearly 200 helmeted,
well-protected state police. After a
swift and bloody fight, 80 miners were
arrested, the largest number of United
Mine Workers ever jailed at a single
picket line confrontation.
At Gulf State Park, east of Mobile,

I talked with an engaging young
dancer. On stage, his gift for ballet was
obvious. He had balance and grace,
and a practiced sureness ofmovement
during each of a variety of complex
roles, modern and classical. His easy
confidence offstage belied his origins
in a tiny Alabama cotton mill village —

a community, he said, still uncertain
if it should be delightedly proud or
mutely ashamed to have spawned
a male dancer.

Obviously, the images of the South
during the mid-’70s were skewed by
the region’s past. There may be a
Sunbelt, but I found no typical
Sunbelter for easy stereotyping.

- Frank Adams, “Adams’s Jour¬
ney,” Passing Glances (1978: VI, 3),
pp. 18-25.

JUDGEMENT

My past is past to me. It’slike a distant nightmare
that I don’t want to
relive ever again. I am

a new Joan Little. At one point, I
looked at myself as being almost a
tramp on the street, someone that had
no future or no meaning in life. If I
were to pass away, I would of felt like
I was just another corpse that was
making room for somebody else that
was coming into the world that could
do something meaningful. Now, I see
that regardless of what you are or
who you are or what you might
be — even a wino in the street has
a purpose. That person who stands
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JUKERS

out in the street corner has a reason

for standing out in the street corner.
Basically, I think this society has

come to the point wherein they are
too hard, too harsh and definitely

too judgmental against their own kind.
They’ve stopped looking into what
they’re doing and looking into some¬
one else’s backyard. Besides I can’t
even begin to look in somebody
else’s backyard because I haven’t
raked up my own. You know, my own
experiences have taught me a lot, and
I feel that at 22 years old, I have
matured enough to say that my
experiences have been those of a
woman in her forties.

— JoanLittle withRebeccaRanson,
“I Am Joan, ” Packaging the New
South (1978: VI, 1), pp. 42-47.

U
JUKERS

This place is a little moresecured than Central

Prison,” the guard joked
as we arrived at Craggy

Prison unit in the mountains — a unit
that had been condemned 10 to 15 years
ago but was still being used. At that time,
the system was holding 4,000 more
prisoners than it was built to hold.

I was assigned to “A” Dorm where,
although in the mountains, I still knew
a good number of the population. The
first ones to talk with me were the

jukers. “Now Stowe, you just wasn’t
satisfied with that ‘candy bit’ that you
had the first time. I’ve told you and

told you but you just wouldn’t listen!
Well, you’ll feel that ‘brand new’ 15
years that you haven’t even woke up
to yet,” one of the jukers preached.

“Yeah, they tricked you into these
mountains,” another one claims.

“Hey man, not me, I’m just waiting
to be transferred,” I explains.

“Yeah, well I had been waiting for
seven months!” the first juker said.
“I’m putting the icing on the cake now.
Before you leave here, you’ve got to
borrow an axe, find the stone to sharp¬
en it on, cut the wood, resharpen the
axe, wait for the wooden stove to
warm up after you’ve made the fire,
hustle up the ingredients, make sure
you got the right amount of yeast to
make it rise properly, take it out the
oven, let it cool off, put the icing on
it, cut the cake to test it, offer the
right person a piece and if they like it,
then you’ll be able to leave after you
clean up the mess!”
All the time knowing that they

were right, I went on to say, “Well, I
know something that y’all don’t.” All
I knew was that I wasn’t going to
quit trying.

“Hey Stowe, ain’t no use you trying
to fool yourself, we’re just telling you
the truth! Them people the ones who
tricked you into these mountains,” the
jukers reply. “We hope you do make it
out of the mountains soon, but I’m
not going to wait on you. I’ve seen a
many leave here, and my cake is
almost baked.”

Actually, the jukers are usually a
so-called friend of yours. The majority
of the time, the things that they be
saying is true. It’s just a part of the
“breaking in.” And it also serves to set
your mind to a very active line of
thinking, toward reality.

- Jimmy Stowe, “Portraits from
Craggy, ’’Still Life (1978: VI, 4), pp.
39-41.

JUNETEENTH

The Emancipation Proclama¬tion of January 1, 1863, did
not have any effect in Texas
because so little of the

state was occupied by Northern
troops. When Lee surrendered in April,
1865, most Texas plantations were
still intact, and a quarter-million black
people were working as slaves. It was
not until June 19, 1865 - when Gen¬

eral George Granger arrived with
Yankee troops in Galveston and issued
his own emancipation decree — that
slaves were actually freed in Texas.
June 19 — Juneteenth — therefore
became the day of celebration.
“It was just a happy, getting-

together day,” says a retired teacher
who grew up in a community of black
landowners some 60 years ago. “We’d
be farming and everybody would try
to get the land clean by the nine¬
teenth. If I had my crop cleaned out
and you didn’t have yours cleaned,
I would come over and try to get
yours cleaned out, too. We all worked
for that day: to have the crops cleaned
to take that holiday. We’d get together
and buy a beef, or maybe someone
would throw in a beef or part of a hog.
Then we’d get together to barbecue
it. The women would fix baskets,
salads, cakes and pies. And we’d all
meet at a special place. There would
be soda water and ice cream. We’d
make our own ice cream. And we

would have ball games, horse races,
goose-neck pullings and some kind
of music at night. Wouldn’t have
sermons or spirituals; it was just
a joyful day.”

- Wendy Watriss, “Celebrate Free¬
dom, ”Good Times and Growing Pains
(1977: V, 1), pp. 80-87.
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KIDNAPPED

story written in theDepres¬
sion by an eight-year-old:
Once upon a time, there
was a little girl whose name

was Annie Milson. This little girl
lived in Althea,
Georgia. Now one
day Annie was

walking towards
town down a road
which led by the
cruel people’s
house. A woman

was leaning out
of a window and
when Annie went

past the window,
the woman

reached out and

picked her
(Annie, I mean,
of course!) up!
She took her into
a large room
where there was

nothing in the
world but some

old chests and a

few shelves on

which were some

bottles.
Over to one of

the chests she
went and took
out an old torn-

up dress and put
it on top of the
chest. Then she
took a bottle
from one of the
shelves and
started towards
Annie! Now of

course you have decided that the
woman was crazy, but she wasn’t. The
woman (whose name wasMrs. Higgens)
said to Annie, “Come here, you brat.”
Annie obeyed. She was too frightened
to do otherwise. Mrs. Higgens undressed
her and poured something that stung
from the bottle onto her head. She
then dressed her in that awful dress
and led her to the door!

Poor Annie! She had been snatched
into a strange house by a strange wom¬
an. Mrs. Higgens opened the door
and led her through it. There in the
other room (which was also very large)
were many sinks, towels and safes. On
each sink were many dishes, some soap
and a rag. Mrs. Higgens rang a bell and
a lot of little girls (who like Annie had
been grabbed from the street) came
running in and looked at Annie with
pitying eyes. One of the girls came over
to Annie and told her this: “Mrs. Hig¬
gens gives us a certain length of time
to wash, dry and put away all these
dishes, and if we aren’t through when
she comes in, we are whipped with
that buggy whip you see over there on
the wall. Come with me.”
-Dorothy Williams, “AnnieMilson’s

Adventure,” Growing Up Southern
(1980: VIII, 3), pp. 110-111.

KINGSPORT, TN
n spite of increased awareness
of environmental health hazards,
there is little public concern
expressed in Kingsport. Resi¬

dents are understandably reluctant to
criticize the industries which put bread
on their tables. As the local newspaper
comments, Kingsport “smells like
money.”

But there are hidden costs behind
that smell. Workers and local residents
have to pay their own doctor bills,
and the neighboring rural counties,
downwind and downstream, are also
affected by the city’s pollution. In
the surrounding area the rate of
babies born with abnormalities is
more than twice the state average.

In the chemical industry world,
Tennessee Eastman ranks high in the
amount spent on new control devices,
but little is known about the actual
harmful effects of the materials used.
And Eastman employees are not
told the real (generic) name of the
chemicals they handle. The wife of
one worker told how, even after a
week’s holiday away from Kingsport
and numerous baths and showers,
her husband’s skin still smelled of
acid — but neither she nor he knows
what kind of acid. The 1970 Occupa¬
tional Safety and Health Act might
have given employees the “right to
know,” but it has not been inter-

Illustration by Leslie Udry
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KU KLUX KLAN ■
preted in this way. Now a national
campaign is being waged by public
interest health groups to get this
right recognized in OSHA regulations.
Meanwhile, workers at Tennessee
Eastman deal with “number 9123,”
or with chemicals under their trade
names.

- Kingsport Study Group, “Smells
LikeMoney, ” Sick for Justice (19 78:
VI, 2), pp. 59-67.

KU KLUX KLAN

We see a resurgence ofthe Klan today because
again we are in a period
of social and economic

turmoil. But this time it’s worse than
at any other period in our history. We
are living at a time when our society is
really falling apart. Our economy is in
deep trouble, there are not enough
jobs for our young people, our cities
are decaying, our school systems are
deteriorating, the rich are getting
richer and the poor poorer, more and
more people are having to struggle just
to survive. It has become quite obvious
that the people who are running our
society are simply not willing — and
perhaps not able — to make the funda¬
mental changes necessary to make this
society function to meet the needs of
its people. And if you are running
a society that is not working, and you
are not willing to change, you have
only one other choice: you’ve got to
find ways to keep people under
control.

You’ve got to explain to large
sections of the population why they
are having problems, and that explan¬
ation has to preclude their looking for
and finding the real reasons. In other
words, you have to create a scapegoat
mentality among the majority group
in the population. And if you do that
successfully, you create the basis
for something we’ve never had before
in this country — a mass fascist move¬
ment. And once you have a mass
fascist movement, you are on your
way to something else we’ve never
really had (except, to a certain extent,
in the South before the Civil Rights
Movement): a police state.

Because of the racism that under¬
girds our society, the potential scape¬
goat is built in: black and other
minority people. If we understand

all this, we understand why the
Klan is growing again today. The cause
of the problem is not a few criminal
individuals who don sheets and hoods
and set out to kill. These people are
dangerous and they’ve got to be
stopped. But they are an effect, not
the cause.

The cause of our problems lies with
the people in high places who are
creating a scapegoat mentality among
this nation’s white people. It’s the
powerful people — from the halls
of Congress to the board rooms of
big corporations — who are telling
white people, for example, that if
taxes are eating up their paychecks
it’s not because of our bloated military
budget but because too many govern¬
ment programs benefit blacks and
other minorities; that young white

people are unemployed because blacks
are getting all the jobs; that crime in
the streets is caused by black people.
That message from powerful propa¬
gators is creating the climate in which
the Klan grows today; that’s what
is laying the basis for a mass fascist
movement in the 1980s.

But that movement does not have
to grow. It is fully possible instead
to build in the 1980s a people’s
movement that deals with real prob¬
lems and has the strength to turn this
country around in the next decade.
But to do that, we’ve got to fight
not only the Klan but the Klan men¬
tality, the ideology that undergirds
the Klan.

— Anne Braden, “.Lessons From A
History of Struggle, ” Mark of the
Beast (1980: VIII, 2), pp. 56-61.
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LABOR UNIONS

arly labor strength in Louisi¬
ana lay in the very craft dis¬
tinction thatpreventedmany
CIO successes in the 1920s.

Company-sponsored unions such as
the Independent White, and the Inde¬
pendent Colored Longshoremen’s
Association were common.With certain

important exceptions like the timber
workers in the north and west, most
union activity in the state has concen¬
trated in the urban areas of Shreveport,
Lake Charles, Baton Rouge and New
Orleans. Since the New Orleans port
supports an estimated 60 percent of
the city’s economy, labor activity along
the docks has traditionally been critical
to the fate of unions.

From the days of the elite cotton
stowers and stevedores, labor organiza¬
tions on the docks have been weakened

by segregated locals. Affiliation in the
1930s with the International Long¬
shoremen’s associations proved no
exception, leading to the white local
1418 and black 1419. In 1973, how¬
ever, 1,800 longshore workers walked
out in a wildcat strike, protesting non¬
payment of royalties into the union
pension fund. The rank-and-file move¬
ment continued when three members
of local 1419 brought suit against their

own local, the white local and others
for racial discrimination.

In other activities within the city,
the American Federation of Teachers
and the National Education Association

recently merged, giving teachers
benefits beyond the capabilities of a
professional association. As increasing
numbers find service occupations —

now 16,000 — more unionizing efforts
can be expected in this area.

- State Profiles: Labor Unions and
Employment Patterns, Here Come A
Wind (1976: IV, 1-2), pp. 170-204.

LAND LOSS

istorically, the black com¬
munity in America has
been a community closely
attached to the land. By

1910, non-whites, principally blacks,
were operating 890,000 farms, of
which 218,000 were run by full and
part owners and 670,000 by tenants.
The black population of the U.S. at
that time was 9.8 million. Without the
benefit of a Homestead Act and
oftentimes in the face of hostility and
violence, blacks had managed to be¬
come the full or part owners ofmore
than 15 million acres of land.

The year 1910, however, repre¬
sented the peak year of black land
ownership in the U.S., and the trend
since that time has been steadily
downward so that by 1969, with the
national black population at 22.4
million, the agricultural census could
find less than six million acres fully
or partly owned by blacks — repre¬
senting 79,000 owner-operated farms.
About 17,000 farms were being
operated by black tenant farmers.
It is also worth noting that only

about one acre in six of the wholly-
owned black land was under cultiva¬
tion (as compared with one in four

and one half of white owned land).
Realistically, then, the black com¬
munity has largely cut its ties to the
land, and a high percentage of the
land which it does still retain is not

being used for growing crops and in
large measure probably constitutes a
short-run economic burden to the
black community (a burden not
only in terms of tax or mortgage
payments, but in terms of the fore¬
gone opportunity to utilize this
wealth in some immediately produc¬
tive activity).

To evaluate the importance of
owning land solely by economic
criteria is to approach the topic with
too narrow a perspective. Rather,
land ownership should be viewed as
a vehicle for human development, as
well as an instrument for economic

development. In the rural South,
studies indicate that land ownership
by blacks correlates with character¬
istics generally regarded as worthy of
encouragement within the black com¬
munity. Land-owning blacks have
proved to be more likely to register
and to vote, more likely to participate
in civil-rights actions and more likely
to run for office than are non-land-
owners. In effect, land ownership in
the rural South confers on blacks a

measure of independence, of security
and dignity and perhaps even of
power, which is of crucial importance
to the elevation of the status of the
black community generally.

- Emergency Land Fund, “Black
Land Loss,” Our Promised Land
(1974:11, 2-3), pp. 112-121.

LAND OWNERSHIP

The power of absentee cor¬porate landowners to affect
the economic future of local
communities is still massive.

The situation is most severe in the coal
counties of Appalachia, where half the
land surface is corporately owned and
72 percent is absentee-owned.

In Logan County, West Virginia, 11
corporations own nearly everything.
Roscoe Spence, who edited the week¬
ly paper there for more than 30 years,
sums things up: “By controlling land,
they controlled the jobs; by con¬
trolling jobs, they control the payroll;
by controlling the payroll, they once
could control where people bought;
by controlling where people bought,
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LEARNING

they could control profit on earnings.
It was a stacked-up thing. The effect
of it is that people who control the
land control everything.”

Land ownership patterns also wors¬
en the problems that come with the
booms and busts of the coal industry.
Good times bring greater demands
for nonexistent housing and for
services dependent on aheady-strained
county budgets. In bad times, few
non-coal jobs are available, use of
the land for survival — even tilling
the hillsides — is limited for most

people, and moving away is the only
real choice for many. In the coal
counties surveyed, in fact, there is
a strong connection between corporate
ownership and outmigration in the
1960s, a period of coal decline: the
greater the degree of corporate owner¬
ship of a county, the greater the
percentage of the population who
left.

- “Who Owns Appalachia?” Who
Owns Appalachia? (1982: X, 1), pp.
32-52.

LEARNING

My father was a share¬cropper who had never
known education. He
was sure that all the

problems he suffered and the things
that he was not able to give his family
were the result of not being educated.
And in a time when it was mandatory
that all members of a household who
were old enough to chop or pick
cotton be in the field by the order of
the plantation owner, my younger
sister and brother and myself went
to the school.

My father carried his gun to the
field wrapped in a cotton sack and laid
it under the cotton to enforce that
decision. And when men drove by and
said, “Will, where are your children?”
he said, “They are in school.” I didn’t
understand when I was young the
courage it must have taken for him to
say that and to back it up. I under¬
stand now that was why we had to
move so frequently, why we couldn’t
stay on the plantation until we grew
up. And that was a big dream: to grow
up on the same plantation and not to
be the new kid on the plantation or
the new kid in the little one-room

school.
I decided that part of my father’s

reasoning was correct when I was 13

years old, that the reason black
people on plantations were so poor
was because they didn’t have the
education to keep records. They really
didn’t keep account of how much
they owed a man, how much the
cotton sold for and how much they
should get for their part. So I decided
when we moved to a new plantation
that we were going to do something
different this year with the crop. I
would keep records because my father
had been sending me to school so I
could help us do better. He bought me
a blue composition book, and with my
little learning I got in these country
schools, one-room church places, I
learned how to set out a set of book¬

keeping records. I put down all the
little things that we got, and Daddy
cooperated by telling me.

Beginning in March, you get a
“furnish,” a little amount of money
from the owner of the plantation and
you get that for six months. That is to
help you with food and stuff until the
cotton crop comes in and you start
to harvest. Well, I put down all the
things that we got that whole year.

We knew we had to give the man
half of all the bales we picked. Cotton
sold for a good price that year —

40 cents a pound. We added up all
the extra pounds; bales are generally
figured at 500 pounds a bale, but there
were some bales that weighed 600
pounds. All this extra money the
white man usually just takes. We
figured up plantation expenses because
that is the catch-all — when you paid
everything else and there was nothing
else they could legitimately add to
your debt, they added plantation
expenses. When all this division and
multiplication and subtraction was
over, by my set of books our share
should have been $4,000, and we
should have at least gotten $1,000.
I did know there was no fairness in
this system.

Well, settling day finally came and
my father had to go up to the house
for the settlement. This is in Decem¬
ber. I went off to school, but all day
long I was anxious to know what
was happening at this house when
my father pulled out his set of figures
and gave them to the man and said,
“Now listen, you have to deal with
me honestly because here is what
I owe you, here is what the cotton
sold for, here is my part.”

I don’t know what really happened
that day. I don’t even know if my
father brought out this composition
book with all my figures neatly
entered. But what we cleared out of
that crop — and this is the first time
we had ever cleared any money —

was not the $1,000 that I thought we
would clear, but $200, which was just
a token. It wasn’t what we were due,
but it had a lot to do with “coming
of age” in the sense of how little
control black people have over their
lives.

— L.C. Dorsey, “Harder Times
Than These, ” Who Owns Appalachia?
(1982: X, 1), pp. 28-31.

LOBBY

ven before a Georgia Power
lobbyist sets foot inside the
legislature, much energy —

and millions of dollars — go
to create a climate favorable to the
company. Georgia Power spends over
four million dollars each year in public
relations and advertising, more than
any other utility in the country,
according to an Environmental Action
Foundation study. Donations to civic

clubs, schools and charities approached
a half-million dollars in 1978. Recip¬
ients include such groups as the
Atlanta Area Boy Scouts and the
Mount Vernon Christian Academy.

In recent years, the company has
given increasing attention to propa¬
ganda designed for school children.
In Macon, for example, a course on
energy for ninth graders was intro¬
duced after a Georgia Power represen¬
tative went to the Board of Education
with “hordes of material” on electri¬

city aimed at students. The company
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LONGHORNS■
continues to provide free “educational
materials” including films, slide shows
and games, as well as “resource people”
who give talks to the children at no
cost to the school.

Georgia Power’s programs to influ¬
ence adult leaders are equally sophisti¬
cated. It maintains a list of 3,000
“movers and shakers” across the state
who are informed regularly about the
company’s plans. Company vice presi¬
dent George Edwards told the Wall
Street Journal, “We try to contact
everyone on the list at least twice a
year. It’s important that they know
what we’re doing because we need
their support.”

Georgia Power continues to make
bankers happy with its policy of
maintaining deposits in many banks
across the state and drawing on them
for loans. As it turns out, a 1975
study revealed that 20 legislators were
directors of banks which loan money
to Georgia Power.

- Betsy Mahoney, “Power to Rule
the Roost,” Tower of Babel (1979:
VII, 4), pp. 68-71.

LOCKOUTS & LOOMS

n the period during and imme¬
diately after World War I,
Spencer Love, Lacy Wright and
Joe Pedigo each entered South¬

ern textile mills, one as an owner and
empire builder, another as a mill hand
with a secondary school education, the
third as an embryonic union organizer.
It was a turbulent time, and within

the space of a few years the rapid
expansion of Piedmont manufacturers
transformed the stepchild of the New
England mills into the backbone of
Southern industrialization. From the

peak of the post-war surge in 1923
to 1933, New England lost 40 percent
of its mills and the capacity of the
newer, lower-waged Southern industry
increased five-fold. In the next four
decades, the textile industry became
the largest employer in the South,

the creator of countless fortunes and
the biggest obstacle to organized
labor.

J. Spencer Love, Lacy Wright and
Joe Pedigo — all descendants of
Southern families — were among the
men and women who made textiles,
and therefore the South, what it is
today. Their stories, each beginning
with the World War I boom, chronicle
the ups and downs of the industry
as no set of statistics can.

- Bill Finger, “Looms, Loans and
Lockouts,” Facing South (1976: III,
4), pp. 54-65.

LONGHORNS

hanksgiving day, 1938. The
Traditional Game against
the “other” state university,
the Aggies of Texas A&M. It

is important that you understand about
“the Tradition.” The Tradition was

that the Aggies never won in Austin,
home of the Texas Longhorns. Not
since Memorial Stadium was built and
dedicated, in a game against the Aggies,
way back in 1924. Now then, when
you are eight years old, that is some
Tradition! The Aggies never won in
Austin. Never!

But they sure were favored in 1938
because, as everybody knew, that year
the Longhorns couldn’t beat anybody.

For a losing team, you’d be surprised
how good the Texas Longhorns played.
The Southwest Conference was real
big in those days, of course.When SMU
played TCU, the winner got to go to
the Rose Bowl and the loser went to
the Sugar Bowl. Well, everybody said
the Longhorns had a starting lineup that
could play anybody in the country,
including SMU and TCU. We didn’t
have any substitutes, though. We could
hold everybody to 0-0 through the
half, or even the third quarter, and
then our boys would get tired and the
other team would score. We lost a lot
of games that way.

That was the situation when we

came down to the Traditional Game
against the Aggies in Austin in 1938.
Burt and Rexito and I were in the 25-
cent Knot Hole Gang section, in the
end zone, and we saw it all. That stadi¬
um was packed. Forty thousand people.
And Texas played inspired football.
They drove down to the Aggie five-
yard line. They drove down to the
eight. They drove down to the six.

But they couldn’t score.
In the second half, Texas was just

as inspired. The Longhorns stopped
the Aggies cold, but they still couldn’t
manage to score. One of the troubles
was the reverse to Puett. We had this

player in the backfield named Puett.
He only carried the ball on a reverse,
which was not often. Most times he

didn’t even get back to the line of
scrimmage. They’d just see that old
reverse coming and they would clobber
poor Puett.

Well, late in the game, we made one
last drive down to their 10 yard line.
The fullback made two. Then the tail¬
back made five. I remember it exactly.
I felt pretty good because we were
down on the three yard line, and we
had two more plays to buck it over.
One to get it right down to the goal
line and another to buck it over. I
remember thinking that while standing
there (believe me, we were all standing!)
in the Knot Hole Gang section.

You know what happened? On third
down, they gave the ball to Puett on a
reverse. He started to swing outside like
he always did, but then he cut right up-
field. I could see the hole from the
end zone. When he got to the line of
scrimmage, he just dove. High. He was
three feet in the air, his body all strung
out parallel to the ground. Touchdown!
There’s a newspaper picture of that,
Puett soaring high with that Aggie
goal line right under him! It was in
every paper in Texas the next day.

- LawrenceGoodwyn, “Wonder and
Glory in Another Century,” Through
the Hoop (1979: VII, 2), pp. 42-47.
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On November 3,1979, camerasfrom four television stations
recorded in awesome detail
the killing in Greensboro,

North Carolina, of five communist
demonstrators by members of the Ku
Klux Klan and Nazi Party. It was not
the first confrontation between Nazis,
Klansmen and mem¬

bers of the Com¬
munistWorkers Party
(CWP). In the spring
and early summer of
1979, the Federated
Knights of the KKK
began holding public
meetings at which
they showed the film
“Birth of a Nation”
and attempted to
recruit newmembers.
A few protesters —

members of the Rev¬

olutionary Commu¬
nist Party — came to
one of the public
meetings in Winston-
Salem, but it wasn’t
until the Klan took
the film to a commu¬

nity center in China Grove that protes¬
ters arrived in force.

On Sunday, July 8, members and
supporters of the CWP (which then
called itself the Worker’s Viewpoint
Organization, or WVO), arrived at the
community center about an hour
before the film showing was scheduled
to begin. The tiny China Grove police
force was also early. The counter¬
demonstrators outnumbered and out¬

flanked the Klansmen gathering out¬
side the center; pressing forward while
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the police tried to keep the groups
separate, they succeeded, as they later
put it, in driving “these scum Klansmen
off the lawn of the China Grove Com¬

munity Center.”
“What made a difference in China

Grove,” boasted WVO leaders, “was
the mighty force of militant, armed
and organized fighters, fighting in the
people’s interest. WE AFFIRM THE
CORRECTNESS OF HOW TO FIGHT
THE KLAN AS SHOWN BY CHINA
GROVE!!!” The WVO’s desire to out¬

do the rival Revolu¬

tionary Communist
Party, which also
sought to build its
reputation in the area
through militant
rhetoric and direct

action,may have fur¬
ther blinded the
WVO. Their perceived
victory at China
Grove was heady
stuff, and, with a
false sense of bravado

they decided to dare
the Klan to confront
them again.

On October 4,
WVO leaders public¬
ly announced a
“Death to the Klan”
march and confer¬

ence in Greensboro.
On or about October 10, Ed Dawson,

a long-time Klan member and inform¬
ant for the FBI and Greensboro police
department, was contacted by the de¬
partment and asked to “find out” what
the Klan planned to do about the
WVO rally.

On October 20, Virgil Griffin and
his Invisible Empire of the KKK held a
march at the Lincoln County Fair¬
grounds. After a rally, Griffin convened
a meeting with about 90 people; the

featured speaker was none other than
Ed Dawson. The purpose of the
meeting was to recruit people to con¬
front the “Death to the Klan” march.

Dawson told us: “And at the speech
I explained everything that was going
on in Greensboro. I didn’t add, I didn’t
take anything away. That they were
going through the schools and throwing
red paint, that there was signs posted,
and this, that and the other thing. I
gave maybe a 20-minute speech on the
goodies that was going on and I asked
for a show of hands, how many people
was coming [to challenge the WVO].
Eighty hands went up in the air!”

- Liz Wheaton, “The Third of
No vember, ” The Fu ture Is Now (1981:
IX, 3), pp. 55-67.

MEDDLING

he state and federal govern¬
ments were making more
frequent contacts with rural
farmers in the early years of

this century. Clearly, their objectives
were to stimulate rural production and
bring the farmer out of his insulated
community. Small farmers consistent¬
ly opposed interference in rural
Independence County; and their resis¬
tance often erupted into violence.
Such was the response to the enforce¬
ment of federal cattle-dipping and
stock laws.

To rid cattle of fever-carrying
ticks, farmers were required, by law,
to drive their cattle to the dipping
vats. With the scarcity of roads, this
was a considerable inconvenience to

many farmers. To compound the
farmer’s reluctance, vat solutions were
sometimes too strong and cattle died.
Owens and Lola Fetzer of Indepen¬
dence County, Arkansas, recalled the
importance of cattle to farmers and
the farmers’ anger at interference with
their source of livelihood:

Owens Fetzer: The fever tick
killed our cattle here and they started
dippin long around 1915. Well, they
dipped those cattle in this solution,
and some of it, they got it too strong
and they killed some cattle. Well, that
created lots of trouble around here.

They felt that they was killin their
cattle and they objected. But it was
a mistake; the government didn’t.

Lola Fetzer: People depended on
their cows for milk and butter.



MIAMI

Owens Fetzer: And there was quite
a opposition to it. However, you see,
we was under federal quarantine.
We couldn’t ship cattle to St. Louis or
anyplace, only after November.

The enactment of stock laws
also brought quick and violent reac¬
tion from countryside farmers. The
laws insisted that farmers fence in
their cattle, in a move to protect crops
and gardens from the trampling of
hungry animals. Fencing in cattle was
time consuming and expensive; more¬
over, if a farmer did not have a stream

or pond on his property, where would
his cattle get water unless he terraced
his farm and dug a pond?

Lola Fetzer: Another thing
that brought on trouble was
the stock laws. When, a long
time after we moved here, our
cows run outside and maybe they’d
come up in the evenin and maybe they
wouldn’t. But then they had the stock
law, and we thought that that was just
terrible. You had to keep your stock
up and feed them, once you fenced
them in.

Owens Fetzer: This dippin, they
killed a man up there. He’s a govern¬
ment. Shot him. Because they felt
like people, you see, when they get
in their minds that you’re imposing
on them, naturally they get desperate.
And they couldn’t see it any other
way. I can’t recall exactly when they
started this dippin. But I do remember
a man losing his life.

I don’t think they had anything
against the government, but they
didn’t have much faith in politicians.
They thought they was bein imposed
on. And they didn’t think about
startin a rebellion or anything like
that, you know. But they said, “You’re
try in to run me over.” Thought they
was against them. It wasn’t the govern¬
ment, but the government’s agents.

- William Spier, “We Was All Poor
Then,” Our Promised Land (1974:
II, 2-3), pp. 80-90.

MENHADEN

ou got to be a bee to get
the sweet out of a blossom
and a trained menhadener
to get these fish out of

the ocean. Carib, he kept shooting
us signals to halt or come in closer.
Signaled with his oar upside down,
blade up to the sun. That meant the
fish sounding, going under. Anything
can cause them to go down, a motor
sound, trouble with the big fish under
water that may be eating on them,
even a wrong move by the dry-boat
man.

About now you begin to feel the
heat. You can’t move much or easy in
those purse boats. It’s hot summer
to begin with. The sun is going to
hit you directly, and the rays that
hit the water, they’ll jump at you.
The bunt pullers, they’re all muscled
men, cordy wrists and bulging fore¬
arms, knotty shoulders. So that there’s
sweat crying through their skins
already even before the work begins.

Carib stood up, gave us the come-

ahead sign with his hands and wrists.
“Here they pla-a-a-a-y!” In a few
seconds our purse boats got up by
him till he motioned us to separate.
“Let your net go!”

- Earl Conrad, “Gulf Stream
North, ” Coastal Affair (1982: X, 3),
pp. 16-21.

MIAMI, FL
or decades the workers on

Henry M. Flagler’s Florida
East Coast Railway (FEC)
had reason to hate their

work. They built bridges and track
through the marshes of eastern Florida
— dirty, dangerous, disease-ridden
work. They took the track into the
ocean, clear out to Key West, in one
of the most remarkable feats in
railroad history. Hundreds were killed
in the process. And when it was fin¬
ished, the employees of the line
watched their railroad slump, watched

it head toward bankruptcy.
The Florida East Coast Railway

was born before the turn of the

century when Flagler, already wealthy
from his work in oil with John D.

Rockefeller, headed South for a
vacation. He first visited Florida in
1883 at the age of 53. He became
enchanted with St. Augustine and
reasoned that other Northerners would
find it equally appealing once it was
more accessible. Flagler built the
massive Ponce de Leon Hotel, then
made certain that travelers would
be able to reach it without trouble.
He bought up the existing railroad
trackage, contracted for the South’s
first large steel railroad bridge to be
built across the St. Johns River and
modernized the line. It was a relatively
safe investment, and it paid off.

Flagler then turned his sights to
the beaches and swamps further south.
He brought his railroad to New Smyr¬
na Beach in 1892, Cocoa in 1893,
Fort Pierce and West Palm Beach in
1894. The construction crews brought
an immense amount of business with
them, and they provided the oppor¬
tunity for even more. Wherever the
railroad went, small towns blossomed
into cities. Everyone along the state’s
east coast watched Flagler’s plans
carefully, eager to see where he would
build next.

Mrs. Julia D. Tuttle, who owned
644 acres of land on the north side of
the Miami River, was among those
watching. She flooded Flagler with
letters encouraging him to bring his
railroad to her land. He refused. She
traveled to Jacksonville twice to

convince him; still he refused. Yet she
persevered, and when the severe freeze
of 1894-95 struck, destroying an
estimated $100 million worth of fruit
and vegetables as far south as Palm
Beach, she sent him a bouquet of
orange blossoms. This time he re¬
sponded positively, when he realized
the security from severe weather
which the citrus groves enjoyed in
south Florida. He visited Mrs. Tuttle
and agreed to build his railroad to her
land and help construct a city in
exchange for a large amount of free
acreage. They called the place Miami.

- Steve Hoffius, “The Seagoing
Railroad, ” Good Times and Growing
Pains (1977: V, 1), pp. 50-52.
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was the first midwife in my
family. My mother died before I
was 14 years old. So there had
never been nobody in my family

been a midwife before; I was the first.
And I loved the job — I don’t care
what nobody says, I loved doing it.

Photo by Chris Walters-Bugbee

I just always wanted to do some¬
thing. 1 used to say I wanted to be a
schoolteacher. Couldn’t make that.
But I got this, and I did it for 32 years.
Over 600 children, and I didn’t lose a
mother in 32 years, though I did carry
one or two to the hospital.

I began when we were living on a
place owned by one of the doctors in
town. And living there, I always went
with him to assist when the babies
would come, and so I learned a lot.
There was a bunch of us living there,
and they would need to get somebody
— you know, you always need to get
somebody to help you when a person
is having a baby. Well, I was always the
woman they could get — I could stand
it. Really, I had a better nerve. You
know you can’t deliver a baby if you
ain’t got no nerve. So that has a lot to
do with it.

After I was certified by the state,
I kept up with my babies after they
were born. I got a book which has
their names and the dates of their
birth, and I keep it near and look over
it from time to time.

We had to fill in the birth certifi¬
cates, put the names in and the date,
themother and the father, their names,
and get that or mail it to the Health
76 SOUTHERN EXPOSURE

Department. And I had to sign it.
Most of the time the people had a
name already, cause we couldn’t turn
in the birth certificate without it. But
I tell you the truth, some of them
babies I couldn’t get the names while
I was out there, so I’d name the babies
good enough on the certificates, and
the people would say okay later when
I told them.

- Gussie Jackson with Chris Walters-
Bugbee, “And None of Them Left-
Handed, ” Good Times and Growing
Pains (1977: V, 1), pp. 4-12.

MIGRANT STREAM

Somewhere between 1.5 and 1.6million migrant and seasonal
workers harvest farm products
in 42 states. This number does

not include short-term, imported farm¬
workers who are shipped into a given
area by landowners and then returned
to their native land under conditions
monitored by the U.S. Government.
For example, some 9,000 West Indians
travel by chartered plane each year to
spend up to six months cutting sugar
cane in South Florida.
All these workers, whatever their

color or native origin, have one thing
in common: they work in the fields,
with little power over their day-to-day
fate, because they have found no other
options, because the alternatives they
face are even worse — starvation,
crime and ultimately jail, living in a
mental institution, abandoning their
families. . . .

Worker: I got involved with this
here crew when they picked me up at
the Mission, “Daily Bread.” That’s
where they pick everybody up.

This was in Orlando, Florida.
Everybody goes to Daily Bread to eat
at lunchtime. It’s a free meal. This is
where they come and ask you: “Well,
do you need a job? We’re going to
pick peaches, pick oranges or crop
tobacco. We’ll take care of your wine
habits, or your cigarettes, whatever
you need, we’ve got it — three meals a
day and a nice place to sleep. You
want some wine now?”

When a man is down and out,
when he has no transportation to get
himself back and forth to a regular
job, and there’s no proper bus system
to get him back and forth, then he’s
kind of stuck. So he’s willing to take
any kind of a job he can get, if there’s

a roof over his head and three meals
a day. Even though it’s only minimum
wage, he don’t care, he just wants to
work, he wants to eat and wants a
roof over his head. He don’t want to
end up in jail every other week, drunk.

So he wants to work. But his hands
are tied because he don’t have trans¬

portation. So he’s willing to do any¬
thing: crop tobacco, pick peaches,
anything, pick cabbages, tomatoes,
anything, he’ll go from one to the
other. That’s the way people get on
the migrant stream. They’re down and
out, that’s how they usually start.

But you see what they do: they get
you started, and they keep you broke.
You get in the hole and you don’t get
out. You’re flat broke. You can’t get
to the store, you’re too far away from

the store
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a chance hitchhiking — and then
another guy is just going to pick you
up and hijack you and take you to his
camp, that happens all the time. Or
the cops will pick you up if you’re
hitchhiking — you just ain’t supposed
to leave that camp!

- Alma Blount, Martin Gonzalez
and Steven Petrow, “Lost in the
Stream,” Winter’s Promise (1980:
VIII, 4), pp. 67-76.

MILITARY MONEY

While the health ofmanyFloridians will suffer
with federal budget cuts,
the state’s military con¬

tractors are growing increasingly hardy.
In one year, from fiscal 1980 to ’81,
Florida corporations increased their
share ofmilitary contracts from $2.2
billion to $3.3 billion, a 50 percent
leap. The state now ranks eighth in the
nation in military contract dollars.

In 1981, United Technologies
gleaned the largest share of the Penta¬
gon pork - almost $900 million. The
money goes largely to the company’s
Pratt and Whitney division, manufac¬
turing gas turbine jet engines in West
Palm Beach. Two $2.1 million Pratt
and Whitney engines equip each F-15
Eagle, a superjet that will launch “a
variety of missiles and bombs at super¬
sonic speeds.”

The number two company, Martin-
Marietta Aerospace, plays a leading role
in the economy of Orlando and the
rest ofOrange County. The city’s largest
employer, it receives about a fifth of
Florida’s total Department of Defense
(DoD) contract dollars, taking in over
a half billion dollars in 1981. The
5,400 Martin employees in Orlando,
coupled with another 14,000 DoD
personnel in the area’s military bases,
constitute a sizable presence in a city
of 128,000. The sophistication of
Martin-Marietta’s military products —

day/night fire control for the army’s
Advanced Attack Helicopter and can-
nisters and transport/launchers for the
army’s Patriot air defense missile — re¬
quires a pool of technical talent readily
found among the remnants of the space
program in nearby Brevard County.

Three of Florida’s top 10 military
contractors do business in Brevard

County, home of Cape Canaveral. The
Harris Corporation, with 10,000 em¬
ployees in several cities across the state,
received a $4.7 million order for com¬
puters from the army in 1981. It now
runs neck-and-neckwithMartin-Marietta
as the biggest industrial employer in
the state. Also doing business in Brevard
County are Cadillac Gage Company,
which makes armored cars, and Pan
American Airways, which operates the
Eastern Test Range and the Air Force
Eastern Space and Missile Center.

Florida also hosts 57 military instal¬

lations and it gets the second largest
share of DoD military pay among the
states. Former First District Represen¬
tative Bob Sikes, who chaired the
House Appropriations Committee on
Military Construction from 1965 to
1977, gets the credit for making the
Florida panhandle home of two sprawl¬
ing bases: Eglin Air Force Base (the
nation’s largest air base at 486,946
acres) and the Pensacola Naval Air
Station; 37,000 people, one-third of
the state’s DoD employees, work at
these two bases.

- “State Profiles: Defense Spending
and Human Needs, ” Waging Peace
(1982: X, 6), pp. 69-108.

MINNIE PEARL

After graduating from Ward-Belmont, I went back
home to Centerville and

taught for two years.Worst
time in my life. I knew I had some¬
thing, but 1 didn’t know what to do
with it. There was a company down
in Atlanta that had been sending
coaches around putting on amateur
plays and stuff, and I saw that as a
way out for awhile. I worked there
for six years. I went around all over
the country, and that is how I got
involved with Minnie Pearl.

I went to a place in north Alabama
and stayed with a lady and her hus¬
band and son. It was in the winter of
1936, and I was down on my luck.

WSM photo



MOSQUITO

women — I still do — I ever met in my
life. And I came away talking about
her and imitating her and telling her
jokes. They weren’t jokes; the things
she told were just funny, they weren’t
things she would have to make up. I
had to advertise my play at the differ¬
ent towns that I went, so I would do
an imitation of her.

I traveled mostly in the country;
these shows that I put on were coun¬
try musical comedies. I had put on a
play in Aiken, South Carolina, for the
Pilots Club, and they asked me to
come back for their convention in
a couple of months and do “this silly
thing that you do.” They said they
would give me $25 and my expenses.
That was just enormous, so I said,
“Why certainly, I will do it.”

I had an old boyfriend over in that
area, and I thought I could kill two
birds with one stone. So I came back,
and that was the first time I appeared
professionally as Minnie Pearl, the first
time I ever put her in costume. It was
1938.1 went down to a salvage store
and bought a sleazy, old cheap yellow
organdy dress and a pair of old white
shoes and a pair of white cotton
stockings and an old hat and put some
flowers on it — no price tag, that
didn’t come till later.

I appeared that night in the ball¬
room of the Highland Park Hotel,
which was a very swank hotel. I
walked down through the crowd and
they didn’t know anymore than a
jackrabbit who I was or what I was
doing, but the rapport was there.
I walked down through the crowd,
and I was speaking just like an old
country girl that had come in by
mistake. They were just.. . you know
. .. they didn’t have any idea what
I was doing.

But anyway, they laughed pretty
good that night. I used a few stories
about Grinders Switch. I told them
about brother, and I used several
jokes about my feller. My feller has
always been tantamount. He is very
important to establish the gag of my
unattractiveness. I came away from
there that night with a prescience. . . .

I’m not saying a light shone and a
voice said this is where you are going
or anything like that, but it was being
borne in on me gradually.

- Sue Thrasher, “The Woman
Behind Minnie Pearl, ” Focus on the
Media (1975: II, 4), pp. 32-40.

MOSQUITO

Thousands of lives have beenlost and millions of dollars

spent on mosquito control
in the South, although en¬

demic malaria ended almost 30 years
ago. Actually, malaria was not even
native to the Western Hemisphere.
European colonists brought a mild
form with them and, unwittingly,
spread the “fever and agues” by im¬
pounding water for rice and indigo
cultivation, and for millponds. By the
late 1700s, all low-lying areas in the
Southeast were highly malarious.
It was through the African slave

trade that a particularly virulent
form of malaria came to the South,

yet Africans were less likely to suffer
from the disease than whites. Unaware
that the sickle-cell trait, common

among West Africans, conveys a
heightened resistance to the parasite
that causes the disease, planters did
notice the Africans’ resistance and
promptly added it to their list of
reasons why blacks “deserved” to be
slaves on coastal plantations.

Throughout the nineteenth century,
marshes were drained in campaigns to
end the disease. The city of Savannah,
for instance, spent $70,000 in 1817 to
drain nearby wetlands. But not until
1897 did scientists prove the suspected
link between marsh-breeding mos¬
quitoes and the troublesome fever.

Today,many states rely on repeated
chemical treatments to kill adult mos¬

quitoes; ground fogging and aerial
spraying of insecticides, mostly mala-
thion, are common practice. All told,
mosquito control efforts cost the U.S.
over $70 million annually.

— Cindy Allen and Larry Bostian,
“Marsh Fever,”Coastal Affair (1982:
X, 3), p. 82.

MOUNTAIN DEVELOPMENT

Connestee Falls, and dozensof new developments like it
in the North Carolina Blue

Ridge, may be an “Un-
City” — uncrowded, unhurried, un¬
polluted — to some folks, but to the
farmers of the mountains, it is an

intrusion, the kind of intrusion that
has driven the price of marginal farm
and timber land from a low of $100 an

acre to a whopping $ 1,000 an acre in a
half-decade. Rough, undeveloped land
in Macon County, N.C., goes for as
high as $5,000 per acre, and near the
second-home center of Highlands, it
reaches $20,000 if water and sewers
are available. In Madison County,
which has few developments, land is
already selling for $1,000 an acre,
“and that’s for straight up-and-down
land,” says one resident. A three-
quarter-acre lot in highly developed
Watauga County can go for $6,000
and still be considered “a darn good
buy.” With land prices — and the
commensurate property taxes — so
high, it’s easy to see how the dream of
a mountain farmer to have at least
one son stay home to till the soil
has changed to the nightmare that he
may not even be able to maintain
the farm for his own retirement.

Only a few miles further down the
Blue Ridge Parkway in Carroll County
— the county that one observer says
“has best preserved all those things
that make up the Appalachian cul-

Old Post Road Farms
A lush green meadow bordered with dogwood,

and sweetened with honeysuckle

This is a description of one of the seventeen farr
from the heart of the old Gaither Plantation in Newto

To preserve our country atmosphere and privai
it with others, we had engineered and designed 17 fa
Post Road ranging in size from 10 to 26 acres We ;
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MOVEMENT

ture” — another firm is building, of
all things, a ski resort. The headline
in the Carroll News on December 8,
1972, proclaimed, “Cascade Mountain
— New Way of Life,” and continued,
“First there was Beech, then Sugar,
and now Cascade. Yes, Cascade Moun¬
tain Resort will have one of the finest
ski slopes in southwestern Virginia.”
As one of its “many features” the ski
resort will have an “Olympic Village”
with a lodge and motel named “Lieben-
schuen,” and, of course, a country
store.

Thanks to such developments, the
price of farm land in Carroll County
is far beyond the means of farmers to
buy it. An eighty-acre farm in Carroll,
for example, was recently offered for
public auction — something that
mountaineers have traditionally done
when there are several heirs to a farm
and the community is in need of a
social event. The hope has always been
that one of the family or a close
neighbor would “buy the old home-
place.” This farm was privately offered
by the heirs to a local man for $7,500,
a figure that he considered excessive
and rejected. At the public auction,
flooded by land speculators and pro¬
fessionals from North Carolina in
search of a “second home,” the farm
brought $20,000. A few weeks later
one-half of it was subdivided and sold
for $40,000 — $40,000 for a hillside
that once grossed only a crop of wheat
sufficient for the family’s bread, pas¬
ture for four cows for the family’s
milk, and a few cord of pulpwood to
be sold to “put the kids in school.”

- Jim Branscome and Peggy
Matthews, “Selling the Mountains,”
Our Promised Land (1974: II, 2-3),
pp. 122-129.

MOVEMENT: I

In the years between Mont¬gomery and the Vietnam
Moratorium, the authority of
the people’s Movement in this

country was expressed in thousands of
individual actions and hundreds of
local demonstrations in cities across

the land where citizens singled out
targets for disciplined, collective
action. The authority of this Move¬
ment sprang from the best traditions
of the Negro church, organized labor
and populist radicalism, and its spirit
was reflected and continually revived

in the musical themes of that period:
“This Little Light of Mine,” “All We
Are Saying Is Give Peace a Chance,”
“We Shall Not Be Moved” and the
most famous, “We Shall Overcome.”

The civil-rights laws of the 1960s
were passed after the fact. They did
not create change; rather, the struggle
for expanded democracy, participated
in by tens of thousands of our fellow
citizens, produced a body of legisla¬
tion which confirmed the effectiveness
of that struggle. The laws were a crys¬
tallized form of expressing the new
reality that people would no longer
abide by the rules and mores of racial
segregation. Segregation was in fact
abolished by the power of the Civil
Rights Movement. A movement,
whether of reform or revolution,
always struggles for a legislative mani¬
festation of its victory because that
establishes a new code of conduct in
relation to the old order of things. It
confirms that change has been
accepted and that the particular strug¬
gle for democracy has been victorious.

Once the victory is

movement must regroup around the
definition of the next stage of mass
democracy and move on to its fulfill¬
ment. The opposition will inevitably
attempt to trap the movement into
preoccupying itself with implementing
victories that have been codified into
law. Indeed, the law is often written
in such a way as to encourage this en¬
trapment. And since the Movement’s
activists are often experiencing a
degree of exhaustion, the tendency to
focus on emphasizing that which has
been won is even stronger because it is
a form of reprieve.

The decade of the 1970s has found
the Movement caught up in just such
an eddy in which motion is devoid of
clear direction; we have become pre¬
occupied by the rituals of the
technician-intelligentsia and have
shifted responsibility for social change
to them, substituting their busy-ness
for mass-movement organizing. Yet
only the latter can provide the driving
force for the achievement of greater
democracy.

J. Hunter O’Dell, “Notes on the
Movement, ”Stayed on Freedom

(1981: IX, l),pp. 6-11.
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MOVEMENT: D

The Movement was not theproduct of a concept or pro¬
gram of social change. It
was a spontaneous response

to intolerable conditions. A great
many people were mad enough to act
simultaneously. It was the greatest
strength and the greatest weakness at
the same time. No single decapitating
blow could stop it. But, as every good
street-fighter knows, if you go into a
fight mad, you’ll probably lose.
There’s no guarantee that good think¬
ing will win the fight, but it’s almost
certain that bad thinking will lose it.
It could not be said that our Move¬

ment was distinguished by the quality
of its thought. It was dominated by
philosophic chaos! That condition was

probably one of the main reasons that
the pragmatists were able to carry the
day, pragmatism being as close as you
can get to having no philosophy at all
while maintaining a semblance of
rationality. In profane exaggeration of
the idea of democracy, anybody who
didn’t already know a philosophy that
would suit his or her fancy was
prompted to invent a new one.

In this philosophical disorder,
Movement leadership — caught in a
compelling sense of urgency — was
defenseless before the aggressive inade¬
quacies of pragmatism. By the spring
of 1963, a coalition of national civil-
rights organizations held more power
than had ever been achieved by a
group of black persons in America.
The best among them were awed by
the power and carried it with a certain
virginal innocence. But, as is often the
case with virgins, the confrontation
came. On one hand they faced formid¬
able political, economic and police
sanctions; on the other hand, they saw
what appeared to be unlimited access
to government resources.

- John O'Neal, “Art
and theMovement, ”
Stayed on Freedom
(1981: IX, 1),
pp. 80-83.

Encyclopedia
of Southern Life
&Change

NAACP

South Carolina legislators wereangered with some regularity
in the early 1950s by court
decisions against segregated

facilities and by the demands of blacks
for equality. The Supreme Court’s
Brown v. Board ofEducation decision
on what the legislators called Black
Monday (May 17,1954) was the final
blow. So offended were they that in
assembly they declared membership in
the NAACP — National Association for
the Advancement of Colored People —

a criminal act sufficient to cause

dismissal as a public school teacher.
Septima Clark taught on Johns

Island and in several other towns in
South Carolina, including her home¬
town of Charleston. She took courses

in South and North Carolina colleges
and eventually earned her master’s.
And she belonged to the NAACP.

Clark first heard of the organization
in early 1917 when a Presbyterian gath¬
ering brought a number of preachers
to Johns Island. Many were members.
They described the group’s importance,
and what it might do for the island.
(“We had a sheriff who shot people
down for no good reason, so we needed
help,” recalls Clark.) She quickly joined
the Charleston chapter and worked on
a number of issues, including gathering
signatures to support the notion of
black women teaching in the black
public schools (only mulattoes were
then allowed as teachers) and the
right of black teachers to the same

pay as that received by white
teachers.When Septima Clark

was fired by the state in
1956, school officials
did not point to the
work she had done

with the NAACP, but simply to the
fact that she admitted being a mem¬
ber. Clark and other teachers from
Charleston and Clarendon Counties
immediatedly contacted the NAACP,
which took their case to court. In the
midst of the trial, Clark explains, “The
judge announced, ‘We don’t know all

the facts, and we’ll dismiss the case for
another month, and then the lawyers
can bring us in new briefs!’ The next
day the legislature was called in,” and
it changed the wording of the law so
it simply required that teachers “list
their affiliations.”

- Steve Hoffius, “IExpect I’ll Get
A Plaque, ’’JustSchools (1979: VII, 2),
pp. 74-76.

NEGRO BASEBALL LEAGUE

If you was a ballplayer and youcould get the job done, you
might not have that prettiness
in it. So many Negro ballplayers

had their own style of doing things.
You might not think it was pretty,
it wasn’t all alike. Now they teach you
to get there in time, make it look like
this, make it look sweet. You see em
now jumping all up in the air on a
double play in practice. That ain’t
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NEIGHBORHOODS

worth a dime. You losing a cut second
to get yourself in a position to jump.
You taking something away from
your arm even if you got a strong arm.

I could hit a ball in the direction -
talk about hit-and-run hitters, I was so
sure of myself I could wait — I’m
looking at the pitcher, the ball, the
second baseman, the shortstop — to
see which one was going to cover. I
could wait that long, see which one
was going to cover, then hit to the
hole. But I didn’t have a chance to do
that in organized ball because they got
signals, they tell you. On my own in
Negro baseball I could wait for my
own instinct as to where to hit the
ball. Our game was always “run and
hit,” “run and bunt.” I could bunt. I
could drag bunt every once in a while
when I’d catch the third baseman
back, and get a hit.

Whites wasn’t calling it organized
ball, but we had discipline. Your team
would cuss you out for not bunting
if the bunt was on; they’d embarrass
you. You had to make the plays.
White ballplayers would have one

expression and black ballplayers have
another, but they talking about the
same thing. Take a white ballplayer,
he be keeping his eyes on the ball,
but we be “reading the hops.” See?

NEIGHBORHOODS: I

he primary social unit re¬
quiring support and devel¬
opment is the neighborhood,
made up of individuals and

families who know each other and
who are interested in local needs.
Much American city planning, by
being singularly concerned with the
male adult’s pursuit of economic and
industrial ends, has been openly
hostile to the neighborhood — by
laying out the standard gridiron
block plan in disregard of topography,
scenic or historic values, by running
wide streets through residential areas,
and by not providing space for parks,
gardens, recreational, cultural and civic
purposes. Unfortunately, too, in the
South and elsewhere, neighborhood
organizing has often taken to promot¬
ing racism and class prejudice.

Yet the neighborhood can become
a basic political unit lobbying city and
regional government for its rights of
community power — in determining
whether high-rise developments will be
allowed, in fighting highway planning
that would fragment its unity, in
establishing nearby health centers and

NEIGHBORHOODS: D

One of the first of the newwave of homebuyers was
Martha Dunigan, an artist
in her thirties with three

daughters, four ducks and a dog. The
84-year-old rambling Victorian man¬
sion she bought in September, 1974,
sits high on a hill overlooking West
End Boulevard in Winston-Salem,
North Carolina. Although today she is
surrounded by the busy sound of car¬
penters working on houses on all sides
of her property, the scene was quite
different three years ago. Condemned
housing dotted the view. A grocery
store that fronted for a “drink house”
sat just around the corner. It was not a
proper neighborhood for a woman
with young children. But Dunigan
took the risk.

Most of the people that started
moving into the neighborhood soon
after the city approved the plans for
rehabilitation were slightly younger
than Martha Dunigan, and as a group
displayed a sense of adventure and
tolerance that many homebuyers lack.
Not many typical middle-class subur¬
banites would agree with Bright Larkin,

The black man was throwing the
slider, but we didn’t call it a slider;
called it a funky pitch, a horse-shit
curve. We didn’t have an expression
about no slider.

- “Reading the Hops, ” Interview
with Lorenzo Piper Davis by Theodore
Rosengarten, Long Journey Home
(1977: V, 2-3), pp. 62-77.

in sending representatives to larger
bodies of government to speak its
interests. If the mobility of Americans
slows, as it already seems to be doing,
individuals will likely become more
settled in their neighborhoods and able
to concern themselves with local
affairs. Active citizenship cannot be
left to a few professional citizens like
Ralph Nader. The neighborhood ought
to be the training ground for larger
public participation.

- Allen Tullos, “Plans for the New
South,” Our Promised Land (1974:
II, 2-3), pp. 91-93.

who moved into the neighborhood in
June, 1975, with his wife, Connie,
and their two children: “The ethnic
mixture adds something to a neighbor¬
hood. Variety is always nice. The
racial mixture here may keep some
people from moving in, but I’m not
sure they’d be assets to the neighbor¬
hood anyway.”

Crystal Towers has never been and
shows no signs of becoming a pristine
experiment. “One misconception is
that we’re just restoring old homes,”
says Jon DeVries. “There is an image
that ‘here’s another restoration project
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NEW ORLEANS

like Old Salem.’ Our concern is not

restoration but rehabilitation of hous¬
ing regardless of when it was built in
order to have quality housing available
for people who want to live here. We
are equally concerned with the house
built in 1890 as we are with the brick

duplex built in 1950.”
What kept that egalitarian flavor in

the neighborhood was new develop¬
ment. This might be considered the
second part of the neighborhood’s
story, and it is the part that separates

hood associations in this city and
elsewhere. Other groups have put all
their energies into keeping such places
as the increasingly affluent West End
or Atlanta’s Inman Park true to one

sort of identity or another, but Crystal
Towers has tried for the broadest
possible mix of residents, from home-
owners to people needing public
housing assistance.

— Malcolm Jones, “People, Place,
Persistence, ” Good Times and Grow¬
ing Pains (1977: V, 1), pp. 66-74.

NEW ORLEANS, LA

Economic inequity is not theonly distinction between
blacks and whites in New
Orleans. We must begin to

view the descendants of freedmen as a

people who inherit not only the hor¬
rible legacy of slavery, but the strong
positive legacy of African cultural re¬
tentions, especially in music, dress, the
various racial societies, dance, cooking,
parades, funerals and the joy of some¬
thing we might call the theater of the
street. To some extent these qualities
exist in all large black communities of
the South, but they are even more so
in New Orleans. The gaity, the love of
life that whites (and many blacks) per¬
ceive on the faces of blacks here, partic¬
ularly during cultural celebrations, is
often misinterpreted as a sort of mind¬
less contentedness, as if the people had
not the sense (or cause) to be angry.
It is my feeling, however, that this

attitude toward life is a cultural

strength that makes it possible for
people to survive the hard times
despite their frustrations - though
white New Orleans, especially some of
the younger enthusiasts of black music
and culture, usually sees black culture
as devoid of political and community
consciousness in the same way their
elders thought the beatific look on the
faces of black musicians was due to
their own “tolerance,” the kindness
and indulgence of the ruling class. Cul¬
ture, music, parades, funerals — all of
it — as it operates among black people
in New Orleans never eschews political
or economic considerations, however
much these aspects may be suppressed.
On the contrary, culture can be the
very instrument that best conveys the
political and economic interests of the
people, though it has not been generally
viewed this way.

The appeal of culture is why so
many blacks remain in New Orleans,
or return, seemingly against all eco¬
nomic reason. “It’s a good town,”
many will tell you. “Can’t make no
money, but no other place like it.”
Then they will talk about the good

times: the music, red beans and rice,
the parties, gumbo and what happened
at carnival, or the mystery and intrac¬
table perversity of the place, the rains,
the family histories of entangled blood¬
lines, then the music again.

All of this means that full black

political strength in New Orleans must
begin to include people with lifestyles
and interests at odds with middle-class
America: the second-liners, the people
who walk the unemployment lines, the
people who were born in and have
never left the projects, the welfare

mothers and the welfare children, the
people who wash dishes in the famous
Quarter restaurants, the people who
live in rundown New Orleans housing
— the people to whom the vote now
means nothing. They are the cynical
ones, and for good reasons. Most of
the nonparticipants, the non-voters,
feel that politics is “white folks’
business.”

- Tom Dent, “Power to theParade, ”
Behind Closed Doors (1979: VII, 1),
pp. 64-68.

NEWS MEDIA

Back in the 1930s, outsidersbuying up newspapers were
an oddity. Col. Frank B.
Shutts, owner of the Miami

Herald, thought he made a killing
when he sold his paper for $3 million
to John S. Knight and Associates of
Akron, Ohio. But Knight turned out
to be the smarter capitalist. WisMiami
Herald, valued in excess of $75 mil¬
lion, now anchors a media empire
containing 16 newspapers (11 in the
South), plus partial ownership of
a television station in Ohio and eight
radio stations. Another Ohio investor,
James M. Cox, began expanding into
the South in the late 1930s with his
purchase of the Atlanta Journal. The
well-respected Cox acquired the nick¬
name “governor” after his term in
Ohio’s mansion, but he was not above
employing a common practice to
increase his control of an area’s
media: he bought out his competitor,
the Hearst chain’s Atlanta Georgian,
and simply shut down their presses.
Then in 1952 he bought the Atlanta
Constitution, and through the affili¬
ated Cox Broadcasting Company, now
owns an Atlanta television and AM-FM
radio combination. From its Atlanta
headquarters, the intricate Cox con¬
glomerate now controls 12 news¬
papers (10 in the South), five television
and nine radio stations, plus a sprawl¬
ing cable TV interest, a technical book
publishing company, and a movie
production outfit (makers of “Willard”
and “Walking Tall”).

The statistics for the top 10 metro¬
politan areas in the South dramatize
this pattern of concentration: in eight
of the 10 cities, a newspaper and tele¬
vision station are jointly owned; groups
control 29 of the 43 TV stations and
13 of the 18 papers in the areas; only

82 SOUTHERN EXPOSURE



NEW SOUTH POLITICS

two dailies — the St. Petersburg Times
and Houston Chronicle — have no

other newspaper or television interests,
and the Chronicle hardly qualifies as
a small outfit. It’s owned by the
Houston Endowment, described by

one investigator as a “tightly held
corporate force” with “a majority
interest in twenty-five [corporations],
including a half-dozen banks, three
hotels, several downtown office build¬
ings, real estate, and the Mayfair House
Hotel on Park Avenue, New York.”

- Bruce MacMurdo, “Who Owns
the Media, ” Focus on the Media
(1974: II, 4), pp. 51-61.

NEW SOUTH POLITICS

he New South of today, like
the original New South of
the 1880s, depends for its
growth on finance capital

and rapid commercial and industrial
expansion. During the post-Recon-
struction era, the capital influx came
from New England and the Mid-
Atlantic. Today the capital comes
from the North, the West, all parts
of the world and from the South
itself. Since the late 1960s, economists
and corporate leaders alike have
commented upon the “booster” char¬
acter of the South’s modern economy.
From 1960 to 1976, personal per
capita income increased from $1,707
to $5,198, while industrial output
of Southern factories leaped from
$25.8 billion to $54.0 billion.

Coinciding with the rapid expan¬
sion of commerce and industry in the
New South have been a process of
agrarian underdevelopment and the
proletarianization of rural blacks.
The small towns and villages of the

picturesque, rural South lose their
former share of the economic market
to the massive metropolitan powers
of Atlanta, Memphis, Birmingham,
Houston, Charlotte and New Orleans.
Rural life becomes increasingly depen¬
dent on the economic, political and
cultural initiatives of the metropolis.
Agricultural employment steadily de¬
clines, the vital class of small farm
owners erodes and black land owner¬

ship disappears.
The high rate of industrialization,

the destruction of the independent
black farming class and the under¬
developed consciousness of labor in
the South directly contributed to the
conservative character of the New
South’s black politicians. The prole¬
tarianization process has isolated black
religious and traditional community
leaders whose base was the farmer and
farmhand.

The new urban-based leaders have

largely ignored the position of a new
class of black workers in the region’s
political economy. Under this leader¬
ship, the attention the Movement
placed on the narrow political struggle
for integration and equal opportunity
obscured the more fundamental eco¬
nomic and social problems operating
in the black South until it was too
late.

Martin Luther King may have
recognized these truths as he struggled
to help the organization of black
sanitation workers in Memphis. But
even today, the black leaders of the
New South have yet to grasp the new
position of black laborers in the
region’s political economy, and they
have yet to confront the racist mech¬
anisms that thwart the development of
a new progressive base among black
and white workers in the region.
Instead, they have allied with the
employers who “provide jobs” for the
displaced agrarian population and, in
exchange for token favors, have helped
them manipulate government power —

with everything from right-to-work
laws to the regulation of branch
banking — for the capitalists’ interests.

The entrance of blacks into South¬
ern politics coincides with the expan¬
sion of state institutional forms.
Southern governments during previous
New South periods were seldom more
than petty courthouse committees of
Black Belt plantation owners and/or
the lawyers of industry.

But the New South of the ’70s
has experienced an astonishing growth
in state bureaucracies which itself
manifests key elements and con¬
tradictions within the region’s political
economy. The rapid underdevelop¬
ment of the rural South required new
state-sponsored welfare agencies. And
the rapid industrialization of the
urban centers and influx of a new

first-generation working class called
for state government intervention
similar to the New Deal programs
of the ’30s.

Even as conservative a politician as
George Wallace resorted to big govern¬

ment policies to balance the demands
of industrial developers, old-line coun¬
ty politicians and black integrationists:
the class interests of all these groups
were reconciled through an expanding
network of government services. Dur¬
ing his administration, Wallace super¬
vised the construction of 15 trade
schools, 14 junior colleges and the
largest highway expansion program in
the state’s history. The state bureauc¬
racy tripled in size under his adminis¬
tration; the proportion of Alabama
residents employed in pubhc welfare
programs, about 34 percent, reached
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the second highest in the nation.
The reformed state governments of

the New South are now dominated
by a group of white moderates who
bring new management techniques
to the massive state bureaucracies
and who project a “progressive” image
of the state’s democratic policy-making
apparatus and services to blacks and
the poor. This new breed of Southern
politicians — led by Terry Sanford
of North Carolina, Jimmy Carter of
Georgia, Dale Bumpers of Arkansas,
Edwin Edwards of Louisiana, John
West of South Carolina, William
Walker of Mississippi — has been
especially adroit at defining for the
citizenry a new rationale for state
power.

Within this context, a new genera¬
tion of opportunistic black politicians
has been elevated to powerful posi¬
tions due to their clientele relation¬

ships with the regional bourgeois
interests. The challenge of the Move¬
ment has given way to compromise.
The black middle class and segments
of the white ruling class provided
critical financial support to con¬
stitutional reformers like King, Andrew
Young and Jesse Jackson of SCLC,
James Farmer and Floyd McKissick of
CORE, and John Lewis of SNCC. But
as the political struggle gained major
successes, radicals like Malcolm X,
James Forman and others in SNCC, and
theoreticians like James Boggs pointed
the way toward social revolution — a

frightening spectre of permanent strug¬
gle and cultural transformation which
neither the black nor white estab¬
lishment could accept. The popular,
massive struggles in the streets died
down gradually as the political system
granted certain concessions — and
after many important black radicals
were imprisoned, bought out or
assassinated.

- Manning Marable, “The Post-
Movement Reaction,h Behind Closed
Doors (1979: VII, 1), pp. 60-63.

NONVIOLENCE

In the winter of 1960, the nationwas mesmerized by a group of
young black college students in
Nashville, Tennessee, who ap¬

peared at a segregated lunch counter
one Saturday afternoon and asked to
be served. All that spring, they filled
the jails and the nation with their free-
84 SOUTHERN EXPOSURE

get out.” So we finally said, “We’re
going to do it with or without you.
We’ll go down and plead our case.”

We didn’t want to pay the city any
money. Second, we figured that being
in jail would be a dramatization of
what was going on and that just in the
little time that we had been in on Sat¬

urday, the community had come forth
and put up about $50,000 worth of
bonds to get us out that Saturday
night. This was significant for Nashville.

So on Monday night we went down
and everybody pleaded not guilty.

- “The Nashville Sit-Ins, ” Stayed
On Freedom (1981: IX, 1), pp. 30-33.

NUCLEAR POWER

The 1956 Southern Gover¬nors Conference organized
the country’s first regional
nuclear promotion agency,

successively called the Southern Re¬
gional Advisory Council on Nuclear
Energy, the Southern Interstate Nu¬
clear Board and now the Southern
States Energy Board. Private industry
and the federal government responded
to the lure of financial incentives and
the muscle of Southern congressmen
by opening military-related facilities in
the region. By the middle 1950s,
Southern utilities began pooling their
resources to boost the commercial uses
of nuclear power. The nuclear equip¬
ment industry soon followed, opening

dom songs, sparking.similar actions
and demonstrations across the South.
Although an earlier sit-in had been held
in Greensboro, North Carolina, on Feb¬
ruary 1, 1960, it was the small coterie
ofNashville students who gave impetus
to the concept of nonviolent direct
action and who continued through the
next years to provide critical leadership
to SNCC, SCLC, CORE and the Move¬
ment in cities throughout the nation.

John Lewis: The Movement during
that period, in my estimation,was the
finest example, if you want to refer to
it, of Christian love. Sometimes we’d
sit for two or three hours. We’d have
out books and we’d

just sit quietly, doing
our homework. Then
someone might walk
up and hit us or spit
on us or do some¬

thing, but it was
very quiet. When I
look back on that

particular period in
Nashville, the disci¬
pline, the dedication
and the commitment
to nonviolence was

unbelievable.
Two or three times

a week we would go
and sit in. And then
one particular day —

it must have been

leap year, because I
think it was February
29, 1960, a Saturday
morning — we met
in Kelly’s Church,
and Will Campbell
came to the meeting to tell us he had
received information that the police
would have us arrested and would let
all types of violence occur. Kelly came
to the church and warned us, but we
said we had to go. We were afraid, but
we felt that we had to bear witness.

Marion Barry: This was the first time
a number of us had ever been arrested.
We had talked about going to jail and
about making sacrifices, some things
being necessary. I didn’t feel frightened.
The only thing was that we were all
packed in and we didn’t like that.

The night we got out, that Saturday
night, we had an all-night meeting with
the lawyers. We said we wanted to go
back to jail and stay in. The NAACP
lawyers said, “Don’t do that. That’s
not right. We’re going to appeal it. Just



OLD REGULAR BAPTISTS

new factories in the region to produce
the building blocks essential for
nuclear reactors — turbine generators,
pressurizers, steam generators, fabri¬
cated fuel.

With the welcome mat still out, it
was only logical that the tail end of
the nuclear fuel cycle — radioactive
waste - also made the South its home.
In 1962, the Nuclear Engineering
Company opened a commercial low-
level waste dump in Maxey Flats,
Kentucky. Mississippi, Louisiana and
Texas officials, with the Southern
Interstate Nuclear Board, encouraged
the federal government to store high-
level wastes in their states’ salt domes.
In 1970, Chem-Nuclear Systems
opened a low-level dump in Barnwell,
South Carolina. And Allied General
Nuclear Services began constructing
the world’s largest commercial fuel
reprocessing facility, also in Barnwell.

Recent revelations of leaks and

inadequate plans for long-term storage
of wastes have produced the first
cracks in the Southern tower of

power. As South Carolina governor
Richard Riley says, “All it takes to
make a pro-nuclear governor anti¬
nuclear is to propose putting a waste
dump in his backyard.” Louisiana has
banned high-level waste disposal in
the state, and North Carolina officially
told the federal government to look
elsewhere for disposal sites.

But the promise of jobs and threat
of blackouts still work on most
Southern politicians. “I have said
repeatedly that I support the use of
conventional nuclear reactors as an

important source of electrical energy,”
says Tennessee governor Lamar Alex¬
ander. “In light of our reliance on an
abundant supply of electrical energy, I
see no alternative to the use of nuclear
power production.”

— Jim Overton, “Introduction, ”
Tower ofBabel
pp. 25-26. a

1979: VII, 4),
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OIL

Although hundreds of com¬panies are involved in the
petroleum industry, only
seven companies account

for 63 percent of the total crude oil
production in the capitalist world.
Three of these seven companies are
controlled directly by the Rockefeller
family - Exxon, Mobil and Standard
Oil of California (they own more than

10 percent of the

EJgON stock in each of
these corpora¬

tions). In fact, many of the largest oil
companies are spin-offs from John D.
Rockefeller’s old Standard Oil of New
Jersey empire, which was broken up
by the Sherman Anti-trust Act, and

Rockefeller inter¬

Mobil ests still heavily
influence deci¬

sions at Atlantic-Richfield, Conti¬
nental Oil and Texaco.

With the old Rockefeller empire as a
base, the oil companies have consolida¬
ted and expanded their stranglehold

on the world’s
energy resources
during the past
60 years. The top
15 companies
now account for

approximately 84
percent of the

U.S. oil refining capacity, 72 percent
of the natural gas production and
reserve ownership, 30 percent of
domestic coal reserves, 20 percent
of coal production capacity and over
50 percent of uranium reserves.

- “Oil Tightens Its Grip, ” Our
Promised Land (1974: II, 2-3),
pp. 158-163.
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OLD REGULAR BAPTISTS

The Old Regular Baptists’ be¬lief in the great magnitude
and responsibility of being a
church member and the

importance of the individual’s decision
to receive God into his total life out¬

weighs their desire to swell the ranks
of the church. There is no pressure
from church members to stimulate
others in the community to join.
There are no revivals and no member¬

ship drives; no undue influence is
brought on family and friends. My
great grandfather, J.C. Swindall, was
moderator of the Union Association of
Southwest Virginia and East Kentucky
for 42 years, yet only three of his nine
children joined the church and they
did so only after they were married
with families of their own.

After each meeting, the closing
minister opens the church for new
members. Any person who has reached
the “age of accountability,” usually 14
or 15, may come forward and express
his or her desire to join the church.
Usually the prospective member will
relate how he or she has come to this
decision. It is obvious that the deliber¬
ation has been careful and long and, in
many cases, related to a personal
religious experience.

Any dissent from a church member
can keep the prospective member from
being received into the church. How¬
ever, the person who raised the
question must be prepared to defend
his or her reservations with church
doctrine. There is usually no question
of acceptance, and a time and place is
set for baptism.

The Old Regulars baptize by total
immersion, usually in a stream or river
near a church. One of the more inter-
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SP

esting by-products of strip mining in
Appalachia is the difficulty the church
now has in finding unpolluted streams
or rivers for their baptisms.

- Ron Short, “The Old Regular
Baptist Church, ” On Jordan’s Stormy
Banks (1976: IV, 3), pp. 60-65.

ORAL HISTORY

In his introduction to These AreOur Lives, W.T. Couch wrote,
“With all our talk about democ¬

racy, it seems not inappropriate
to let the people speak for themselves.”
Published over 30 years ago, this collec¬
tion by the Federal Writers Project
remains one of the more remarkable
accounts of the Depression and its
effects on the lives of tenants, share¬
croppers, mill workers, service workers
and relief clerks. Although the history
of that period is contained elsewhere
in numerous books, articles and

Illustration by Miles Stryker

scholarly dissertations, These Are Our
Lives and the complementary Hard
Times by Studs Terkel, published
many years later, stand out because
the history they record is recreated
through people rather than institutions
and events.

This issue of Southern Exposure is
devoted entirely to history. It is not
the kind ofhistory that is found in text
books or definitive theoretical works.
It represents a search for that part of
Southern history which is too often
ignored or distorted, the history of
people fighting for the right to lead
decent and productive lives. Many of
the articles are based on oral interviews
with people who were active partici¬
pants in the struggles they describe —

ordinary men and women who knew
intimately the hardship of race and
class oppression, and who fought hard
against it. We believe it is appropriate
that these people speak for themselves.

- “Introduction to the Issue,”No
MoreMoanin' (1973:1, 3-4), p. i.

OREGON INLET

regon Inlet is the only
sea-to-sound pass for almost
100 miles of Outer Banks,
the only break from Cape

Henry, Virginia, south to Cape Hat-
teras. Pounding surf and ripping tidal
currents make this inlet the most

dynamic on the entire East Coast. As
part of the larger migrating barrier
island system, Oregon Inlet is con¬
stantly changing, shoaling in its boat
channel as it moves southward, and
making navigation risky.

How to make Oregon Inlet safe for
travelers without hindering its essential
natural movement is the subject of
considerable debate, with the U.S.
Army Corps of Engineers and most
ocean-going commercial fishers on one
side, and geologists, marine scientists
and the U.S. Interior Department on
the other. The Corps believes a system
of mile-long jetties would stabilize the
inlet and minimize the continuous

dredging now required to keep the
channel open. The other side, pointing
to a body of knowledge about the
behavior of inlets and islands, con¬
tends the jetties would do more harm
than good, and might even increase
navigational hazards through the inlet.

- Orrin H. Pilkey, Jr., and William

J. Neal, “The Folly of Stabilizing
Oregon Inlet, ” Coastal Affair (1982:
X, 3), pp. 10-12.
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OSHA

ORGANIZED CRIME

By 1935, Tampa was a growingurban community with a pop¬
ulation of some 100,000
people. Its port was particu¬

larly active, exporting citrus and
phosphates. Tampa’s main business
was cigar-making, which produced a
net profit of $273,000 on almost
$10,000,000 in sales during 1935.
However, Tampa’s richest source of
profits may well have been gambling.
In a 1935 study of this well-organized
but illegal business, the Junior Cham¬
ber of Commerce estimated that the
numbers racket, known locally as
“bolita,” took in over $1,000,000
a month and employed approximately
1,000 people. Exposing what it
branded “Our Biggest Business,” the
Tampa Tribune reported that the
peak load on the local telephone ser¬
vice came around nine o’clock in the

evening when the players called to find
out the lucky number for the day.
Syndicates which controlled Tampa’s
gambling allegedly insured a steady
flow of illicit profits by paying local
authorities for protection. As a result,
public office could prove highly
rewarding, and Tampa politics degen¬
erated into battles to determine which
faction would win access to the graft.
Although difficult to document, this
view of Tampa was widely held.

The 1935 municipal primary re¬
vealed Tampa politics at its worst.
Since the so-called “White Municipal
Party” had long governed the city,
victory in the primary was tanta¬
mount to election. In 1935, two
political factions fought for control of
Tampa’s city government. The primary
resulted in victory for the incumbent
Robert E. Lee Chancey administra¬
tion, but at a heavy price. Two men
were shot, and over 50 people were
arrested for stuffing ballot boxes.
-Robert Ingalls, “The Murder of

Joseph Shoemaker, Mark of the Beast
(1980: VIII, 2), pp. 16-20.

ORGANIZER

Ron Chisom: We taughtbasic organizing, and we set
up meetings, but we made
sure that the officers were

involved and coordinated every detail.
We showed them how to produce a

leaflet and distribute it. We taught
them how to get reaction from the
people and feel them out. We instruct¬
ed members not to be negative about
the community because that’s your
strength. I don’t care how bad they
are, if you can’t get them out to a
meeting or whatever, it means that
you don’t have the skills, but you
shouldn’t fault the community. The
community is always smarter than
you. They know more than you,
they see more than you, and they can
hear more than you. You have a lot
to learn, you have to stick that into
your head.

We had training programs periodi¬
cally. We talked to a lot of them on
the phone long distance from New
Orleans. I had to soothe them some¬

times, the men and women. I would
have to spank them sometimes, take
a ride with them and walk with
them. After the elected officials would
leave our meetings, I would let them
know exactly what they did wrong
and right. Everybody would be cri¬
tiqued. That went on for months
and months.

Each time it happened it blew
my mind: folk who wouldn’t speak up
in the meetings were now raising their
hands so that we had to almost sit
them down. They were ready now to
go to the Parish Commission Council.
I wanted them to shake their fingers in
[Chalin] Perez’s face. I wanted them
to invite him to the meetings and
jump on him.

They did all of that and finally
planned a public demonstration, the
first protest demonstration by blacks
in the parish’s history. Think about
the first time you demonstrated. Some
of us do it all the time, so it is just
a normal thing with us. I saw 75
people who for the first time in their

were really excited. Then people
started getting off work. In a little
while there were 200 people march¬
ing around the courthouse chanting,
“We’re fired up! Ain’t gonna take it
no more!” You could see the emotions

coming out of these people. After we
had stayed the time that we had
planned, I said, “Let’s go now.” They
just looked at me and kept chanting,
“We’re fired up! Ain’t gonna take it
no more!” So I left them alone until

they could get it off their chests.
- Pat Bryant, “A Long Time

Coming,” Coastal Affair (1982: X,
3), pp. 83-89.

OSHA

Next time you open a bagof Fritos or a pack of
cigarettes, think about
Marvin Gaddy. Marvin has

worked in Olin Corporation’s Film
Division for over 20 years making
cellophane wrapping for just about
any product you can imagine. He can’t
see as well as he used to and still gets
those nightmares every once in a
while. He’s watched the lives ofmany
men change after they came off that
second floor. Some got eaten up with
tumors and cancer. For some, it got
so bad that they took their own lives.
Others were luckier and got out with
only minor nerve problems to remind
them of what it was like up there.

The second floor is in the Chemical
Building at Olin’s Film Division near
Brevard, North Carolina, on the edge
of the Pisgah National Forest. Built in
1951, the Film Division produces
viscose, which is extruded, solidified
and dried to form cellophane.
“A lot of people would leave,”

says Marvin. “The younger ones would
come in there, work a few days and
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iably get a big whiff of carbon disul¬
fide. People would act real unusual,
get headaches and think they were
getting the flu. After a few overdoses,
the nightmares would start coming on
them. We’d go in and tell the com¬

pany, ‘Dammit, you’d better do
something about this stuff.’ They’d
tell us to get the hell out — ‘We don’t
need you. If you don’t enjoy your job,
then go home.’ Course we didn’t have
a union back then. And we didn’t have
Jimmy Reese rummaging through
their trashcans and filing all those
grievances and complaints.”

James Reese is a maintenance
worker at the Olin plant and chairman
of the union safety committee for
Local 1971 of the United Paper-
workers International Union. Each
morning, James rises at 4:30 a.m. to
greet the day with an hour of playing
his organ. From then on, he’s like a
human dynamo. In the past five years,
James Reese has used the union safety
committee to help fellow workers
investigate numerous toxic substances:
asbestos, carbon disulfide, formal¬
dehyde, tetrahydrofuran, flax dust,
noise, radiation, methyl bromide.

OSHA has become more than
another law or bureaucratic agency
for them. It is a tool they can use
to take matters into their own hands,
a weapon they can hold to the com¬

pany’s head to force them to clean up
unhealthy conditions. “I can just
talk about getting an inspector in here
and the company man will about go to
shaking, trying to get things straight¬
ened out,” says Reese. “Of course,
it wasn’t always that way around
here.”

- Chip Hughes and Len Stanley,
“OSHA: Dynamite for Workers,”
Here Come A Wind (1976: IV, 1-2),
pp. 75-82.

PAN-AFRICANISM

The first wave of Pan-African¬ism is summed up in the
Pan-African conference
called by Sylvester Williams

in 1901. It was a reaction on the part
of articulate blacks of the diaspora to
the carving up and conquest of Africa
that had been unleashed by the
Belgian intrusion into the Congo and
the subsequent Berlin partition. It was
a lonely protest, almost
futile. W.E.B. DuBois
attended and was its

secretary. The time was
not propitious for an¬
other invocation of the

spirit of Pan-Africanism
until after the First
World War, the first
great cataclysm ofWest¬
ern imperialism.DuBois,
then acting upon two
decades of close obser¬

vation, thought it pos¬
sible to motivate some

tentative steps toward
African political inde¬
pendence in the con¬
text of Western statism

by influencing the treaty makers to
apply the Wilsonian principle of
self-determination to Africa, which
was of course not at all envisioned
in President Wilson’s proposals. The
effort — idealism combating realism —

was not successful. The Pan-African

Congress of 1919 was a bold and grand
gesture. The succeeding three Con¬
gresses had less and less reverberation.
It does violence to a history of

Pan-Africanism not to place Marcus
Garvey in its full framework. The
United Negro Improvement Associa¬
tion was another Pan-African venture,

one based on mass feeling rather than
on political awareness. It was another
thrust from the diaspora in an at¬
tempt, more specific and passionate
than that of DuBois, to give utterance
to black dignity despoiled first by
slavery, then by colonialism. It was
nevertheless a reactionary movement,
seeking not to change the institutions
of imperialistic capitalism, but merely
to appropriate them from white hands
to black hands. Garvey was a vision¬
ary, but never a revolutionary.

- Richard A. Long, “Pan-African¬
ism: A Re-evaluation, ”Southern Black

Utterances Today (1975: III, 1),
pp. 88-90.

PEONAGE

ver at Earle, Arkansas, in the
early ’30s, there was a plan¬
tation man that was also a

deputy sheriff and he needed
some work done on his farm, so he got
around and arrested, I believe, 11 mem¬
bers of the Southern Tenant Farmers’
Union and threw them in jail. When
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PREACHER

they had their trial, the judge turned
them over to him then to work out

their fines, and he put them out on his
plantation under guard, and had them
working out there. We found out about
it and we got some pictures by a man
crawling around through cotton rows.
We brought charges against them in
the Department of Justice.

The department sent two lawyers
down to Memphis to check. Well, old
Preacher had got scared enough that
he’d turned all these people loose.
When these department investigators
came down there, they said, “Now we
will not go into Arkansas to make any
investigation, but if you can get some
of those people and bring them here
to Memphis, we’ll question them.” So
I went to Earle and ran across one or

two of the fellows that had been en¬

slaved. They gathered up others, and
they had about seven of them around
my car, telling me about what had been
done and all that, and here came a
deputy sheriff. His name was Graham,
he rammed his car up close to mine,
jumped out, grabbed a .38 out of his
holster, slammed it down across the
door into my ribs, and said, “What the
goddamned hell are you doing over
here?” Well, I knew I had to tell him
something, so I said, “Well, I’m over
here getting the evidence that’s gonna
send you and Paul Preacher and a few
more of you to the penitentiary for
the rest ofyour lives.” I said, “The FBI
knows exactly where I am. They know
exactly when to expect me back in
Memphis, and if I’m not there, they’re
gonna find out why.” He jerked the
gun down, slammed it back in his hol¬
ster, and said, “All right.” He got back
in his car and pulled out.

Well, when that happened, all of
these fellows that had been around

talkingwith me just disappeared except
for three. We saw a car go down the
road toward Memphis that was loaded
with a half dozen men with rifles and
so on. One of these guys said, “They’re
going down to waylay us.” Then I said,
“Do you know of a way that we can

go that will take us back to highway
70?” One of them said, “Yes, I know.
We’ll have to go through one man’s
wash lot.” I had that old Hudson that
I’d bought. Well, I opened it up and
we went. We really expected that they
would try to block me at West Mem¬
phis, but they didn’t. So I got the men
over there and the Department of Jus¬

tice men asked them enough questions
to get enough for an indictment and
we got Paul Preacher indicted and con¬
victed of peonage.

- J.R. Butler interviewed by Sue
ThrasherandLeah Wise, “TheSouthern
Tenant Farmers’ Union,” No More
Moanin’(1973:1, 3-4), pp. 5-37.

POPULISM

eginning in the spring of
1976, when the nomination
of Jimmy Carter first became
a distinct possibility, and ex¬

tending through the ensuing campaign
and into the first hundred days of the
Carter presidency, a fairly uncommon
ideological question intruded into
mainstream politics: “Is he a populist?”

The question was asked with great
longing by some, with considerable
anxiety by others, but, in either case,
the possibility of presidential “popu¬
lism” acquired, for awhile, a fair^j

amount of notoriety. In fact, the in¬
quiry by all parties was misdirected
from the outset and reveals more about
the erosion of the democratic environ¬
ment in America than it does about
the maneuvering room available to a
president electedwithin the constraints
imposed by that environment.

The confirming evidence for this as¬
sessment comes not so much from
presidential actions as it does from a
clear understanding of what historical
“Populism” actually embraced and
what modern “liberalism” does not

embrace. Populism was a mass move¬
ment of some millions of people over
a score of states scattered across the
South and West. It was autonomously
based — that is to say, it was grounded
in an institution that offered specific
political goals in the name of the people
who comprised the institution.

Ideologically, Populism represented
a critical analysis of the particular struc¬
ture of finance capitalism at a time
when the captains of industry and
finance were in the process of defining
the future ground rules for social, eco¬
nomic and political conduct of twen¬
tieth-century Americans. Populists
regarded these ground rules not only
as inherently undemocratic and ex¬
ploitative, but corrosively restrictive of
popular democracy itself. However,
since they lost their struggle to place a
number of curbs on the spreading
power of the corporate state, modern
politics has necessarily operated within
the much narrower perspectives that
Populists worked to avoid.

One consequence of our constricted
modem view is that we have been
unable to understand the original
Populists. However, in terms of Jimmy
Carter, one point is clear. Though
Populists strenuously attempted to hold
their political spokesmen to the support
of the structural economic goals of
their movement, they had far too
sophisticated an understanding of
authentic democratic politics to place
their hopes for such fidelity in the
politicians themselves. “The people”
themselves, organized and politically
informed through their own actions in
their own movement, were to provide
the necessary guarantee that any politi¬
cal problem inherent in the infidelity
of candidates would take care of itself.

- Lawrence Goodwyn, “Jimmy Car¬
ter and Populism, ” Good Times and
GrowingPains (1977: V, l),pp. 45-46.

PREACHER

ne man, and a Southerner at
that, has done more than
any other single individual
or organization to recast the

image of evangelism into a form more
acceptable to modern America. Though
firmly rooted in the hell-fire and dam¬
nation school of Southern fundamen¬
talism,William Franklin (Billy) Graham,
Jr. has exchanged the shirtsleeves and
histrionics of the “Hot Gospeler” for
the tailored business suit and toned-
down eloquence of a religiousmoderate
and political conservative.

Yet Billy Graham has hardly re¬
nounced his heritage. In fact, the
organizational techniques and sophis¬
ticated public relations methods em-
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PUBLICITY

ployed by Graham and the associa¬
tion that bears his name (The Billy
Graham Evangelistic Association)
stand as proof of the huge debt which
he owes to the rich legacy of evangeli¬
cal preachers who preceded him.

Mass revivalism on a national and
international scale was a highly de¬
veloped exercise by the time Graham
had spiritually come of age. Even
before he was born, Reuben A. Torrey,
successor to noted evangelist Dwight L.
Moody, had successfully concluded a
four-year campaign which packed the
largest public facilities available in
China, Australia, India and the British
Isles, and netted 102,000 converts to
Christianity in the process.

Billy Graham’s crusades today are
masterpieces in the application of the
latest techniques in public relations
and organization. . . . His roots are in
Southern fundamentalism, but Graham
has built upon that foundation a vast
smooth-running corporation that can
adapt to the changing social and politi¬
cal climate of the American status quo.
In so doing, he has gained something
his evangelical forebears never pos¬
sessed: respectability — and a carefully
calculated business plan for his own
organization’s survival.

- Bob Arnold, “Billy Graham,
Superstar, ” On Jordan’s Stormy Banks
(1976:IV, 3), pp. 76-82.

PUBLICITY

Bernie Aronson: We used bothpublic relations and organ¬
izing, keeping both sides
strong. That was essential.

In Harlan County, the traditional
organizing work continued, keeping
the picket lines up, dealing with the

courts and the law, keeping the mine
closed, keeping spirits up, doing com¬
munity work. Then coupled with that,
we had the Duke Power rate fight
campaign. Neither substituted or
diluted from one another. The cam¬

paign outside was an extension of the
miners’ base in Harlan. It translated
their power into something that the
company could feel. It also helped to
keep morale up in Harlan at the same
time that it generated national pub¬
licity. They would come to Charlotte
and meet with people and see people
they didn’t even know saying, “We’re
with you.” They saw their press; they
got a sense of their own power, that
Duke Power couldn’t sit back, but was
vulnerable.

Darrell Deaton: I would say the
publicity played the biggest part in
winning the contract. We got so much
publicity; that kept the men kind of
interested. It built morale up, made
them want to do things they probably
wouldn’t have done. If it had been a

low key thing, with no publicity, it
would have been hard to win, I guess.
Normally, people in small towns and in
counties can’t get away with too much
like you can in
like a lot
strations
that

MtU*

these cities,
of demon-
and things
would
not be

tolerated in a place like this. But this
thing got so much publicity that it
turned the tables, you might say.
Instead of all the pressure being on us,
the company had to watch out what it
did. It was put on the defensive, and
anything it did could be blown up.
It did get hot when we picketed

at Highsplint, Eastover’s other mine
there in Harlan. We had it shut down
for awhile. That’s where the scabs
from Brookside was working. Tempers
did get pretty hot there. That’s when
Lawrence Jones got shot. One of the
bosses from Brookside who knew
Lawrence, he lived near him, he shot
him down. And he died. That brought
things to a climax. Things were build¬
ing then, and I think Arnold Miller and
Carl Horn were already meeting, but
that got them down to business. That’s
when Duke signed the contract.

Bemie Aronson: The shooting was
in a way proof that our strategy was
right. Miners have been killed in
organizing drives for 40 years in
Harlan County, but this time it was
different. Had not there been a year of
organizing, of publicity and pressure
tactics, of bringing the strike to North
and South Carolina, had not all that
happened, the death of Lawrence
Jones would have been just one more
miner killed, and nobody would have
heard of it. But Duke felt it was one
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directly. They were told by the UMW
that we would bring Lawrence Jones’s
casket to their doorstep in Charlotte.
And bring the miners with it, and hold
a national ceremony there. It would be
another escalation of pressure.

No single event turned Duke Power.
They saw constant escalation, a series of
events, from pickets to intervenors at
their rate increase requests, then inter¬
ference in their stock sales, then increas¬
ingly bad publicity and damage to their
image and demands on their time to
answer more and more of the charges,
then the pickets moving on their other
mines, then there were lawsuits threat¬
ened from stockholders. They knew
they had to step in and settle it.

- Tom Bethell and BobHall, “1974;
Contract at Brookside, ”Here Come A
Wind (1976: IV, 1-2), pp. 114-123.

PUBLISHING

riters, like hoboes, are
mavericks by and large:
a bit at odds with

society in one way or
another, unconventional in their hearts
and minds, whatever their clothes,
job, income or style of living might
suggest. Fairly early, I realized that
when you publish, you don’t just
publish the work, you publish the
writer. You don’t just go through
someone else’s orchard picking the
best specimens; you feed the tree,
you prune, you worry over the har¬
vest; and only then, when all you’ve
worked toward matures, do you get
involved in selling the fruit, persuading
other people that this writer is going
to be important to their lives.

I loved magazine publishing because
I could encourage, reinforce and get
out the word about a large number
of new writers. As I go along, though,
I find book publishing even more
rewarding. I take the most satisfaction
in finding and helping the most gifted,
keeping them flourishing and helping
to allay their cynicism, bitterness and
despair. If a book doesn’t get pub¬
lished fairly soon after it is written —

and I’m assuming it’s a good book —

something happens to the writer. He
or she can get very bitter.

— Judy Hogan, “Flying Against the
Wind,” Festival (1981: IX, 2), pp.
92-96.

QUALITY OF LIFE

Anyone who has travelledover the state highways and
county roads of the South
knows that just a few miles

beyond the city’s concrete sprawl lies
much that is beautiful and life-renewing.
A Saturday afternoon’s trip through
the middle-sized and small towns un¬

covers social opportunities and neigh¬
borly gatherings — picnics, barbecues,
parks with usable playgrounds, tree-
lined streets, gardens, musicians on
porches. These towns which seem so
out of modern fashion, slower paced,
and “unprogressive” can nevertheless
call up memories and longings which
beckon us to stop and stay.

Appealing as it seems, an escape
into the hinterland is, with few excep¬
tions, a near-sighted act of too selfish
purpose. Little comes from fleeing the
collapsing cities in order to exploit the
countryside, carrying in the migration
the misconceptions which have led us
to repeat in Atlanta, Birmingham,
Memphis and Charlotte the excesses of
cities in the Northeast and West Coast.
The best qualities of both urban and
rural life can be combined in the
South’s regions in a pattern of symbi¬
osis, beneficial to both partners, if we
are willing to struggle and persevere.

As recently as 1949, when Lewis
Mumford visited and lectured in North

Carolina, he described a state in agrarian
and industrial balance, with its popula¬
tion for the most part still rural or to
be found in cities of less than a hundred
thousand. Whether or not that balance
was to be preserved was up to the
state’s and the South’s people. The
forces of destructive urbanization were

at work — manufacturing operations
seeking cheap labor and low taxes, real

estate agents promoting inflated land
values and rents, politicians bargaining
natural resources in trade for prestige
and power. What couldn’t be sold —

natural beauty, quiet, clean air and
water — was being given away.

Mumford saw that within a genera¬
tion if the people of our region did
not control these forces, then “the
South will be wealthier in all things
that money can buy, and poorer in all
things that are beyond price and pur¬
chase: neighborly association, friendly
intercourse,home life, intimate contact
with nature, the spiritual values that
cannot be mechanized, standardized or
wholly institutionalized.” Perhaps even
Mumford has been surprised at how
fast the disintegration occurred and
how thoroughly it has soaked into
every level of life.

- Allen Tullos, “Plans For A New
South, ” Our Promised Land (1974: II,
2-3), pp. 91-93.

QUILTING

Bedcovers were the first trueart form in America. Books
corroborate this claim for
quilts, but they also tend to

dwell on patterns used in various re¬
gions instead of the particular tastes
and talents of the individual artists.
Any quilting woman knows that she
takes pride in being different from
her neighbor. In country stores where
quilts are being sold, women are often
heard to exclaim how they would have
done that Wild Goose Chase pattern,
for example, with a simpler border or
fancier stitches or less green. Neigh¬
bors may share patterns; they may
exchange scraps of materials. But each
quilt is an individual creation. Each
says something about the maker’s
life.
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A quilt is two layers of cloth filled
with cotton, polyester or wool, with
the three layers stitched in a pattern
that keeps the filling in place. In the
past, sewing the layers together
(quilting) was often a collective proc¬
ess, requiring that the participating
women be friendly, of course, and
most of all that their stitches be

consistently tight and neat.
The advent of an age of cheap

blankets and insulated houses elimi¬
nated the necessity of quilt-making
for many women. But in wooden
houses in the country, some women
still make quilts to keep their fam¬
ilies warm. But women with “tight”
houses make them, too. Maudie
Gilbert and her sisters, Mary and
Martha, live with their families up on
Sandy Ridge, near Campton, Ken¬
tucky — mountainous country with
icy winter winds. Maudie, Mary and
Martha get together sometimes to do
their quilting. Mostly they quilt on
their own, though, because Maudie
says they do so much talking when
they get together that they don’t get
much done. “You know how sisters

are when they’ve always been close.”
Maudie says she’d “rather quilt

than eat, almost. After the kids get
gone to school, I sit right down and
start to quilt, and usually it’s eleven
or twelve o’clock before I even look
up. Because, you know, I get so
interested in it, just like you really
get interested in working a puzzle
or something you love, and want to
see how it’s going to turn out; that’s
how I am about my quilting. It doesn’t
seem possible, but it’s true.”

- JenniferMiller, “Quilting Wom¬
en, ” Generations (1976: IV, 4), pp.
24-28.

RAILROAD

When the train roaredinto town we stopped
our business and took
note. This was espe¬

cially true when steam engines pulled
the cars, before they were replaced by
diesels. The first locomotives rushed
out of the fields and swamps all
glistening black and silver, clouds of
steam rising from dozens of unseen
valves,bells clanging, conductors shout¬
ing, leaving behind a thick trail of
smoke to mark their passage. People
from far away burst into town on
those trains, and rode right out again;
men sat atop tons of magnificent
machinery, controlling it with power¬
ful tugs and pushes, their massive arms
shining in sweat, shouting to each
other over the churning of the engine,
the rhythmic gasps proclaiming its
need to move on. It was mystery and
adventure and sexuality and freedom
all bolted together; it was power and
money, a ticket to pursue your fanta¬
sies: everythingyou’ve ever wanted is
out there at the end of the line, climb
aboard, climb aboard. For many towns
it was the closest thing to x-rated
movies. And at first, it didn’t even
matter that only a few could afford it.
It was there, that was enough.. . .

Southern businessmen were among
the first in the coun¬

try to recognize the
railroad’s economic

potential as a prop
for their sagging
business fortunes.
“The Best Friend of
Charleston,” the first
locomotive built in
America for regular

service, was the means by which
Charleston merchants sought to end
the decline of their port city with its
limited river access. Charleston needed

something to compete with Savannah’s
river transport system, something
which could bring merchandise to the
ocean from inland textile and lumber
mills and take supplies to the growing
towns of the Piedmont and mountains.
For lack of a river, Charleston built a
railroad.

“The Best Friend of Charleston,”
however, suffered an early demise.
From the time of its initial run on

Christmas morning in 1830, the
train operated regularly for only six
months before its fireman grew
irritated at the screechy sound pouring
from the engine’s safety valve. The
train had been stopped to allow
the passengers a chance to rest, and
the fireman wanted to relax as well.
He tied the steam valve open. The
sound ceased. The engine exploded.

But “The Best Friend” had already
proved to be a popular means of
transportation, both for passengers
and for local businesses. The train was

rebuilt, and renamed “The Phoenix.”
The railroad had served its primary
purpose by reviving Charleston busi¬
ness, and it provided excitement for
the people of the Low Country as
well. One of the passengers on the first
run of “The Best Friend” later wrote
that the train “flew on the wings
of the wind at the speed of 15 to
25 miles per hour, annihilating time
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and space and leaving all the world
behind.”

- Steve Hoffius, “Railroad Fever, ”
Good Times and Growing Pains (1977:
V, 1), pp. 4 7-58.

RAISING CANE

In south Louisiana hundreds ofsmall communities of black farm
workers are located far back in
the sugar cane fields where once

stood the slave quarters of antebellum
sugar cane plantations. With poor
housing, health problems and income
at about $5,000 per year for a family
of six, the modern plantation system
is thinly veiled behind what writer
Patsy Sims aptly described as a “cane
curtain.” When asked, “Isn’t this just
like slavery?” one plantation owner
responded, “Yes, but it works!”

The Southern Mutual Help Asso¬
ciation is a small but vigorous group
of ex-farmworkers and others working
out of Jeanerette, Louisiana. Since
SMHA was first organized in 1969,
the emphasis has been on getting
the workers involved in helping
themselves. A majority of the staff and
volunteers are those farmworkers
considered most expendable in the
sugar cane plantation system: women
workers.

Two-thirds of all sugar cane work¬
ers are women, but as mechanization
brings cutbacks in work to the cane
fields, women workers are the first
to be replaced. As one ex-farmworker
commented, “There isn’t much you
can do because even if a woman works
as hard as a man at planting and
harvesting times, the bossman is still
not likely to let the woman drive
a tractor or other machinery.”

A second reason why women
workers are more likely to become
involved in working to change the
plantation system also has to do with
the “rules” of the system. A woman
worker is never considered head of the
household. The house she lives in on

the plantation must be held by her
husband, her son or her father — even

though she works on the plantation.
Women workers, therefore, can leave
the plantation to work while still being
able to live in plantation housing;
if a man leaves to find work off of the
plantation, the family must move.
SMHA realizes this and offers several

programs designed to attract women

workers to the association and to

encourage them to move into the
world beyond the cane brakes.

A third reason was given by Sister
Ann Catherine Bizalion: “Women
seem to have the need to make changes
more often than men,” she said.
“Maybe it’s because they are closer
to the changes of the earth. Probably
it’s because they are not as close
to the bossman. They are not as
fearful of him.”

- Carolyn Fortier, “Raising Cane, ”
Working Women (1981: IX, 4),
pp. 77-83.

REDBAITING

The historic 1964 FreedomSummer brought 1,000
young people from across
the nation to Mississippi to

work in the Civil Rights Movement.
During that summer, I never set foot
in the state of Mississippi.

This was not because
I was not active
in the
Civil

Rights
Move¬
ment. I
was work¬

ing all
through the South and had
been in and out of Mississippi many
times. But I stayed away that summer
at the request of good friends in the
Student NonviolentCoordinating Com¬
mittee (SNCC), the main mover in
Mississippi. It was a friendly request:
“Help us by staying away,” they said,
and I did.

This illustrates an aspect of the
Freedom Movement of the ’50s and
’60s so far almost totally ignored by
historians: the war that was waged to
keep anyone suspected of being
“radical,” and thereby any radical
ideas, out. It was a war initiated from
the highest levels in this country, with

assistance from within the Movement
itself.

Thus there was a category of people
who lived and worked on what I call
“the fringes of the Movement,” never
quite accepted and sometimes viewed
as more dangerous than the segrega¬
tionists. In my own case, the problem
was in part my connection with the
organization I worked for, the South¬
ern Conference Educational Fund

(SCEF), a descendant of the Southern
Conference for Human Welfare

(SCHW), which had been organized in
1938 to attack economic problems in
the poverty-stricken South, and which
quickly became a civil-rights organiza¬
tion also, because it could not deal
with economic issues without con¬

fronting segregation. It was a coalition
— of church people, unionists, stu¬
dents and Communists, which in 1938
did not seem unusual. Its program
could only be described as reformist:
support for Franklin Roosevelt’s New

Deal programs, labor’s
right to organize, an
end to racial discrimi¬
nation.

Its label as a “red
menace” came from
attacks by various gov¬
ernmental investigating
committees that roamed
the land calling efforts
for social change sub¬
versive. SCHW was a

first major target of
the House Un-American
Activities Committee

(HUAC), also organized
in 1938, under Repre¬
sentative Martin Dies of
Texas.

SCHW, and later SCEF, were not
the only groups attacked this way. The
National Lawyers Guild, also dating
back to the ’30s, was another. So was
Highlander Folk School in Monteagle,
Tennessee. Probably the most high-
powered attack was aimed at Jack
O’Dell, staff member of the South¬
ern Christian Leadership Conference
(SCLC) and one of the best organizers
and fundraisers that organization had.
He had been called before HUAC in
Atlanta in 1958. It was John Kennedy
himself who took Martin Luther King,
Jr., aside during a White House confer¬
ence and told him SCLC had to get rid
of O’Dell.

Overall, these attacks did weaken
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the Movement. One notable result was
to scare away many white Southerners
who might have participated. It was
hard to convince blacks that their

striving for freedom was a subversive
plot, but many whites who could with¬
stand economic pressure and physical
danger were frightened by being called
traitors to their country.

These attacks also meant the new

Movement developed with no direct
links to its predecessor movements.
Without doubt, it was impoverished by
that fact. For example, between 1937
and 1949, the Southern Negro Youth
Congress (SNYC) had mobilized thou¬
sands of people, including workers it
helped organize into unions. But it was
a long time before anyone in SNCC
even knew that just a decade before
there had been a youth organization in
the South with virtually the same
initials as its own. Paul Robeson, spiri¬
tual leader of earlier struggles, sang
across the South for trade unions and
people’s rallies in the ’40s, but he
never sang for the new student move¬
ment: by the early ’60s he was in
exile, and even if he had not been, it
is doubtful he would have been in¬
vited. (It was only after some struggle
that SNCC decided to invite Pete
Seeger — who had been attacked by
HUAC — South to sing in the early
’60s.) Also in exile was Dr. W.E.B.
DuBois, one of the great moral giants
of all time, who just 15 years before
had inspired a SNYC conference of
1,000 people in Columbia, South

Carolina, with his “Behold the Land”
speech, urging young people to stay
in the South and transform it.

The demands of the new Freedom
Movement, although troublesome to
Southern segregationists, ultimately
could be absorbed by the society as
it was. The real danger to those in
power was the possibility that this
Movement would turn to questions
of economic justice and a new world
view and make demands that would

require basic changes in economic
and political structures.

That’s where I think we who were

under the witch-hunting attacks came
in. All of our organizations had roots
in a period when the varied issues were
seen as related. That made us poten¬
tially a threat — that, and the idea of
black-white unity for change, which
we were advocating.

- Anne Braden, “A View from
the Fringes,” Stayed on Freedom
(1981: IX, 1), pp. 68-73.

REGIONS

In his Southern Regions of theUnited States (1936), Howard
Odum was careful to say, as
we should be, that regionalism

differs from sectionalism in that
the region is developed not to be
isolated from the rest of the nation
or world but to contribute those

particular successes of its smaller

society to the universal population,
adopting in turn valuable contribu¬
tions from other regions. The South,
certainly by the time of Thomas
Jefferson, began producing many
distinctive creations which today can
be seen in musical forms, handicrafts,
agriculture, political thought, architec¬
ture, cooking, literature and much
more. Many of these developments,
most recently the Civil Rights Move¬
ment, continue to have worthwhile
influences in regions far from the
South. Even our historic mistakes
and sins offer much to learn from.

Politically the region can become
an important force for decentraliza¬
tion, claiming the power to make more
of its own decisions, yet maintaining
a constitutional framework of civil
liberties and equality of opportunity.
A strong regional life promotes vari¬
ety, the counterforce to mass machine
culture. Little theatres, traveling lec¬
tures, concerts by folk performers,
magazines, newspapers and electronic
media that don’t ooze with the fash¬
ions of New York, Washington or
Los Angeles — all are the signs of a
healthy region, one which encourages
the young to contribute their talents
and the old to join in the rituals of
renewed vitality.

- Allen Tullos, “Plans for the New
South,” Our Promised Land (1974:
II, 2-3), pp. 91-93.

RESISTERS

Jimmy J. had a good case forconscientious objector recogni¬
tion, but his draft board had
never granted such recognition

to anyone, and they weren’t about to
start doing so with him.

Jimmy asked only for the right to
serve his country in a way compatible
with his faith, which meant service
in some non-military, non-combatant
way, but such things as truth and
justice, or even legality, didn’t matter
much to the court that heard his case.

And so he went to prison for 18
months, despite the fact that his draft
board had been the first to violate
the law by denying him recognition
as a conscientious objector.

In February of 1973,1 was arrested
myself for a very different kind of
violation of the draft law. That same
week, a good friend named Chuck,



ROCKABILLY

the son of
a career ma¬

rine,was tried
and convicted

'/ of the exact
same offense for

which I was ar¬

rested. My own ar¬
rest was, in fact, connected with the
government’s burning desire to get
Chuck. In the early 1970s, he helped
to establish a small organization called
N.C. Resistance, the goals of which
were to promote both draft and war
tax resistance throughout North Caro¬
lina. By February, 1973, he had
become enough of a thorn in the
government’s side that the U.S.
attorney’s office badly wanted him
put away.

Chuck appealed his conviction, and
my case was put on hold until his was
resolved. Two months later, Jimmy J.
was released from the Petersburg
Federal Reformatory in Virginia. I
knew that, if convicted, I would be
likely to serve my time in the same
prison. I learned from a mutual friend
where Jimmy J. was living, and for
two weeks I tried calling him. Some¬
one else always answered, always took
a message, always promised to have
him call back. He never did.

Weeks went by, and then I saw
Jimmy J. I was on my way into the
little Quaker meeting that I attended
in those days when he came out the
front door.

He knew, of course, that I had been
trying to reach him, but he had been
unable to allow that. He had been
released from prison after serving
18 months of a three-year sentence.
As a condition of his parole, Jimmy J.
had to do certain things, and avoid
doing others. He had to do them for
the remaining 18 months of his
original sentence. If he violated any
of those conditions, even if he had
only one day remaining of his original
three-year sentence, he could be re¬

turned to prison to complete the full
term; in his case, another 18 months!

One of the conditions of his parole
was that he was never to have any
contact with two specific individuals —

Chuck and me.
I couldn’t believe what Jimmy J.

was telling me. I gulped, “You mean,
we were specifically mentioned, by
name?” Nodding, he replied, “By
name.” My disbelief deepened as
Jimmy J. continued his story.

Knowing how persistent I can
be, he had had a talk with his parole
officer about the problem, and had
been granted special permission to
have one conversation with me, in
person, to explain his distancing him¬
self from me. “And, Jeral, this is
that one conversation. Anything you
wanted to say to me, or ask me,
do it now.”

- Jeral Mooneyham, “A Fine Old
Tradition,” Waging Peace (1982: X,
6), pp. 52-56.

ing triplets and that sort of thing. I’ve
been saved since I was 10 years old.

The second week of the revival,
Fred Lee Sampson had somebody
build him a big plyboard cross to put
in the big tent, and he drilled all
these holes in it and screwed little
colored Christmas lights in every hole
and put up everybody’s name under
one of the holes. If you got saved
or rededicated your life, you got to
screw in your little light every time
you went to the revival after that.
Mary Lou was real religious from then
on until she went to college, especially
in the summers. Aunt Helen said Mary
Lou was making a spectacle of herself.
She used to make Mary Lou promise
not to rededicate her life any more
or she wouldn’t let her go to the
revival, but Mary Lou did it anyway.

— Lee Smith, “Paralyzed, ” Genera¬
tions: Women in the South (1977:
IV, 4), pp. 36-42.

REVIVAL ROCKABILLY

Sleepy Labeef was the tenthof 10 children and was nick¬
named at an early age, on his
first day of school, as a matter

of fact, because — here he pulls out
a frayed picture showing a six-year-old
with heavy-lidded eyes almost glued

shut. He started

listening to Groo¬
ver Boy, a disc
jockey on sta¬
tion KWK out

of Shreveport,

In spite of all Aunt Helen’sefforts, Mary Lou never dark¬
ened the church door until her

daddy died. Then she went to
the funeral, of course, which was real
simple and real short. There wasn’t
much you could read out of the Bible
that would apply to Harold Stoles.
Mary Lou took on so at the cemetery
that two men had to help get her back
in the car. Nobody else carried on like
that, of course. It was bound to be a
relief for Aunt Helen. Now she could

open the drapes and air out that room
where he’d been for so long.

Mary Lou started going to church
after that, which tickled Aunt Helen
to death until Mary Lou started
going too much, when Fred
Lee Sampson, Evangelist,
and the Singing Triplets
came to town. Fred Lee

Sampson set up a big tent
and then he set up a little
tent behind that one, but you
couldn’t go in that little tent
unless you were saved at the re¬
vival. I don’t know what all they
had in the little tent besides a plas¬
tic pool for baptizing, and Mary Lou
never would say. I wasn’t about to
find out for myself. I don’t hold
much with electric guitars and sing-



ROVING PICKET

who played a mixture of hillbilly
boogie and rhythm’n’blues and, ac¬
cording to Sleepy, developed the
Bo Diddley beat years before it
actually became popular, with his
radio theme song, “Hambone.” He
listened to Lefty Frizzell also, who
was broadcasting on KELD in nearby
El Dorado in the early ’40s (when
Lefty himself was only 13 or 14),
injecting a lot of blues into his per¬
formance.

Unlike most rockabilly singers,
Sleepy does not cite black music per se
as being the preeminent influence on
his work. He feels strongly, however,
that rock’n’roll, black and white, came
primarily from the church, and indeed
that is both where he started out

singing (United Pentecostal) and where
he lists his strongest influences: Vernie
McGee, a guitar-playing deacon, and
the Reverend E.F. Cannon, pastor of
his Norphlet Church. He also cites
Martha Carson, whose “Satisfied”
became a white gospel standard.

But above all it was Sister Rosetta

Tharpe, the great black gospel singer
(she originated “This Train,” among
other classic gospel numbers), who
he feels provided the bedrock for
rock’n’roll. Jerry Lee Lewis, he is
positive, derived his piano style from
Sister Rosetta’s blithely bluesy guitar
work. . . .

Everywhere Sleepy goes, he has
what he calls his “following.” It
changes from venue to venue, but it
takes in all ages and all walks of life,
from police officers or wealthy busi¬
ness people to college students,
truckers, Swedish rockabilly fanatics
and Navy personnel.

Sleepy is as great a performer
as I’ve ever seen, and when you see
the way that people respond to his
music, you wonder why, and if,
rockabilly ever went away. Sleepy
has a theory on that — “I didn’t ever
see it change. The people were still
digging it, and the musicians liked
it, but the big companies figured it
was a fad and they took it away from
the kids.”

- Peter Guralnick, “There’s Good
Rockin ’ Tonight, ” The Future Is Now
(1981: IX, 3), pp. 68-72.

ROVING PICKET

To facilitate the creation ofnew locals in 1931 in Harlan

County, Kentucky, W.B.
Jones developed his own

group of 12 to 16 organizers who
moved in pairs behind the scenes,

working through leaders in the various
non-union camps. “You had guys
going everywhere,” said Chester Poore.
“Finally they went down into Bell
County. We’re exactly like a damn

used to get into
anything that

opened.’’Avoiding the
harassment of com¬

pany guards was only part of the prob¬
lem. The new union had to challenge
directly the power of the coal opera¬
tors by showing potential recruits how
strong it was. To accomplish this goal,
Jones decided on the tactic of highly
visible, yet completely legal, mass
marches.

Word spread along the Clover Fork,
often through a network of relatives,
as to the time of the march. Union
members and their wives gathered in
Evarts before starting up or down the
road. Generally, the destination was a
particular coal camp where new mem¬
bers received their obligation after a
rally. At times, Harlan Town was the
target, with marchers passing through
coal camps all the way down Clover
Fork before gathering at the county
courthouse to hear speeches by Jones

RUNAWAY

The year 1946 proved to bea critical one for the grow¬
ing Stevens empire. Nathan¬
iel Stevens had run the New

England mills quite well, adding four
new mills in his 40 years of running
the company. But when he died in
1946, no single heir seemed capable
of managing the New England mills
or settling the huge tax debt on
Nat’s estate. At the same time, the
Stevenses at the New York com¬

mission house needed capital to buy
their own chain of Southern mills.
They knew the normal postwar burst
of consumer spending would mean
profits for the textile companies that
could integrate manufacturing and
merchandising operations, and thereby
respond quickly to changes in market
demands.

- Bill Bish¬

op, “1931:
The Battle ofEvarts, ”
Here Come a Wind

(1976: IV, 1-2), pp.
92-101.

and others.

Thus, the marches served as a
roving picket line that, while not
breaking the law, demonstrated
strength and built enthusiasm among
the isolated camps. “Just keep moving,
that’s the idea,” instructed Poore.
“You ain’t blocking nobody, you ain’t
interfering with a damned soul.” To
set up individual picket lines at each
mine would have been ineffective and
demoralizing. But the sight of 2,000
miners marching behind Jones and his

in an open car with
flag, brought
men into
the organi¬
zation

who,
other¬
wise

trapped
in the

loneliness
of the

company
camp,
would

never have

joined the
>el union.”
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One other factor contributed
strongly to their interest in moving
South. In 1940, the CIO singled out
M.T. Stevens & Sons as a focal point
in their drive to organize the woolen
and worsted industry. The general
shortage of workers during World War
II helped the campaign move forward
swiftly; the Stowe Mill voted in the
union in 1940. By 1945, five of the
family’s 10 New England mills were
unionized and the others seemed ready
to follow.

So in 1946, the two sides of the
Stevens family decided to reunite
and join a group of Southern mill
owners for one of the biggest textile
mergers in history. In a transaction
valued at $50 million, M.T. Stevens
& Sons, J.P. Stevens & Co., and eight
Southern textile firms (all clients of
the Stevens commission house) merged
under the name of J.P. Stevens & Co.,
Inc., with Robert Stevens as chairman
and J.P., Jr., as president.

- Jim Overton, Bob Arnold and
Bob Hall, “The Story ofJ.P. Stevens, ”
Packaging the New South (1978:
VI, 1), pp. 52-63.
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SABOTAGE

Walking the thin linebetween “sharing infor¬
mation” and “gathering
intelligence” has be¬

come a refined skill for agents of the
U.S. Justice Department’s Community
Relations Service (CRS). In cases of
marches or rallies, this often means

calling activists known to the CRS and
asking them if they are going to partic¬
ipate. The experience of receiving a
sudden phone call from an official of
some mysterious government agency
can be quite chilling — an effect which
CRS agents deny they exploit.

During the weeks preceding the
February 2, 1980, march, CRS agents
also spread divisive rumors about the
people and organizations involved in
the rally. During a four-hour interview
in Atlanta on January 8, 1980, agent
Robert Ensley’s phone rang repeatedly
with questions about what Ensley
thought was going on in Greensboro
at the time. One call in particular con¬
firmed what many people had already
suspected: Ensley was actively spread¬
ing rumors designed to chill support
for the upcoming march. The caller
was not identified, but Ensley’s part of
this phone call was recorded:

“Hello, I’m doing fine. ” He
listens intently, taking notes on
his pad, and responds, “Um
hum, um hum. ” Finally, “Well,
this is about as much as we have
heard. Exactly what the SCLC
has more or less determined is
that they would not participate.
The NAACP also. ”

While the SCLC had indeed ex¬

pressed some doubts about the march,
Photo by

they were mainly concerned about the
perceived lack of support from Greens¬
boro ministers. And at the time of the

phone call, the organization was in the
process of organizing a meeting to talk
things over with the ministers. SCLC
remained a co-sponsor of the February
2nd Mobilization and participated
fully. Moreover, contrary to the “in¬
formation” Ensley had handed out,
the Greensboro branch of the NAACP
had, in fact, endorsed the February 2
action.

This incident might conceivably
appear to have been an innocuous mis-
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take, except for one very striking set
of coincidences. On the same day that
Ensley answered this phone call, two
television stations broadcast the state¬
ment that the SCLC and the NAACP
had pulled out of the march. Steve
Leeolou — a reporter at WTVD in
Durham, North Carolina - said he
got his information from a high-level
official in Greensboro’s city hall. He
describes this official as a “good
source” who had always proven
accurate before. The station later
corrected this misinformation, but
the damage was already done. Once
again, Ensley had succeeded in plant¬
ing seeds of mistrust and division
among the various allies working
together for a meaningful response
to the menace of the Klan and the
racist right wing.

- Pat Bryant, “Justice vs. the
Movement, ”Mark of the Beast (1980:
VIII, 2), pp. 31-39.

SAVANNAH, GA
rom the first, Savannah Land¬
mark’s efforts to preserve the
character of the Victorian
District have rested on a

carefully cultivated reputation for
sound fiscal management that has
enabled it to acquire and steadily
expand private and public financial
support. Loans to purchase properties
have been extended by local banks,
especially the minority-owned Carver
State Bank, and by the National Trust

for Historic Preservation. Administra¬
tive and program development funds
have come from private grants and
federal sources as diverse as the
National Endowment for the Arts and
the Department of Housing and Urban
Development’s Innovative Projects
program. Federally supported CETA
workers, as many as possible recruited
from the Victorian District, supply
about three-quarters of the construc¬
tion force.

While Landmark’s work is indisput¬
ably exceptional, serious unanswered
questions about its methods and
future do exist. The doubts trace back
to Landmark’s origin and makeup. . . .

Problems and doubts notwithstand¬

ing, a few things about Savannah
Landmark remain clear. It unquestion¬
ably goes a long way toward providing
decent, affordable housing to low-
income persons on a nondisplacing
basis. That the $13 to $15 million
project offers them an opportunity to
inhabit historic inner-city housing at a
time when such properties are being
gobbled up by monied private interests
is an added strength. And that Land¬
mark’s energies are directed at some
level to “transforming from do-gooder
to community-based organization,” as
Loy Veal insists, indicates further
room for growth.

- Barry Jacobs, “Savannah Land¬
mark,” Building South (1980: VIII,
1), pp. 48-54.

SHAPE-NOTE SINGING

It was here on the New Englandfrontier, outside the cities where
music was controlled by the
wealthy, the educated and the

church, that folk music took its first
root in America. Singing schools,
conducted by itinerant masters and
held in taverns, quickly grew up to
satisfy people’s desire to learn reli¬
gious music. They taught the notes of
the scale by an Elizabethan system
of “solmization” in which the seven-

note scale is rendered FA-SOL-LA-
SOL-LA-MI. Singers could learn tunes
by these syllables before singing the
words.

Then around 1798, two innovators
named Little and Smith found a new

way of putting music on paper. They
took the four syllables FA-SOL-LA-
MI and gave each a separate shape on
the musical clef:

Little & Smith’s Shape Notes

fa sol la fa sol la mi
As Used in the Sacred Harp

fa sol la me fa sol la

Shape-note singing will no doubt rank
as America’s great contribution to the
teaching of music. It simplified the
notes and their relationship to each
other, allowing the old singing mas¬
ters to teach music to people whom
the city-bred musicians considered
hopeless. The system quickly won
acceptance and its influence continues
to the present day, especially in the
South.

The music centers in the East were
less friendly. They disdained the new
works of the self-educated, shape-note
song writers, forcing them to develop
their own publishing institutions. The
new music drew heavily on folk tunes
and the democratic spirit of post-
Revolution America; the tunes were
lively, strong and popular. Harmony
was introduced, making the music all
the more unconventional to the
Puritan critics.

- Rich Kirby, “And We’llAll Sing
Together, ” On Jordan’s Stormy Banks
(1976:IV, 3), pp. 4-9.
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SHARECROPPER

Three types of farming ar¬rangements prevailed in the
early 1900s, all carried over
from older arrangements

that existed in antebellum years.
Tenant farming involved a man who
would supply his own machinery,
seed and general equipment and would
rent a parcel of another man’s land for
either cash or share rent. Under a

second type, sharecropping, the indi¬
vidual would supply only his labor and
would receive a smaller portion of the
harvest. Sharecropping appeared more
commonly in the black plantation
areas to the east and southeast than
in predominantly white Independence
County, Arkansas.

The third form was individual
family farming; a man owned his own

property and supplied his own labor
and materials. For small farmers who
lacked the capital to invest in more
advanced farm implements, cotton
farming remained labor intensive, with
a strong reliance on the extended
family and local labor during planting
and harvesting seasons.

“No matter how poor yer was,”
John Ellis said, “they was always
people that was poorer.”

He recalls that often a sharecropper
might be kinfolk, perhaps a son just
starting off on his own. Sometimes
these small farms resembled communal

farms, with several families of kinfolk
working one farm and living in sepa¬
rate dwellings. Rural communities
actually grew in this manner, and,
at the same time, widened the boun¬
daries of the local economy.

Personal ties expanded and en¬
couraged farmers to engage in services
outside the subsistence farm. The cash

crop, cotton, was important in that it
circulated cash within the local econ¬

omy, alongside traded items. It also
served to add new commodities to

the countryside experience. But at this
time, cash was scarce, and a farmer
could not depend on it for what he
needed; other forms of value exchange
developed. For example, sharecrop¬
ping or paying rent and debts with
a share of one’s crop rather than cash,
accounted for over a thousand farm

operations in the county in 1910.
Compared to his neighbors, Hugh

Moore’s father was quite successful:

He usually would have someone
working with him or for him
[a sharecropper]. He spent most
of his time — except when har¬
vesting the crops - buying cattle,
horses, or trading, and he would
have someone hired or in the
hills. We had a man live who
made what we call a sharecrop
with us. And we would furnish
the seed and fertilizer and the
team and the machinery and
everything else, and had a man
who was an old bachelor and

four sisters, and they would
work the crop, and we’d split
the proceeds. Pop would get
up at four o ’clock in the morn¬
ing, and he’d get in usually in
the summertime after dark.

By having a sharecrop tenant
“working for or with him,” Hugh
Moore’s father freed himself to expand
into cattle and stallion breeding and
trading with his neighbors, without
sacrificing the cash income gained
from a cotton crop. This local enter¬
prise is very important in that it served
to perpetuate a partially insulated
economy, one not dependent on
services or commodities produced
outside the area of comfortable
movement. Of all that the Moore farm

produced — cotton, corn, wheat,
cattle, horses, mules and hogs — only
the cotton was destined for markets
outside the rural countryside.

- William Spier, “We Was All Poor
Then,” Our Promised Land (1974:
II, 2-3), pp. 80-90.

SHELL HOUSING

imWalter was 23, newly married
and a Navy veteran earning $50
a week hauling fruit from
Florida to New York when he

spotted an ad in the Sunday Tampa
Tribune one morning in 1946. “NICE
little unfinished houses to be moved.
$895. 9410 11th St. SS.” To Walter,
who was living in a $50-a-month
apartment and looking for his own
home, the ad was appealing. After
looking the house over, he borrowed
$400 from his father and bought it.
But instead of finishing the house, he
sold it three days later for $300
profit and decided this was a more
interesting and lucrative way to make
a living than hauling oranges and
grapefruits.

The builder of the original frame
house was O.L. Davenport, also in
his twenties, and Walter talked him
into a partnership. Each put up $800
in capital and then they built two shell
houses as samples and opened up for
business. “I’ll never forget that Sunday
if I live to be a million,” Walter says.
He and Davenport stood in the door¬
ways of their shell models and looked
at the cars lined up the block, and
inside they sat on nail kegs and talked
things over with customers. By night-
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fall they had sold 27 houses for $1,000
cash each. Thus was born the shell
house industry.

Walter and Davenport started at the
right time, in the post-war housing
boom of the late ’40s. Though VA and
FHA financing was unavailable for
unfinished houses, the government’s
post-war promotion of private home

ownership through the Housing Act of
1949 and other measures helped create
a homebuying climate in which
Walter thrived. Walter reasoned cor¬

rectly that thousands of young vet¬
erans like himself were eager to buy
their own homes and were willing to
invest sweat to replace the money they
didn’t have. His houses also had
intrinsic appeal to the working poor,
people who were comfortable with
tools and used to hard labor; they
could use their lots for security and
get four-year mortgages with no down
payments for as little as $2,000.

- Randall Williams, “Billion Dollar
Shell Game,” Building South (1980:
VIII, 1), pp. 86-91.

SIT-DOWN STRIKE

The drive to organize theemployees of the mighty
General Motors Corporation
culminated in the historic

Flint sit-down of early 1937, but it
began in a small branch assembly plant
on the outskirts of Atlanta on Novem-

I said “To hell with it.” I pushed the
button, and that stopped the line, the
first line that was stopped, General
Motors Strike, 1936-37.

That was in the cushion depart¬
ment. I was steward in the cushion

department. The issue was over the
union button. My foreman told two
of the boys that was wearing buttons
that if they didn’t pull the buttons off
they would have to go to the office
and be fired. They came to me and
asked me what to do about it.

We stayed in the plant that night,
all night, and we left the next morning
about 9 or 10 o’clock. Our wives had
formed an auxiliary and brought
breakfast to us. We formed two lines
for their protection — they was going
to keep them out — so we just went
down and made a walkway for them.

Tom Starling: We had some dissi¬
dents outside that tried to get peti¬
tions signed; they would go around
and try to get employees to sign
petitions to go back to work. The
company was able to get some people
to do that. But we kept pretty close
check on them and the company
didn’t get those petitions, we got
them. We would catch them out with
a petition and we would take the
petition away from them, and tell
them they better not show up around
here any more, and they wouldn’t,
they wouldn’t come back.

Harvey Pike: Then we would go
have a talk with those people whose

in the Lakewood plant in 1933 in the
form of an AFL “federal” local,
but in common with so many of those
hybrid unions which accompanied the
National Recovery Act, the organiza¬
tion seemed doomed to impotence by
its fatal insistence on craft division.

The need for organization remained
and the form presented itself in the
creation of the CIO by dissident AFL
unions in 1935. Centered around John
L. Lewis’s United Mine Workers, a

variety of fledgling unions quickly
spread tender organizational roots
throughout the country, and Atlanta’s
Lakewood plant joined the United
Automobile Workers (UAW) as Local
34. In truth, only a handful of union
faithfuls had joined the local before
November, 1936; but the participation
of the entire work force in the strike
showed that hearts, if not wallets,
were in the right place.

Charlie Gillman: The strike lasted
about three or four months. The thing
about it is, with the conditions we
had, if we didn’t accomplish anything
else, we established bargaining rights
with the company. The first little
contract we had just says that they
will bargain for the members alone.
And, of course, that didn’t work very
well. As we organized over in the other
plant, why of course we changed the
contract.

The union tended to bring the
people together and give them a little
pride. You know, so many people
were just barely exist¬
ing and not making
enough even to eat on.
They were losing some
of their pride — the
pride that people usu¬
ally have to do better
for their family, to have
security, and to know
that they will come in
the next morning and
go to work. That alone
was worth the strike, if
nothing else has been
accomplished.

Claude Smith: I’m
the guy that went and
got permission to close
the line down. The
foreman, he walked up
to the line and said,
“Smith, if you push
that button you’re gon¬
na lose your seniority.”

Photo by Charlie Gillman
100 SOUTHERN EXPOSURE



SOCIALIST COMMUNITY

name was on that petition, we’d
explain to them that that was totally
ineffective.

Charlie Gillman: There’s one thing
that’s different today among people,
than it was then. Back in those days
after we formed the union, anything
that happened in the plant that was
an infringement on the rights of any
worker, we represented them, al¬
though some of them did not belong.
If it affected one person then it was a
problem for everybody in that plant.
Whereas today, practically anybody
that works for a living, even members
of the union, don’t want anyone to
bother them. If something is done that
affects Joe over here, so long as it
doesn’t affect Jim here, well, that is
all right. That feeling has gone through
the whole community, not just the
labor unions.

— Neill Herring and Sue Thrasher,
“UAW Sit-down Strike: Atlanta,
1936,” No More Moanin’ (1973:
I, 3-4), pp. 63-83.

SNOWBALL’S CHANCE IN HELL

or the hopeful and naive
soldiers who promised their
families a speedy victory and
a hasty return home, the

Civil War proved a sobering nightmare.
The bloodshed, on a scale previously
unknown to Americans, was terrifying
and constant. Only win¬
ter camp allowed the
armies of the North and
the South a desperately
needed retreat from the

carnage, a chance to
rest and reorganize. But
each year, commanding
officers faced the diffi¬
cult task of maintaining
morale, asserting dis¬
cipline and promoting
physical fitness among
their exhausted and
homesick men. As a

result, “sport of all
kinds became the order
of the day” during
winter camps.

Predictably, spec¬
tator sports like horse
racing and cockfighting
had broad appeal. But
nothing suited the needs

of winter soldiers better than spon¬
taneous mass activities which could be
regularized as interest spread. Rabbit
chases, for example, became extremely
popular and were eventually con¬
ducted under established rules. By far
the most novel and remarkable winter
camp activity, especially for soldiers
from the deep South, were huge
snowball fights. Snow added to
the discomforts of winter, but when¬
ever the snow was right for packing,
a battle was inevitable. Contests began
spontaneously. A New York soldier
recorded such an instance. A group of
soldiers “who were the most belli¬
gerent” piled out of their tents one

morning and for no apparent reason
started to shell the company street
next to them. Other soldiers retali¬
ated and soon the whole camp was in
an uproar.

The massive snowball battles of
1862-63 created problems for the
Confederate high command. Not only
did the battles obliterate military
discipline, but soldiers frequently got
hurt. After one particularly disruptive
battle in early January, 1863, General
Longstreet decided that snowball
battles would have to stop. General
Lee issued a similar order a month
later.

Perhaps the largest single snow¬
ball fight in the entire war, if not in all
history, occurred less than a month
after Lee’s order. It began in Stonewall
Jackson’s corps, spread quickly into

Longstreet’s camp, and before it
ended most of the soldiers in the
Army of Northern Virginia had par¬
ticipated. The fray started casually
enough in the morning, with only a
few soldiers involved. But by noon
four brigades were at each other’s
throats. In the afternoon the cavalry
got into the act, and finally a fifth
brigade entered the fight. As one
observer noted, “Never did any
cause inspire its champions with
more excitement, zeal, exertion and
courage.”

Finally, just as the sun was setting,
the valiant Stonewall Brigade, which
had been instrumental in starting all
the trouble, succeeded in driving the
enemy into their tents. It was esti¬
mated that the battle had involved
over 24,000 soldiers, spread across
an area of 10 square miles. While the
scale of this contest appears unprece¬
dented, skirmishes which engaged
6,000 to 10,000 men became almost
commonplace.

- Lawrence W. Fielding, “A
Snowball’s Chance,” Through the
Hoop (1979: VII, 2), pp. 11-13.

SOCIALIST COMMUNITY

lano began as a concrete
experiment in the use of
socialist principles in form¬
ing a society at a time when

there was not yet one socialist coun¬
try. It was still three and one-half
years before the Russian October
Revolution, an experiment which
colonists felt was the dawn of a new

day. Slogans and phrases used by the
colony in advertising itself to workers
and socialists of the time describe their
intent. “Production for use instead of

profit” was most popular. Others
were: “Things socially used and social¬
ly needed must be socially owned.”
“All men are brothers regardless of
race, creed or color.” “Interdepen¬
dence instead of independence.”

In October, 1917, the 200 most
dedicated colonists moved to the old
lumber town of Stables, Louisiana,
two miles south of Leesville in Vernon
Parish, and renamed the town “New-
llano.” The 20,000 acres of land there
had been cut-over by the Gulf Lumber
Company before being sold to the
colony for $125,000. The community
grew steadily and in January, 1918,
there were 300 colonists, including a
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group of 25 socialist families from
Texas. But hard times soon came, the
Texas families went back to Texas
taking a share of the property includ¬
ing most of the farm implements, and
the colony was left with only the most
dedicated 15 families by the fall of
1918.

During the period from 1918 to
1924, a time of hardship followed by
gradual growth, there were constant
efforts to develop a method for direct¬
ing the workings of the colony. At the
same time there were struggles be¬
tween individuals for leadership. The
outcome of these struggles, which
established one strong figure as the
director and decision-maker of the
colony, has been interpreted both as
the reason for the success of the col¬
ony and as the cause of its eventual
failure.

Even though the colony began to
dilute its socialist orientation, there
was a Workers’ Study Club organized
as late as 1933 to discuss Marxism and
Soviet socialism. In addition, a consci¬
entious objectors’ union, with 115
members, organized at the colony in
1928, and the Llano press was a
center for publication of pacifist
literature.

- BillMurrah, “Llano Cooperative
Colony,” No More Moanin' (1974:
1:3-4), pp. 87-104.

SOYBEANS

he soybean is the preeminent
achievement of twentieth-

century agriculture, a raw
material with synthetic po¬

tentials far surpassing those of timber,
cotton or peanuts — potentials sur¬
passed only by petroleum. The waxy
beans are crushed and dissolved in

hexane, a petroleum-based solvent, to
yield up two magically useful basic
products: soy oil and soy meal.

Soy oil makes up three-fourths of
all American salad and cooking oils,
and similar proportions of our mar¬
garine, mayonnaise and shortening.
Soy oil has helped create the post¬
war explosion of franchised quick
service restaurants through its use as a
cooking oil for frozen French fried
potatos, potato chips, pizzas, donuts,
fried chicken and other “convenience”
foods. The chemical industry uses soy
oils in soaps, detergents, drying agents,
paints and printing inks. And soy
substitutes are becoming increasingly
competitive for the
production of such
petroleum-based
products as explo¬
sives, drugs and
toilet goods.

The explosion
in uses for soy oil
has, of necessity,
created an explo¬
sion in the quantities of soy meal left
squeezed behind it. Soy meal makes an
excellent animal feed, and, in fact,
soybeans turned up in two-thirds of all
high protein feeds in 1970, including
91 percent of all hog feeds and 92 per¬
cent of all poultry feeds. Soy meal has
also been found to make a chemically
well-disguisable people feed, and there¬
in lies the source of the soybean’s
growing socio-political threat, a threat
integral to its South coast context.

Soybeans can control both the
source of supply of meat, milk,
poultry and eggs through feedstocks
and competitive imitations of those
products or “analogs” made directly
from the meal without any animal aid.
Soy concentrates are used in baby
foods; health foods; processed meats,
meat loaf and frankfurters; imitation
bacon strips and bits; pork, beef and
chicken-flavored chunks; and imitation
mushrooms, bell pepper bits and other

items. These materials, heavily doc¬
tored with color and flavor chemical
additives, are found in a growing
variety of frozen pot pies and TV
dinners, hamburger extender products,
whipped dessert toppings, coffee whit-
eners, and cheese and milk products.

Ninety percent of the 1972 soy¬
bean crop came from 18 Mississippi
River Valley states. (The South
Atlantic coastal plains of Virginia,
Georgia, North and South Carolina
produced the bulk of the remainder.)
Some four out of every 11 bushels of
beans produced in this country are
exported, and the Mississippi River
Valley’s water transportation infra¬
structure has made the port of New
Orleans into the world’s largest soy¬
bean collection and export terminal.
Soybean sales are the number one
source of foreign exchange in this
country’s international trade, and the
Mississippi Valley corporations cashing
in on this phenomenon have moved
dangerously close to vertical integra¬
tion of our food supply in much the
same way that the oil companies have
vertically integrated our energy supply.

- BillRushton, “South Coast Con¬
spiracy,” Our Promised Land (1974:
II, 2-3), pp. 4-21.

SPIES

The Mississippi State Sover¬eignty Commission never
claimed to be impartial. Not
only did it never investigate

the ultra-right, it actually contributed
large sums of money — $193,500 over
a four-year period — to the White
Citizens’ Councils. Over the years a
number of Citizens’ Council members
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served on the Sovereignty Commission,
and one legislator who served on the
Commission, Tommy A. Horne of
Meridian, had been arrested in the ’60s
in connection with the 1964 Ku Klux
Klan murders of three civil-rights
workers in Neshoba County — Chaney,
Goodman and Schwerner.

At its height the Sovereignty
Commission claimed it had files on

250 organizations and 10,000 indi¬
viduals. During the summer of 1964,
the Sovereignty Commission was try¬
ing to counterattack the Freedom
Summer civil-rights workers. As usual,
red-baiting was considered the most
effective approach. Newspaper stories
inspired by the commission appeared
in the Jackson Clarion-Ledger, includ¬
ing a pair of stories late that summer,
headed “Freedom Group Linked to
Communist Fronts.” Their appearance
coincided with the Freedom Demo¬
cratic Party challenge to the state’s
regular delegation to the Democratic
national convention in Atlantic City.

The Sovereignty Commission also
claims credit for getting the presidents
of two private black colleges fired.
They intervened in the election for
the editor of the Ole Miss student

paper and smeared one of the candi¬
dates, Billy Barton, as a “liberal” -
a false charge as it turned out. They
tried to prevent the federal govern¬
ment from giving money to programs
where Movement militants held influ¬
ence. They worked with officials at
the University of Southern Mississippi
to prevent the ACLU from establish¬
ing a chapter there.

But exploiting internal differences
was the main approach, just as it was
for the FBI. A couple of years ago, I
taped an interview with Erie Johnston,
who is now in retirement, about his
years with the Sovereignty Commis¬
sion. He bragged to me that civil-rights
groups often fought each other, and
that sometimes one would involve
itself with the Sovereignty Commis¬
sion in the course of its factional
maneuvering — “very under the table,”
he said.

— Ken Lawrence with Ashaki Binta,
“Mississippi Spies,” The Future IsNow
(1981: IX, 3), pp. 82-86.

SPIRIT
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f it is not of the spirit, it is
not Indian. ” The grandfathers
have said so. “Speak of the
spirit in symbols or in silence.

Only listening ears will hear. ” The
grandmothers have said so. I ask
you to remember.

I have listened to my blood, to my
mother and her father, who are of
Cherokee descent, and to the silent
voice of the mountains. This is what
they taught me:

All are related in spirit; each has
a part in the whole - be reverent.
Keep your body, mind and soul as
one. Understand nature and live in

harmony with it. Remember that life
moves in a circle: past, present and
future are one; death is part of life; the
spirit never dies. God is a spirit.

This way of thought is my still-center,
my inner force. It shapes my life and
work. In 1945, my family moved from
Knoxville to Oak

age to absorb the
rhythms of the atomic frontier. Life in
Oak Ridge revolved around an invisible
power — the atom. My friends and I
accepted it as a matter of course. My
cousin, who was visiting from West
Virginia, could not. (Her father was in
the coal business.)

“What does your daddy do?” she
asked me.

“Something with the atom. He’s
not allowed to talk about it.”

“Have you ever seen an atom?”
“No.”
“Have you ever touched one?”
“No.”
“Then you can’t be sure it’s real.”
“That’s crazy. Atoms are every¬

where, in everything.”
“I don’t believe in atoms,” she said.
But the atom is real. The spirit is

real. They are intangible, unifying
forces. I knew it in my childhood,
roaming the woods around the house.
And I know it now as I try to form my
life and work into a harmonic balance.

Every day I am reminded that this
wholistic approach is not the Amer¬
ican way, which is in the Western
tradition based on the ancient Greek

dichotomy of body and soul. That
dichotomy is now subdivided into so
many categories, specialties and labels
that life sometimes seems insupport¬
able. American culture is a tapestry
cut into fragments. Some writers
describe the fragments. Others, like
myself, try to find a way of weaving
them together again.

My way is through the Cherokee
connection, which is fused with ele¬
ments of Appalachia and the atom. It
is a spiritual connection. In the South
there is the tradition of concern with
the spirit: among both blacks and
whites it rests solidly in orthodox
religion; among some blacks it is more
wholistic, reaching back to African
roots. Nevertheless, it is wiser in the
South, as elsewhere, to speak of the
spirit as the grandmothers advised, in
symbols and in silence.

- Marilou Bonham-Thompson, “The
Cherokee Connection, ”Festival (1981:
IX, 2), pp. 46-48.

STOCK CARS

As far as Raymond Williamswas concerned, racing a
NASCAR Grand National
stock car was a magnifi¬

cent and beautiful idea, and a fast way
to get rich. Rushing down concrete-
walled straightaways bordered by the
blur of cheering thou¬
sands, taking off
through the steep-
banked black as¬

phalt turns, ris¬
ing quickly as
if to meet the
sun’s glare half¬
way. Always
turning left,
left, on oval
tracks from
Daytona
Beach,
Florida,
to Ontar¬

io, Cali¬
fornia. ip

Sr*
Qualify ^Z c,lry,n9AII0, ^



STORIES

Boring holes through the air with
a 4,000-pound thunder machine.
Williams lived for those injections of
life at 200 miles per hour. Beeee-
oooowwwwww!

Williams does his racing now from
memory. It’s not that he smashed
through a guard rail on one of the
Grand National tracks. Instead, his
“mistake” was attempting to organize
“The Independent 250 Stock Car
Race.” It was the first, last and only
outlaw stock car race involving estab¬
lished Grand National independent
drivers.

The true drama of the “Indepen¬
dent 250” was not in the contest of
men and their machines. The real

challenge was in stepping out from
under the sanction of NASCAR and
its all-powerful founder and head,
Bill France. “People thought the
drivers would be afraid to run because
of reprisals from NASCAR,” recalls
Williams. In light of NASCAR’s his¬
tory, the “Independent 250” seemed
an outrageous folly.

- Jonathan Ingram, “The Battle
of the Independents, ” Through the
Hoop (1979: VII, 3), pp. 92-99.

STORIES

n the back room that Gran’paw
Charlie built on when he and
Mammy moved in, in Luke’s
bed, Bucky, sticking his feet

straight up under the sheet, asked,
“Tell me a story, Lucius?”

The room’s only window was
open, the honeysuckle-laden air came
through the latched screen door.

“Once upon a time . . . there was a
mouse! And his name — was — Mighty
Mouse!” Lucius announced dramati¬
cally, and paused, as Bucky, thrilled,
kicked his feet rapidly, his body
shuddering with delight. “The end.”

Bucky whined. “Telllll it, Lucius.”
“One morning Laurel and Hardy

woke up. .. . The end.”
Bucky whimpered. “Looooo-shus!”
Somebody in Mammy’s room

pounded on the wall. “Lucius, you all
shut up in yonder!”

“Mammy, make Lucius tell me a
story!”

“You all pipe down now, or I’ll
come in there with Gran’paw Charlie’s
belt.”

“Momma!” yelled Bucky. “What’s

you and Daddy whispering about?”
“We’ll put it in a milk bottle and

give it to you in the morning.”
“In the old days of the West,”

whispered Lucius, “lived a Mexican
prince, and when it got dark, he
turned into . . . Zor-ro! . . . The end.”

Bucky growled and kicked.
“Okay, Bucky, I’m going to tell this

one. The moon was shining bright on
the prairie and coyotes were howling
on one of the buttes above Tombstone,
when a lone rider appeared on top of
another butte, like a shadow, against
the big, big moon. And reckon who it
was?”

“Zorro?”
“No.”
“The Durango Kid?”
“No. It was - Buck Jones!”
“Oh, boy!”
Anticipating Bucky’s reaction made

Lucius giggle. “The end.”
Bucky let out a loud, body-wracking,

throbbing cry-whine.
“I said, You’uns hersh!” yelled

Mammy. “I got your momma squab¬
bling with Fred in the living room and
you all raising a ruckus in yonder.”

“Get under the sheet,” Bucky
whispered in Lucius’ ear, his breath
smelling of stale blow gum.

Lucius pulled the sheet over their
heads.

“‘While the Sea Remains,’” Lucius
announced, and whispered some back¬
ground music. “The Adventures of

Sam Gulliver.”
“Oh, boy, you gonna tell the rest

of it?”
“Remember somebody shot him in

the belly.”
“And he woke up in a dungeon on

this ship.”
“Yeah, and for weeks the only

person he sees is this doctor. Well,
the doctor wouldn’t answer any of his
questions about Jonathan Crockett or
the little man or the Indian in the
cave, and he got so he was madder’n
hell, so when his belly got healed, he
got hungry for the smell of the ocean,
being a sailor, so he called in one of
the guards that stood outside his door.
And all of a sudden the door jars
open and this great big monster steps
in, his eyes bloodshot with hate, a
dagger in his hand ready to make
sliced baloney out of Sam’s neck. Sam
sees a chain and grabs it and slams it
into the big guy’s chest and a swift
kick in the jaw finished it.”

“Then what did the other guy do?”
“He come charging in wearing these

brass knucks, and Sam threw him over
his shoulder. He locked the door, then
strolled down the deck just like he was
one of the crew.”

“And then he dived off and swum

back home.”
“No, too far out, so he decided to

take his chances when they docked, if
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he lived till then. So he goes into the
mess hall and starts talking to this
little French cook. ‘Say, where we
bound?’ ‘Africa.’ Then the cook turns

around and his mouth falls open.
‘You a sailor on board, ain’t cha?’
‘Yeah, why?’ ‘What cha got that
bandage on for? You’re Wyatt Thorp.
Get the hell out of here, you son of
a bitch, or I keel you!’”

“Shhhh,” said Bucky.
Lucius listened with Bucky under

the sheet, then peeled it down to hear
more clearly the yelling in the kitchen
Something crashed against the wall.

“Irene, that better not be one of
my dishes!” yelled Mammy, from the
bedroom.
“I have dishes too, Mother! Some

things in this house are mine, you
know.”

“Too many things! I wish you’d
take what’s yours and move it out of
my sight!”

“Don’t worry. I’d do it
tonight if I had even a card¬
board box to move into.”
“Till then, you’uns hush

that racket. I got to open that
cafe at the crack of dawn.
Thanks to Fred and poor
little Luke,” she began to cry,
“they’s peace in all Europe
and Asia, too, but not two
minutes a whirl at 702
Holston Street.”

Bucky started whining. An
ache in his throat, Lucius
said, “Stop that bellering, and
listen,” and pulled the sheet
over their heads and patted
Bucky’s shoulder.

“So, Sam just stood there, won¬
dering who the hell Wyatt Thorp was,
and why the cook called him that.
The little French cook must have
thought he was dangerous because he
came at him with a butcher knife.
But ol’ Sam grabbed his wrist and slid
his arm around his neck and twisted
his arm behind his back. ‘Say, what
gives, Buster?’ Sam asks.
“It seems like every time he asks a

question, he gets clipped from behind.
Which is what happened, and when he
opened his eyes, it was a filthy sight.
He was in the ship’s dungeon again....
Tune in tomorrow night for the next
episode of the thrilling adventures of
Sam Gulliver in ‘While the Sea Re¬
mains.’ This is WXOL signing off. ‘Oh,

up in bed and saluted, and Bucky
smothered his giggles with a pillow
over his face.

- David Madden, “Under the
Pleasure Dome,” Festival (1981: IX,
2), pp. 36-39.

STRIPMINING

It’s not possible to talk aboutstrip mining in eastern Kentucky
without considering the impact
which Tennessee Valley Author¬

ity policies have had upon the entire
coal market. By the middle 1950s,
most of the available dam sites for
hydroelectric power in the Tennessee
Valley were utilized, but even these
vast projects were unable to meet the
growing demand for low-cost electric
power in the area. In fact, there was a
cycle at work: TVA’s cheap power

mine operators in eastern Kentucky,
began to experiment with large-scale
surface-mining equipment for the first
time in mountainous terrain — with
the close, active cooperation and sup¬
port of TVA engineers.

The largest coal auger ever built,
with a seven-foot diameter, went into
operation on Kentucky Oak’s mines,
and in 1961 TVA signed a contract
with Kelly and Sturgill for 2.5 million
tons of coal a year — 50,000 tons a
week. It was a big order. Not even the
largest of U.S. Steel’s captive under¬
ground mines in eastern Kentucky
could turn out that much. The con¬

tract with Kelly and Sturgill made
large-scale strip mining economically
feasible in eastern Kentucky because
it provided a stable economic base -
a guaranteed market - for the five-
year life of the TVA contract. Using
the contract as collateral with banks
and equipment-leasing firms, Kelly and

Sturgill rapidly expanded.
What coal they couldn’t
mine themselves, they sub¬
contracted to small out¬

fits.
The rest is history —

and that history is the
story of the destruction of
the region on a massive
scale.

- James Branscome,
“Paradise Lost, ” Land and
Energy (1973: I, 2), pp.
29-41.

say can you see. Lucius stood

kept attracting industries to the area —

especiallymetallurgical industries which
use enormous quantities of electric
power in their smelting processes —
and the growing drain on TVA’s
sources of cheap power forced it to
seek more of them. Accordingly, TVA
began in the late 1950s and early 1960s
to build coal-fed electric power plants.

Around 1960 a highly skilled engi¬
neer from the Coal Procurement
Division of TVA opened negotiations
with eastern Kentucky strip miners to
see if they might be able to meet
TVA’s requirements for a reliable
supply of cheap coal in large quanti¬
ties. TVA picked Richard Kelly and
Bill Sturgill, owners of Kentucky Oak
Mining Company, as its supplier. Kelly
and Sturgill, already the largest strip-

SUFFRAGBT

Birmingham at the turnof the century, dubbed
the “Pittsburgh of
the South” due

to the booming iron and
steel industry, had few of
the softer features of the old
South. It produced hardware in¬
stead of cotton. Lords of industry
were making and losing vast
fortunes. It was a hard so¬

ciety in which money and
power overshadowed all
else. Birmingham lacked
a natural aristocracy
or leadership with
humanitarian values.
It was a new town:

many of the lead¬
ing families were

I

Photo courtesy Southern Women’sArchive, Birmingham Public Library
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where the great population explosion
has taken place in the last 20 years
(especially in southern California,
Arizona, and Florida) and where most
of the nation’s leisure time playgrounds
(Las Vegas, Palm Springs, and Miami
Beach prominent among them) are
located.

The people who represent this
considerable power base have been
dubbed — first by Wall Street and then
by popular commentators — “cow¬
boys,” to distinguish them from the
old-money, settled-family people of
the Eastern Establishment, who are

naturally called “yankees.”And though
this smacks of a certain regional
snobbery, there are particular charac¬
teristics which distinguish these South¬
ern rimsters that fit in nicely with the
image of the free-wheeling, frontier-
oriented, live-for-today, tough-and-
swaggering cowboy.

They like to think of themselves as
self-made men, wresting fortunes out
of the hard land — though in truth
they are almost all government-made
men, depending upon oil depletion
allowances and (until recently) oil
quotas, on enormous defense and
aerospace contracts from Washington
and a concomitant cost-plus banditry,
and on beneficial federal rulings for air
routes, radio and TV licenses, rail
shipments, and the like. They tend to
a notable degree to be politically
conservative, even retrograde, usually
anti-union, anti-black and anti-chicano,
anti-consumer, and anti-youth, and
many of them are associated with
either the hate-mongering revivalist
sects or the professional anti-Com-
munist organizations.

— Kirkpatrick Sale, “The Sunshine
Syndicate Behind Watergate, ’’Land
and Energy (19 73:1, 2), pp. 2-8.

only three generations from the
coal mines.

Pattie Ruffner Jacobs, by birth and
upbringing, belonged to the upper
class, but she was too sensitive and
intelligent to play social games.
Busying herselfwith club work, where
she was soon introduced to the prob¬
lems of working women and children,
she became increasingly troubled and
turned to the church, but it provided
no support for her concern. Although
Pattie, like many of the Southern
suffragists, came from a religious
background, she typically found no
answer for social problems in the
established church.

In 1910, gritty, boisterous Birming¬
ham had all the problems of a fast
growing city, not the least of which
was sewage disposal; typhoid and
tuberculosis were constant threats.

Leading a delegation to see the mayor,
Pattie suggested a plan to divide the
city into districts with women ap¬
pointed in each to watch over sanitary
conditions and report back to him.
She was graciously received, thanked,
and then nothing happened. She did
not know that a women’s group in
Selma had approached the city fathers
about the same unsanitary conditions
and had likewise been ignored. Within
the next year both groups came to the
realization, independently of each
other, that their efforts were useless
without the means to “vote the
rascals out.”

- Marie Stokes Jemison, “Ladies
Become Voters: Pattie Ruffner Jacobs
and Women’s Suffrage in Alabama,”
Behind Dosed Doors (1979: VII, 1),
pp. 48-59.

SUNBELT

The power of the Southernrim is built — to over¬

simplify just a bit - upon
oil, aerospace, defense, real

estate, and tourism, all of which have
gained importance only since the
Second World War and are now

sedimented into the economy.
Independent oil producers - the

H.L. Hunts and John Paul Gettys, as
opposed to the international giants
like Exxon and Mobil — are based

chiefly in Texas, Oklahoma and
Louisiana, and their spectacular devel¬
opment of the area’s underground
riches has given them a wealth which
in the last two decades has found its
way increasingly into politics, at both
the local and national levels.

Aerospace, similarly, has tended to
be a Southern rim phenomenon, to the
benefit of such firms as Lockheed
(California), Rockwell International
(California, Texas), Hughes (Texas,
California, Arizona),Texas Instruments
(Texas), and Electronic Data Systems
(Texas); with the boom in space spend¬
ing has gone the boom in economic
and wide-ranging political power for
these industries. Defense, which is
closely allied to aerospace, reflects the
same pattern: of the ten firms which
are perennially at the top of defense
earnings, seven are chiefly Southern
rimsters.

Real estate and tourist corporations,
by the nature of their ventures, are
considerably more local than these
other interests, but it is inevitable that
they predominate in
the Southern rim,
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and that at statewide meetings I would
be leading them.

- Gladys Maynard with Joe Szakos,
“Things Will Get Better& Better, ” Pre¬
vailing Voices (1982: X, 5), pp. 16-21.

TELEPHONE WORKER

Selina Burch was a 17-year-oldswitchboard operator in Dub¬
lin, Georgia, when she joined
the Communication Workers

ofAmerica (CWA). In a town with
only one movie theater, going to a
union meeting was a social event,
a place to meet the young men who
worked in the Western Electric plant.
Instead of an antagonist, she viewed
her employer as a benevolent parent -
“Mother”Bell. Her first strike in 1947
was “like being out of school on
vacation. ”
By the mid-1950s, Selina had

run against the male leadership for the
presidency ofher local to get it “into
a position where we would not have to
take any crap again. ” Today, Selina
Burch has become a top official in
CWA. She regularly pushes Southern
Bell to the wall in negotiating sessions,
demonstrating the skills that have
brought her respect from employers,
politicians and other union members.

Organizing and teaching come be¬
fore politics. You’ve got to have
members supporting you before you
can start involving the union in poli¬
tics. I was forever going around from
one little town to the other, spending
the day with the local president,
making sure that he knew the mem¬
bers in his town, that he knew their
problems, that everybody had a job
steward. I had to be sure in my own
mind that their job stewards were the
caliber of people that would be leading
them and not someone that was using
the union to better himself first.

Politics was something else beyond
organizing, but it all ties together.
You had to give the members some¬
thing that they could be proud of and
wanted to hang on to. For most of
the members there’s only one thing
the union does: handle their griev¬
ances. That’s the most visible thing.
It was hard at first to get union
members involved in the Public
Service Commission election because
that is not an exciting race. I’d sit
them down and start in on it, “Look,

TAX REVOLT

Until the Appalachian Alli¬ance’s study was done on
who owns the land and
minerals and who pays the

taxes, I don’t think I ever realized that
taxes were part of the problem. I
don’t think that I have been over¬

taxed, but the tax burden is on the
homeowner and the corporations are
just taking a free ride.

We have such a poor tax system
that it’s got to result in poor county
government services and a poor school
system. We never had political leaders
who cared about those things. They
were interested in what they could
personally gain from political offices.
They let the big corporations come in
and take everything out of the county,
to take it away from less fortunate
people who would have been able to
take care of themselves if they had not

been stripped of the opportunity.
It seems like the big coal and land

companies become more greedy all the
time, just reaching and raking in
everything. Why, a surface land owner
pays over 300 times as much in
property taxes as a mineral owner
for the same value of holdings. This
isn’t fair, especially in a state where
mineral owners can get out their
minerals regardless of what the surface
owner wants. In 12 eastern Kentucky
counties we studied, a total of only
$1,500 was collected in mineral
property taxes in 1978 — and those
minerals are worth billions.

When we began to challenge local
property assessments of corporations,
1 never expected to become as in¬
volved as I have, especially on the state
level. I never thought there would be
anything I could do. I had an interest
in finding out what groups in other
counties were doing and what they
were thinking about. I came to meet¬
ings, hoping to be one of the crowd.
I never thought we would form the
Kentucky Fair Tax Coalition (KFTC)

Photo by John Roarke Combs ENCYCLOPEDIA 107
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for you as an operator, or you as
a repairman, the Public Service elec¬
tion is really the most important race
there is.” Once they saw that their
working conditions and their liveli¬
hoods were better, much better, than
they had been before CWA developed
a relationship with the commission,
the members became proud and
worked very hard at politics.

Another thing: I realized at that
time that CWA had something special
to offer a candidate in any election.
Many of our people were professionals
at one thing — they spent eight hours
a day talking to people over the
telephone. An operator gets so adept
at listening, when she talks to a voter
for a few minutes, she can almost tell
you how that person is going to vote.

Where people make a mistake
on a phone bank is trying to put
too much garbage into each call.
And our kids know this. All you need
to say is just a very short thing.
“Hello, my name is Selina Burch. I’m
a volunteer working for the election
of Hale Boggs for Congress. I’m calling
to remind you that three weeks from
today is election day and I hope you
can go to the polls and will consider
voting for Congressman Boggs. Do you
need a ride to the polls to vote for
Congressman Boggs?”

That’s three times you’ve got
the candidate’s name over to that
called person. You’ve got something
into the back of that voter’s mind.

Depending on how the person reacts,
the volunteer puts a code down on the
list before the voter’s name, then the
campaign people know what person
they want to get to the polls on elec¬
tion day.

There is nothing technical or
mechanical about it. Our people
were valuable to the candidate because
of their ability to listen and under¬
stand how the voter is responding.
It’s not mysterious. Just telephones in
a room where people are comfortable
and where they’re seated close to¬
gether so they enjoy the companion¬
ship — if they get somebody nasty
on the phone, they can turn to the
next person and say, “Guess what that
s.o.b. said to me?” and laugh it off.
I’ve seen it tried at home and people
get too discouraged. It’s a team effort.

- Interview with Selina Burch by
Sean Devereux, “The Rebel in Me, ”
Here Come A Wind (1976: IV, 1-2),
pp. 4-16.

TENANT FARMER

GeorgeStith: When I heardabout the union I lived
at a little place called
Cotton Plant in Woodruff

County. The way I heard about the
union was through a friend of mine
who was older. We used to run around
since neither of us was married. He
said to me one night, “Come to the

union meeting with me,” and I said,
“What kind of meeting?” And he said,
“A farm tenant union.” I said, “What
is it good for?” He said, “It’s good
to make times better for us.”

This must have been in 1935. The
meeting was at a private home on the
plantation that I worked on. However,
there were three plantations in that

one union local and we rotated. Some¬
times we’d be on the plantation I
was on. Then they would decide it
was best to move to one of the other
plantations because the land owners
didn’t want the union. We were a little
bit afraid because they had been
beating up and killing a few to try to
break the union. So we were afraid
to meet at one place too long. We
would rotate our meetings, and we
had outside guards with shotguns.

I remember a lady by the name of
Henrietta Green who was very out¬
spoken. She was in the Howell local.
At one time we were working on this
large plantation that was rented.
The manager didn’t own it. He rented
it from a widow. In making a share-
crop, instead of getting half of our
corn, we got one-third of it. The
manager said he had to give the lady
owner a load; he took a load, and we’d
take a load. So the union met and
decided that we wasn’t going to make
any more crops on the third. It would
have to be half.

Henrietta Green, a strong woman
in the Howell local, and my father,
who was pretty active here locally,
and I forget who the other person
was, were the three people who made
the decision that they would be the
ones that would walk up to the boss
and say, “We’re not going to make it
anymore on thirds. We want half
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our corn.” Henrietta was an older
woman. She was along the age ofmy
father. This is the way they ration¬
alized it: I’m older than you are, and
I don’t have much to lose. Anyway,
the manager answered no! So they •

refused to plant corn. He said he
didn’t care. But everyone on the
Howell plantation refused to plant
corn. Ten days later the manager
said he’d pay them half.

Clay East: We went over in a
different section to a Negro church
and [J.R.] Butler was there and
Mitch [H.L. Mitchell] was there
and myself and possibly another
speaker or so, I don’t know. We had
a good turnout, possibly 100-150
tenant people in there. And just
before we got the meeting started,
here come one of the big planters
from over there, Mr. Sloan.

He came in with a couple of big
deputies, see,with their pistols buckled
on them and he just came marching
in there. He wanted to see what was
going on. Well, you don’t know how
a lot of those colored people felt
back there when the boss man comes

in and sees them at a union meeting.
They was a little bit shaky, but I’ll
say this, that the colored guys back
there, if anything, were more solid
than the whites. They’d go ahead and
sacrifice and get killed or beat up or
anything else before they’d give up.

I had a big six-shooter on and a

pretty bad reputation if I do say it,
not a bad reputation, but they knew
that I wouldn’t do to fool with. So
I got up and told them, “If you
folks are going to be scared because
your boss has walked in here and so

forth, just quieten down, now this
thing is perfectly legal. We’ve got
corporation papers and we got our
constitution.” Well, he wanted a copy
of this, Mr. Sloan did. So Mitch says,
“Well, if you’ve got 10 cents, you can
have one.” So he sold him a copy of
the constitution. And then Mitch
proceeded to tell him, “Well, you folks
are not eligible for membership in this,
so we’ll ask you to leave.” And I have
often wondered what he would have
done if Sloan had refused. But at the
time, he got up and walked out. He
and his men went trudging out of
there with his six-shooters and all, see.

We got a raft of members signed up
at that meeting. You didn’t need
much. Those folks were in a bind and Photo by Dorothea Lange/FSA

wages wasn’t going up.
In the cotton-picking season, cot¬

ton is perishable to a certain extent.
Cotton has got to get out of the field
and get ginned up before the weather
gets bad or you take a loss on your
cotton; the quality of it goes down.

So we had decided a general strike
would be the thing. But it taken a lot
of planning to figure out how we were
going to do it. The executive commit¬
tee finally got together and had all
these handbills printed up, brought
them in and made packages to go to
each area according to what they
thought their needs might be. And
they had them all passed out there.
And then we set a strike date.
All the representatives came in and

got their strike handbill with strict
instructions. They didn’t put them
out until that night, 11 o’clock was
the time. And that night at 11 o’clock,
they was all over Arkansas, Missouri,
part of Tennessee, part of Mississippi
and Alabama. And when foremen got
up the next morning and found so
many, they said an airplane put them
out. And we did it all by hand or car.
It was all done at the same time and
that scared the farmers to death.

They wouldn’t agree to sign a con-

they was being mistreated and when
you got up and pointed these things
out to them, why you didn’t have
much trouble signing them up. Prac¬
tically all the people that came to
meetings signed up.

In September of 1935, the union
called its first major strike. Nearly
5,000 cotton pickers responded by
staying out of the fields. No written
contracts were gained, but most of the
planters eventually agreed to pay
higher wages. More important than the
wages, however, was the boost to
union membership. Following the
strike, chapters were spontaneously
organized in Oklahoma, Missouri,
Tennessee andMississippi. By the end
of the year, the union claimed a mem¬
bership of25,000.

Stith: The strike of ’35 was one of
the most unique things ever happened.
It was well-planned. We decided after
meeting a half dozen times — and
when I say we, every area had repre¬
sentatives, locals and from districts.
We met in Memphis and talked this
thing over starting back in early
planting season about what we would
have to do about trying to get some
better wages because
living costs had
went up and



TEXTILES

tract with the union, but they started
to make concessions to the labor. Well
that’s really what we were looking for;
we was trying to make things better
for the people. We’d love to have had
a contract but we never dreamed of
a contract. We thought it was impossi¬
ble and it turned out to be just about
that.
-Sue ThrasherandLeah Wise, “The

Southern Tenant Farmers Union,”
No More Moanin’ (1973: I, 3-4),
pp. 5-32.

TEXTILES

Until recently, textile com¬panies have been unable to
afford automation, for
they have stayed small

compared to most major American
corporations. For the past seven years,
the federal government has even
banned mergers, encouraging compa¬
nies to remain small. Now that ban has
been lifted, and the large companies
will soon begin to buy up smaller ones,
to gain the capital necessary to auto¬
mate even more.

These changes will totally reshape
the industry and the lives of its hun¬
dreds of thousands of workers. This
new era, however, has not yet fully
arrived, and the industry is now in
a period of transition, still as affected
by its unique past as
by its future. To un¬
derstand the in¬

dustry

today, and the forces shaping its
future, one must look to the lives of
those who have worked in Southern
textile mills and to the economic and
social realities that form the industry’s
background. Among those realities:
• The majority of U.S. textile mills

are located in an arc across the South,
extending from northeastern North
Carolina through the Piedmont to the
textile “capital” of Greenville, South
Carolina (60 percent of the textile
work force is said to live within 100
miles of that city), down to Georgia
and into the black belt of Alabama.
Within this arc can be found 656,000
workers in thousands of textile mills.

• The textile industry has been,
and remains, the dominating force of
the Southern economy. Its $16-to-18
billion of sales annually is 30-to-50
percent larger than the volume of
Southern agriculture. In five Southern
states it employs over 25 percent of
the labor force, despite growing auto¬
mation.

• When textile owners began oper¬
ations, many located their mills in
small towns or wilderness areas. They
made their towns dependent on the
mill economy. Often the mill was the
only employer, rented all the homes,
owned the stores and shops. The
company alone made up the local
power structure. Without it, the
town would have died.
• Since the early years of Southern

textiles, low-income whites have tradi¬
tionally filled the Southern textile
work force, and whole families have
frequently been employed at a single
mill. Women have always been a major
portion of the work force, and even
in 1974, 47 percent of textile workers
were women, compared to 29 percent
in all manufacturing industries.

• No industry has avoided unioniza¬
tion as successfully as textiles, primar¬
ily by settling in the South. Twenty
years ago, the industry included
252,000 union members. Nationally,
there are now 141,000 members
among the 800,000 workers. Less than
10 percent of the Southern workers
are organized.
• Textile workers’ wages once

compared well with national industrial
averages. In 1950, textile workers
earned $1.13 per hour, while the
industrial average was $1.09. By 1955,
however, the textile average wage
had slipped a penny below the na¬

tional average and since then it has
plummeted even more. In 1975 the
average textile wage was only 61
percent of the national average,
$1.30 less.
• Given the little amount of capital

required to begin a new mill, the
competitive nature of the industry
and the government’s ban on mergers,
no companies have dominated the
field. The industry’s two giants,
Burlington Industries and J.P. Stevens,
have been able to corner less than
10 percent of the textile market,
while the rest is scattered amidst 4,000
small firms, almost three-fourths of
which are still family-owned.

- Chip Hughes, “A New Twist for
Textiles,” Facing South (1976: III,
4), pp. 73-79.

THEATRE

According to Hallie Flanagan,national director of the
Federal Theatre Project,
the South offered “rich

dramatic material in the variety of
peoples, the historical development,
the contrasts between a rural civiliza¬
tion and a growing industrialization.”
And John McGee, who had been head

of the Federal Theatre in the South,
was convinced that it would make an

ideal subject for a “living newspaper,”
a new dramatic form created by the
FTP. The living newspaper was actu¬
ally a documentary with a clear
editorial slant that informed the
audience of the size, nature, and ori¬
gin of a social problem, then called
for specific action to solve it. Projec-
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tions, masks, spotlights, loudspeakers,
ramps and characters in the audience
were some of the devices used to bring
the facts to the audience in unforget¬
table fashion.

Like the other WPA living news¬
papers, King Cotton is heavily docu¬
mented with much of the material —
the case histories and the statistics -
footnoted. Mr. Blackboard, a per¬
sonification of the loudspeaker used
in most other living newspapers,
supplies this information, thereby
generalizing the particular dramatic
moment. The audience simultaneously
learns the facts and witnesses their

particular, effect; this technique forces
the public to focus on both a par¬
ticular problem and its causes.

- John O’Connor, “The Federal
Theatre Project, ” Packaging the New
South (1978: VI, 1), pp. 74-81.

TIMBER

he pattern of timber land
ownership is a critical factor
in making the South the
new “U.S. woodbasket.”

Nearly 40 percent of the nation’s
commercial (i.e., harvestable) forests
are in the South, and half of the 67
million acres the paper/pulp industry
owns nationally is in the region. While
the federal government owns over half
of the country’s forestland, and sup¬
plies 27 percent of the softwood
harvest, only nine percent of the South¬
ern forests are federally-owned. Thus,
a smaller portion of the region’s out¬
put is directly subjected to political
and environmental controls that cur¬

tail the industry’s notion of full-scale
production. Conversely, the paper/
pulp industry owns a larger share of
the South’s timberland — 35 million
acres or 18 percent compared with 13
percent nationally and it squeezes a
higher yield from these acres than do
other owners.

Because of the natural advantages
of soil, climate and rainfall, the South
already grows trees in two-thirds to
half the time needed in the Pacific
Northwest. But this is not swift
enough for the expanding appetites
of paper company executives. Through
the introduction of artificial super-tree
breeding techniques on their huge
tree farms, they hope to boost the
region’s output even further. Pushing

environmental dangers aside, the in¬
dustry boldly predicts that the South’s
forests will become the most produc¬
tive in the world in the near future.

But industry-owned land will not
be enough to supply the mills that are
making paper and wood products at
a record rate. And that’s where the
Third Forest comes in. The small
landowner is encouraged to plant trees
now because forests started during the
1930s and ’40s are being cut faster
than new ones are grown. In 1971,
60 percent of the 1.6 million acres
seeded were in the South, but this one
million acres barely kept pace with
cutting in the region. Once again, the
capacity to cut and process forest
products is out-stripping the land’s
ability to resupply the machines.

- Bill Finger, Cary Fowler and
Chip Hughes, “Tree Killers,” Our
Promised Land (1974: II, 2-3), pp.
170-177.

TOBACCO

obacco was a gambler’s crop.
As the high tobacco prices
of the World War I era de¬
clined during the 1920s,

more and more tobacco farmers saw

themselves and their neighbors losing
their land, changing from farm owners
to tenants and sharecroppers. Prices
continued to fall in the early 1930s
during the period people called Hoover
Times. By the end of the decade three
out of four farmers were tenants in the
most productive tobacco region of
North Carolina.

The low tobacco prices drove mar¬
ginal farmers off the land into the cities,
so providing the giant tobacco com¬
panies (American, Reynolds, Liggett &
Myers) with plenty of labor for their
factories. Meager though it was, the
average annual wage in the tobacco
industry of $925 — lower for black
workers — looked good compared to
the money to be made in farming. The
factories employed blacks and whites,
men and women, in jobs that were
segregated by race and sex. White men
usually monopolized the supervisory
and skilled jobs of running the cigarette¬
making machines, while white women
assisted male operators and ran the
packing machines. Black men and
women were generally confined to
handling the tobacco leaf before it
reached the machines.

Partly because of the large number
of unorganized black and women
workers who went into the factories in
the 1920s and ’30s, union activity in
the industry had been limited. But in
1937, the CIO turned to organizing
tobacco workers and paid particular
attention to blacks. This had a galvan¬
izing effect on the AFL’s Tobacco
Workers International Union, which in¬
creased its own organizing efforts and
became more democratic internally in
response to competition from the CIO.

Jim Wells: I was born in a house
with tobacco fields on one side and

curing barns on the other. Ever since I
can remember,my people have worked
in tobacco, mothers and sisters, too.
When I was five years old,my dadmade
me go out in the fields when tobacco
was ripe and pick tobacco worms. I
was so afraid of those big green worms
I just walked up and down the rows of
tobacco, scared to death one of them
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would crawl on me. I got over that,
though. I could go out and pinch off
their big greasy heads without batting
an eyelash.

We didn’t live any too good on the
farm. Hailstorms, big rains and dry
spells would come almost every year,
and some years we didn’t even make

back fertilizer money. We grew some
vegetables and had a cow, so we didn’t
starve. I like the farm better than the

factory any day, but on a farm you just
work yourself to a frazzle and don’t get
anything for it. So I up and went to the
city to get a job in the Prince Albert
smoking tobacco department. I worked
down on the first floor where they
made so much noise you can’t hear a
thing, nothing but the factory whistle
when it blows at noon and quitting
time. And believe me, when you’ve
stood up on your dogs all day, shoving
big sheets of tin into a slicing machine,
and handling tin cans till your hands
ache, you’re damned glad to hear the
steam whistle.

I’m a churchman, but I don’t attend
regularly. What we need now is a
workers’ religion that won’t talk so
much about getting pie in the sky when
you die by-and-by, and teach some¬
thing about how they can better their
labor conditions here on earth and

enjoy the fruits of their labor while
they’ve got a chance.We’d have a whole
lot better world to live in if some of
our preachers and teachers would help
the people understand how to live to¬
gether better and help one another,
112 SOUTHERN EXPOSURE

instead of talking all the time about
rich rewards in heaven for those that
suffer here on earth. Why don’t they
get out and suffer a little, so they can
get some of that reward?

- Ann Banks, “Tobacco Talk,”
Winter’s Promise (1980: VIII, 4), pp.
34-45.

At 7:00, just after thewhistle blows, Weighty
Freighty heaves luaun pan¬
eling onto the sidewall

table and stabs at it with his staple
gun. His hand and the yellow air hose
flourish back and forth along the
paneling lines as the gun raps out
staples and as Lovell swabs down the
remaining stud wall
with glue. They are
wordless; the din
around them gathers
up as the rest of the
shift starts. Brbrr
brreeeeeeekk.

Sound, rather than
dust or smell, en¬

velops this mobile
home factory; against
the stationary power
tool background, the
air staplers, nailers
and screwrunners rip¬
ple down the as¬
sembly line, high-
pitched and increasing in echo and
reverb. Lovell scrambles off the table
with his glue bucket and long-handed

roller, grabs up the other staple gun
and begins tacking across from Freigh¬
ty. They panel the 66-foot wall in 10
minutes.

The trailer platforms come jerking
and swaying up the track that bisects
the plant and stop between our half
of the sidewall crew and them. Bud
controls us; he’s been here for years.
Buddy is a short, stringy, harassed
young ex-logger, a white man like all
the other Taylor foremen. He’s ridden
herd on Walter and Willie for several

weeks, rations out sidewall-building
instructions like miser’s gold, leans
toward firing Willie rather than teach¬
ing him how to read a measuring tape
and crudely tries to play the members
of the sidewall crew against one
another.

The one-by-two rails control Buddy
most directly. Whenever the trailer
model changes, he lays new one-by-
twos — labeled with framing and
paneling specs, window and door
dimensions and locations, wiring cut¬
outs — into a channel on one side of
our table. These rails correspond to
working drawings where every framing
member has been individually drawn.
They, along with the red lines painted
on the table on 16-inch centers, guide
our jigs.

None of the framing has a name.
No studs, plates, cripples, cats, sills,
headers, blocks or jacks. Everything
is a “board,” identified by lengths
which the radial saw operators have
written on the stacks where we pick
up framing members. Since each piece
has a number there’s no need to call
it anything.

- Tom Schlesinger, “Trailers,
Building South (1980: VIII, 1),
pp. 14-23.
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ULTRA-CONSERVATIVE

epublican strength has grad¬
ually grown in North Caro¬
lina, with the addition of
upper-income voters in the

urban Piedmont to traditional moun¬
tain Republicanism. Even in its feeble
showings in 1974 and 1976, the party
could muster about 40 percent of the
vote for its statewide candidates. To
this base, Jesse Helms adds a large and
fervent personal following from the
traditionally Democratic eastern part
of the state.

Helms built this base in the 1960s
when he was a television commentator
on WRAL-TV in Raleigh. His editorials
were rebroadcast throughout the state
on the Tobacco Radio Network and

reprinted in many rural newspapers. In
them Helms voiced the rancor, defen¬
siveness and pride of many whites who
saw their way of life threatened by
bureaucrats in Washington, black mili¬
tants in the streets and radical students
at the University in Chapel Hill.

Helms’smedia experience has served
him well. Familiar and comfortable
with television, he uses it extensively
in his campaigns. Unlike many media
candidates who come across as polished
Madison Avenue products, Helms takes
care to retain a folksy, “down home”
identification with his viewers. In his
campaigns, he avoids much mention of
his Republican ties, preferring to main¬
tain a bipartisan image. Much effort
has gone into building Democrats-for-
Helms groups, headed by old leaders
of the party’s right wing.

The core of Helms’s fundraising and
campaign organization is the Congres¬
sional Club, established on a bipartisan
basis in 1974. Both Helms and the
Club’s manager, Thomas Ellis, have

deep links to the segregationist wing
of the Democratic party, and Helms
still says that segregation was not wrong
“for its time.”

The National Conservative Political
Action Committee (NCPAC) — chaired
by Richard Black, a former Helms

of professional consultants for ultra¬
conservative candidates backed by
Helms. In a direct mail appeal for
the group, Helms warned that “Your
tax dollars are being used to pay for
grade school courses that teach our
children that cannibalism, wife-swap¬
ping, and the murder of infants and
the elderly are acceptable behavior.”

- Bob McMahon, “Helms versus In¬
gram, ’’Passing Glances (1978: VI, 3),
pp. 14-17.

UNCLE REMUS

oth of my parents were
excellent storytellers, and
wherever we lived, no matter
how poor the house, we had

fireplaces and a front porch. It was
around the fireplaces and on the porch
that I first heard, from my parents’
lips — my mother filling in my father’s
pauses and he filling in hers — the
stories that I later learned were Uncle
Remus stories.

Needless to say, my parents had
never read these stories anywhere.
They had come down to them orally
and were passed on to their children
orally. Since none of us ever read
Joel Chandler Harris, we experienced
his interpretation and the stories of
our own folk culture in other ways.

In Eatonton, Georgia, to this day,
there is a large iron rabbit on the
courthouse lawn in honor of Joel
Chandler Harris, creator of Uncle
Remus. There is now and has been for
several years an Uncle Remus museum.
There was also, until a few years ago,
an Uncle Remus restaurant. There
used to be a dummy of a black man,
an elderly, kindly, cottony-haired
darkie, seated in a rocking chair in the
restaurant window. In fantasy, I
frequently liberated him using army
tanks and guns. Blacks, of course,
were not allowed in this restaurant.

The second interpretation of our
folklore that we experienced was the
movie “Song of the South,” an ani¬
mated story of Uncle Remus and the
little white children to whom he told
his tales. Our whole town turned out
for this movie: black children and
their parents in the colored section,
white children and their parents in
the white section. Uncle Remus in the
movie saw fit to ignore, basically, his
own children and grandchildren in
order to pass on our heritage — indeed,
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our birthright — to patronizing white
children who seemed to regard him
as a kind of talking teddy bear.

I don’t know how old I was when
I saw this film — probably eight
or nine — but I experienced it as
a vast alienation, not only from the
likes of Uncle Remus — in whom

to the context of white people’s
creation, I perceived as meaningless.
So there I was, at an early age, sepa¬
rated from my own folk culture by
an invention.

Joel Chandler Harris and I were

raised in the same town, although
nearly 100 years apart. As far as I’m
concerned, he stole a part of my
heritage. How did he steal it? By
making me feel ashamed of it. In
creating Uncle Remus, he placed
an effective barrier between me and
the stories that meant so much to me,
the stories that could have meant so
much to all our children, the stories
that they would have heard from us
and not Walt Disney.

- Alice Walker, “Uncle Remus,
No Friend ofMine, ” Festival (1981:
IX, 2), pp. 29-31.

UNDERGROUND PRESS

During the late ’60s andearly ’70s, a small press
boom hit the country and
the South. Scores of pa¬

pers sprang up, flourished briefly and
died. One of them, the Kudzu, was
114 SOUTHERN EXPOSURE

people — except for the ever-present
and ever-changing assortment of high
school runaways, political travelers,
California hitch-hikers, etc. And while
these people were a constant stimula¬
tion (and also distraction) in their own
right, there inevitably followed in their
wake knocks on the door by juvenile
officers, parents and FBI agents. We
found ourselves learning many new
skills, like how not to get attached to
small articles which might disappear
in the morning with last night’s hitch¬
hiker, and how to get a night’s sleep
undisturbed by ringing phones and
knocks on doors, and how to tactfully
ask someone we just met to shut up
and please leave the room while we
held a staffmeeting.

- David Doggett, “Underground in
Mississippi,” Focus on the Media
(1975: II, 4), pp. 86-95.

UNION BUSTERS

Fear is probably the greatestweapon a company uses in its
anti-union campaign. In addi¬
tion to constant talk about

job loss, company propaganda instills
anxiety in workers by emphasizing “the
uncertainty the union will bring into
your future.” An atmosphere of dis¬
order and potential chaos is height¬
ened inside the plant with rumors,
unexplained transfers of production or
workers and the presence of police or
other authorities. Meanwhile, company
literature presents workers with ugly
images of union officials, contracts
and rules. Collective bargaining, for
example, is portrayed as a mysterious

published by myself
and others in Jack-
son, Mississippi,
from 1968 to 1972.
In those days, Tom
Forcade of the
Underground Press
Syndicate liked to
startle people by
pointing out that the
South had more un¬

derground papers in
proportion to its
population t}ian the
rest of the nation.

Organizationally,
the Kudzu was small
enough that a maxi¬
mum of democracy could be prac¬
ticed. We decided on the content of
each issue by consensus and nobody
did much specialization. We more or
less did things all together as the need
arose. People would write for a few
days, then we’d type up copy and start
pasting up. When the paper was
printed we’d all spend the next few
days mailing out the subscriptions
and exchanges and hawking the
paper on the street.

We considered ourselves very for¬
tunate in that we never came under

any serious physical attack from the
right, except from the police them¬
selves of course. We got threatening
phone calls all day and night, and
one time somebody loosened the lug
nuts on our VW’s front wheels hoping
we’d wreck before we discovered it.
Then there was one guy who took to
following us around, but we eventually
confronted him and he started coming
in the office and arguing politics with
us. And just once somebody fired a
.22 through the front window several
times. But considering where we were,
and considering things that happened
to others, Mississippi’s renowned night
riders never really did anything to us
to speak of. Just the same, nobody
ever did anything so rash as to spend
the night in the front room of any
office or house we ever had.

We worked hard that first year. We
were called lazy hippies and the police
charged us with things like loitering
and vagrancy, but we worked 16 hours
a day. Five to 15 people and a news¬
paper office crammed into some
rundown one- or two-bedroom duplex.
You had to eat, sleep and work within
the same four walls and with the same
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URBAN RENEWAL

process by which “you can end up with
less wages and benefits than you now
have.” Similarly, all union dues are
said to go directly to New York to
“feed the coffers of union bureaucrats
and fat cats.”

In addition to the reservoir of pre¬
designed leaflets, today’s union busters
experiment with new tactics that capi¬
talize on weaknesses in, or new rulings
regarding, labor law enforcement. The
principal medium for learning the
business of union busting is the man¬
agement seminar. In a dozen cities each
month, groups of 10 to 60 personnel
managers, attorneys and others pay
$175 to $600 to learn the latest anti¬
union tactics. At those conducted by
Advanced Management Research,
attorneys from the New York law firm
of Jackson, Lewis, Schnitzler and Krup-
man give the nuts-and-bolts of how to
undermine a union campaign:

• Stall and delay when workers re¬
quest a representative election. “Time
is on the side of the employer.”

• Fire workers who might be recep¬
tive to unionization. “Weed them out.

And don’t wait eight or nine months.
I’d like to have a dollar for every time

MONTHLY ROUND-UP OF LABOR NFWS FOR FMPLOYEES WHO THINK FOR THEMSELVES

Fighters For Freedom.

Waitresses’ Court Testimony Smashe;
Union Hiring Hail Prostitution Ring
"Wh*r«, as hare, a pei

proposed bargaining unit. And then
“stack the deck” by adding new
workers before the election.

• Use legal and illegal means, includ¬
ing threats, exaggerated promises and
spying, to discourage workers from
voting for the union. Even if you are
caught by the NLRB, Raymond Mickus
tells his seminars, “You have to put
penalties in perspective.” Getting fined
for firing a worker, or being ordered to
post a sign saying the company will
not commit any labor law violations in
the future, is a cheap price to pay for
defeating the union. Even if a new elec¬
tion is ordered, “You will probably
win the second election,” says Mickus.
And few unions try a third time.

- Tony Dunbar and Bob Hall,
“Union Busters, ”Mark of the Beast
(1980: VIII, 2), pp. 53-72.

THE FACTS
TODAY AFSCME WILL TELL YOU THAT MINISTERS, DOCTORS, STUDENTS,
FACULTY — EVERYONE SUPPORTS THE UNIONIZATION EFFORT AT THE
Medical Center. DON'T BE SWAYED BY WHAT OTHERS MAY SAY ...

HAVE THEY SEEN THE FACTS?

Friday's election is YOUR opportunity to DECIDE £Q& TQURSELf
WHETHER Xflll WANT TO BE UNIONIZED. YOUR JQB and YOUR FUTURE
— NOT ANYONE ELSE'S ” MAY BE AT STAKE.

If afscme wins the election, M hill have to live with whatever

Consider afscme's track record at Duke ... it's current contract
provides NO HIGHER WAGES and NO BETTER BENEFITS for afscme's
unionized Duke employees -- yet, afscme members pay S96.00 a year
in DUES. FOR WHAT?????

REMEMBER; In Friday's election, afscme and other outsiders risk
nothing ... mi take ALL THE RISKS.

YOU CAN LOSE the right to speak for yourself.
YOU CAN LOSE benefits at the bargaining table.
YOU CAN LOSE money as a result of strikes, union dues and fees.
YOU CAN LOSE your job by being 'bumped' if the union contract

HAS A 'DISPLACEMENT CLAUSE*.
YOU CAN LOSE your job — permanently — if afscme authorizes

AN ECONOMIC STRIKE AND YOU PARTICIPATE.

DECIDE FOR YOURSELF: IF YOU SUFFER LOSSES, WILL ANYONE ELSE HELP YOU?
IS AFSCME WORTH THE RISK?

If your answer is 'NO', you should VOTE 'NO' on Friday.
Duke Onlwrtity Medical Center

there’s union organizing
and the employer says, ‘I
should have gotten rid
of that bastard three
months ago.’”

• Exclude groups of
workers most sympa¬
thetic to unions from the

-w'
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URANIUM

The long-term dangers ofmining and milling uranium
are now well documented.
Under pressures from citi¬

zens in the uranium-rich Western
states, several federal and state
agencies are scurrying to make an
impossible situation more tolerable.

In the near future the South will
bear a much larger share of the bur¬
den of mining and milling uranium.
Texas already ranks fourth in the pro¬
duction of uranium ore — and because
ore is stripped from the earth, the
state suffers from the additional prob¬
lems of strip mining that have long
plagued Appalachia’s coal mining
region. Florida’s phosphate industry,
extracts uranium from the wastes of
phosphoric acid production. Together
these states now mine only about
three percent of the uranium produced
in this country, but they have much
larger potential for future exploration.

Furthermore, other Southern states
have rock formations currently under
investigation by Department of Energy
(DOE) geologists; the total uranium
potential of the region is as yet un¬
known, but a careful reading of
industry and government documents
indicates that commercial uranium

mining (and related milling processes)
will mushroom in the South — and

particularly the Appalachian moun¬
tains — within the next 10 years.

- Jim Overton, “Mining the
South’s Uranium,” Tower of Babel
(1979: VII, 4), pp. 28-29.

URBAN RENEWAL

The world knows Beale Streetbecause of W.C. Handy’s
music, but the street’s fame
pre-dated him and served as

the magnet that drew him and thou¬
sands of others from the Mississippi
Delta to Memphis up the Hernando
Road that became Highway 51, up the
Illinois Central Railroad and out of the
drudgery of the rural South. Beale
Street produced the first touring cir¬
cuit for black actors and entertainers
in this country, organized in 1907 by
F.A. Barrasso and the Pacini Brothers,
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builders of the Palace Theater on

Beale, the most famous black theater
in the South.

Until it was vacated and its roof
allowed to cave in, the Palace was the
scene of 50 years of vaudeville, con¬
certs and the famous Amateur Night
shows emceed by Nat D. Williams, the
first black disc jockey in the South. In
the 1920s and 1930s, its Midnight
Rambles brought bright and bawdy
stage shows to the only theater in
town where whites, instead of blacks,
sat in the balcony.

Unfortunately, by the 1950s, the
city’s leaders wanted to remake the
city in their own image, to falsify it,
to create a Beale Street toned down,
cleaned up and guaranteed safe for the
white, middle-class tourist. If Disney
could do it for Frontierland, why
couldn’t Memphis do it for the home
of the blues? By July 11, 1959, the
city fathers had reached their decision.
Mayor Edmund Orgill announced that
Beale Street would be converted into a

major tourist attraction for Memphis
and America.

Ironically, the Memphis Housing
Authority (MHA), an agency created
in 1935 to provide public housing,

took charge of turning Beale Street
into the white man’s fantasy of black
culture. By the 1960s, MHA had built
thousands of housing units, but it had
destroyed far more in its evolving role
as the city’s principal agent for acquir¬
ing land.

- David Bowman, Beale Street
Blues,” Good Times and Growing
Pains (1977: V, l),pp. 75-79.

UTILITIES

In the company’s 1978 annualreport, Alabama Power president
Joseph Farley comments, “It is
critical that we concentrate our

communication efforts on positive
programs that will raise the level of
public understanding of our company
and its role in a productive society.
(5ne of our brightest hopes lies in our
ability to communicate with future
generations of customers to ensure
that they will be better informed on
energy matters and our country’s
economic system.”

Every Southern utility is engaged
in “educating our young,” as Farley

puts it, by offering a variety of speakers,
films and other services to public
schools. The presentations deal with a
wide range of energy topics, but the
bottom-line message is usually the
same: nuclear power is essential to our
energy and economic futures. Ironically
the vision of the American economy
these government-protected monopo-
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lies project champions the virtues of
free enterprise over the evils of federal
regulation.

Georgia Power owns an energy van
which travels to two or three schools
each day during the school year. Hous¬
ton Lighting & Power employs two
speakers who addressed 70,000 grade
school children in 1978, a full-time
“science demonstrator” who instructed
more than 10,000 junior and senior
high school students and a Speakers
Bureau which reached an additional
17,000 people, including a large num¬
ber of college students.

Besides directly contacting students,
the companies also work with teachers.
For example, Florida Power & Light,
Duke Power and South Carolina Elec¬
tric & Gas all conduct summer insti¬
tutes for school teachers, and Alabama
Power has a panel of teachers who
advise the company on how to market
its energy message in the schools.

Utilities rarely reveal the costs of
these “educational programs,” but the
line items in their Form 1 annual re¬
ports to the Federal Energy Regulatory
Commission show that, in 1978,
Georgia Power spent at least $489,323;
S.C. Electric & Gas, $160,047; and
the Texas Electric Service Company,
$129,226.

- Jim Overton, “Private Utilities:
The Core of the Problem, ” Tower of
Babel (1979: VII, 4), pp. 79-108.

UTOPIA

The first dozen settlers arrivedin 1894 in the heat of
summer and lived in tents
while they cut timber and

erected the first structure — a building
to house the printing press that was

come. One of them later described
Tennessee City as “a sorry collection
of primitive Southern homes on a
railroad track,” with the post office
and “a run-down hotel” nearby. The
property, which had been owned by a
Chicago land company, was pleasing to
look at, but its forested hillsides and
rocky flatlands yielded stubbornly and

individuals. The depression had driven
them to refuge in socialism, and one
thing they held in common was a
desire to escape from the competitive
society and start anew in an atmos¬
phere of cooperation. There was a
butcher, a baker, a barber, a black¬
smith; there were five printers, three
doctors, two ironworkers and several

sparsely to the new tenants, who
struggled under extreme difficulty to
gain a foothold.

They were a diverse and interesting
assembly from all over the United
States. Accounts vary as to their
number, but the first group apparently
included about 20 men and a dozen
women, some of them couples with
children, others single. They were,
by and large, craftsmen and pro¬
fessionals, intelligent and well-read

teachers and farmers. And there was

their convener, Julius Wayland, who
named the colony Ruskin, in honor of
the man whose “great, loving, wise
spirit” had led them there. John
Ruskin, he said, was his model, and
“his mind is my inspiration.”

— John Egerton, “Visions of
Utopia, ” Behind Closed Doors (19 79:
VII, 1), pp. 39-47.
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ost of the people that
came through those
early days saw the
opposition and saw our¬

selves, really, the participants in the
Movement, as victims of the system.
And we wanted to change the system.
The underlying philosophy was the
whole idea of redemptive suffering —

suffering that in itself might help to
redeem the larger society.

We talked in terms of our goal,
our dream, being the beloved com¬
munity, the open society, the society
that is at peace with itself, where you
forget about race and color and see
people as human beings. We dealt a
great deal with the question of the
means and ends. If we wanted to
create the beloved community, then
the methods must be those of love
and peace. So somehow the end must
be caught up in the means. And I
think people understood that.

In the black church, ministers
have a tendency to compare the plight
of black people with the children of
Israel. So, I think we saw ourselves as
being caught up in some type of
holy crusade, with the music and
the mass meetings, with nothing on
our side but a dream and just daring
faith.

I really felt that the people who
were in the Movement — and this
may be short-sighted and biased on
my part — were the only truly inte¬
grated society and, in a sense, the
only true church in America. Because
you had a community of believers,
people who really believed. They
were committed to a faith.

In 1961 we were not just using
the nonviolent principle as a tactic;
118 SOUTHERN EXPOSURE

it became a philosophy, a way of
life. It was not just the way we treated
each other, and not just for public
demonstrations. It became a way. We
have lost some of that “soul” — soul
in the way that black people refer to
soul — the meaning, the heart, the
experiencing.

I think that a great deal had to do
with the influx of people from the
North, black and white, who had very
little relationship, or any real kinship
to religious foundations, or to any
Southern experience. Most of the
people from the South, even those
that were not totally committed for
religious reasons, had a deep appreci¬
ation for the role of religion and the
black church. It’s the only place where
people can go sometimes for fellow¬
ship and worship with their friends
and neighbors. But more than that,
it’s a place where people can come
together and sort of lay everything
else aside — maybe it is the only place.
And they can identify with it, and
they can appreciate it.

Photo by Jimmy Holt

I see what I am doing now as a
continuation of the early Movement,
and based on the same principles. One
of the things I say to black elected
officials and white elected officials is
that what we need to do from top to
bottom in this country is to inject a
sense ofmorality into a viable politics.
I think that is what is missing in the
political arena and to some degree, I
guess, in what is remaining of the
Movement. We have lost that sense of
ethic, that sense of morality — that
you do something because it’s right.

- John Lewis, “A NewDayBegun, ”
On Jordan’s Stormy Banks (19 76: IV,
3), pp. 14-24.

VIETNAM

<6I I t was almost like a
dream. I can remember,
I always thought that I

JL. would never forget the
name of the song that was on
the stereo at the

. < 9 V"*" --r fcl

•ryrf.

time, but I
have forgot¬
ten the name

of it. I was get
ting ready to
take my daughter
to the doctor and
had my hair in
curlers. Here I was
out to here pregnant
and she was sitting in
the bathtub. I walked
through the living room
and saw the staff car sit¬
ting out in front of the
house. I walked over and
I jerked the cord out of the
wall to the stereo. Of course
I had it on loud because I was
back in the bathroom and in¬
stead of reaching over and turn¬
ing it off, I just jerked the cord
out and ran back there and

grabbed her and put a towel
around her.

“They came to the door and
asked me, ‘Are you Mrs. Breeden?’
I said, ‘Yes,’ and he told me. I said,
‘You don’t even need to tell me,’ I
said, ‘I know he’s dead.’”

Lance Corporal Robert P. Breeden
had been fighting in Quang Tri Prov¬
ince, South Vietnam. He was only
22 when he received a fatal gunshot
wound on September 18, 1967. Teresa

ft
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Breeden was then 19 years old and
seven months pregnant with their
secondchild.
After 15 years, the consequences

ofU.S. military involvement in Viet¬
nam still shape her life and the lives
ofher children.As survivorsofaU.S.
marine killed in the Vietnam War,
the Breedens live not only with the
memoryandmisfortuneofhis death,
but also with the nation’s present
attitudes towards that conflict and
thosewho tookpart in it.

- Sarah Wilke^son, “The Sur¬
vivors, ”WagingPeace (1982: X, 6),
pp. 20-23.
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Vigilanteviolencehaseruptedin every section of the
country,butithasproved
especially popular in the

South. This is particularly true when
the challenge to the statusquo comes
from peacefulgroups operatingwithin
the law. Faced with this situation,
defendersof the local establishment
often resort to violence as an illegal
but effective way of eliminating
“undesirables.”
In a few cases during the 1930s,

vigilantes createdformal organizations
thatwerewidelypublicized. InAtlan¬
ta, for instance, a group calling itself
the Black Shirts carried on a brief

campaign of threats against workers.
A self-styledWhite Legionwasbehind
much of the anti-labor violence in

Birmingham.
Thebest knownofthemany vigi¬

lante organizations was, of course,
the Ku Klux Klan. The KKK had a

relatively small following during the
Depression years, but in some areasof
theSouthitwas still the chiefenforcer
of the established order — which ex¬

cluded industrial unions and radical

politics. TheKlan also tried to revive
its fortunes through appeals to anti¬
labor andanti-communist sentiment.

The worst outbreak ofKlan anti¬
labor violence came inTampa. Longa
center ofKKK activity, Tampa also
experienced a varietyofanti-radical
confrontations. In 1931, over half

, ofTampa’s 10,000 cigar workers
joined a Communist union, the
TobaccoWorkersIndustrialUnion.
City fathers went to the rescue
of cigar manufacturers in a

union-busting campaign that
includedpolice raids, arrests, a

. sweeping federal court injunc-
\ tion outlawing the union,
\ anddeportationproceedings

_ ' against alien radicals. All
thiswasbacked upbyvigilante

action.Oneofthe Communist organi¬
zers, Fred Crawford, was kidnapped
and flogged. Leading Tampans also
formeda “secretcommitteeof25 out¬
standingcitizens” tohelp cigar owners
“wash the redoutoftheir factories.”
Under these pressures, the workers’
Communistunionwasbroken.

Four years later another radical

VISION

movement emerged in Tampa. This
time itwas ledby unemployed social¬
istswho formedapoliticalparty, the
Modern Democrats, to challenge the
city’s corrupt politicalmachine. In the
1935 municipal election, the Modern
Democrats fielded a slate ofcandidates
who ran on a socialistplatform calling

THE KL KLLiX KLAN HIDES ACAEN

YourCountryIsCallingYou
The Klen Rides to

Save America! Prey,Hunk! Pray1

CommunitmMu»tGo! America,WakeUp!
toe* coewmr

i communum
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for reforms such as public ownership
of utilities. The Modern Democrats
went down to defeat in the election,
but they continued to organize and
demonstrateon behalfofworkersand
the unemployed. The kidnappingand
flogging of Eugene Poulnot, Sam
Rogers and Joseph Shoemaker, all
leaders of the Modern Democrats,
followed the electionby several weeks.

- Robert Ingalls, “TheMurder of
JosephShoemaker, ”MarkoftheBeast
(1980: VIII, 2), pp. 16-20.

VISION: I

Ithink in awaywhatwe need isso simple that we cannot grasp
it, because we are so used to
complicated issues. I’d like to

talk to young folk about what material
things they want to get, but also to
“seekye first theKingdom,” because
even afteryouget the things, youwill
find an emptiness there.

We are not used to lookingatwhat
life is allabout.Wedon’t knowwhat
life ought to be about or what the
good life really is. Ifwe focused on
that, then we could start to look at
what causes it to happen. I really think
thatwe are searching for somethingwe
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wouldn’t even recognize if we found
it, because we haven’t taken the time
to think about it.

To me, it is knowing why I am here
in the universe at all. I think I know.
Would you believe it? I think I know.
I have at this point a feeling and inter¬
pretation and understanding of what
God is: a spiritual force in the uni¬
verse. And somehow 1 am a manifesta-
tation of that force — as I think we all
are - and we are here to fulfill the

purpose of that great spirit. What we
have to do is simply relax and be open
to the flow of that spirit within us.
Does that make sense to you? To be
open to it? I think if we are, then we
start to feel attuned to all growing
things and to life itself. Life is a force
that flows and connects us all.

- Dorothy Cotton 'with Eliot
Wigginton and Sue Thrasher, “To
Make the World We Want,”Prevailing
Voices (1982: X, 5), pp. 25-31.

VISION: E

In our years of publishing South¬ern Exposure, we have learned
much about the limitations and
potentials of using our roots and

region as a point of reference for
grasping larger realities. We have come
to take the South almost as a meta¬

phor for everybody’s home — for a
place that possesses a peculiar, yet
imperfect, integrity stemming from a
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rich history — and we see Southerners
as archetypes of people who move into
the future while affirming their con¬
nections to the past.

Facing South becomes liberating
because it allows us to move out from
a place we know to totally different
environments that might instruct us on
how better to organize our society. As
long as we allow our past and present
to be defined by debilitating stereo¬
types and comparisons, then we
likewise restrict our future. We limit
our imagination and ask the wrong
questions. We must not ask should the
South be like the North, but what are
the best alternatives for us; not wheth¬
er we should have Northern-style
industry, but how should cities be
shaped so people feel at home in
them?

The answers, of course, are diffi¬
cult, but we must at least begin where
we are, get connected to our roots
and our neighbors so we can judge
what is good from a common base, a
common language.

- “Introduction, ” Facing South
(1975: III, 4), p. i.

VOTING RIGHTS

Voting rights have alwaysbeen seen as key to racial
equality — political, social
and economic. George Till¬

man of Edgefield, South Carolina,
stated the proposition succinctly in
1868: “Once you grant a Negro
political privileges... you instantly
advance his social status.” Tillman’s
worst fears were realized during
Reconstruction, when Edgefield’s
majority black population voted in
their own town and county govern¬
ments. By the mid-1870s, the county
senator, county representative, county
commissioner, the coroner, sheriff,
probate judge, school commis¬
sioner and clerk of court
all blacks. Blacks
served on the

>ol commis-
:ourt were

Fvschool board, as
magistrates, solici¬
tors, wardens, and
at every level of
city and county
government.

Whites never acquiesced to black
rule. After general enfranchisement
in 1867, local Democratic and agri¬

cultural societies sprang up; among
other goals, they used social and
economic coercion to deter blacks and
white Republicans from voting. The
Democrats failed in these early at¬
tempts to regain dominance, and
turned increasingly to fraud and vio¬
lence as means of restoring political
control. Rifle and sabre clubs were

formed in virtually every township,
and operated literally as a terrorist
wing of the
Democratic,
Party.

Violence reached an apogee in
Edgefield County in July, 1876, at
the notorious massacre in the town of
Hamburg. George’s older brother,
“Pitchfork Ben” Tillman, one of the
participants, conceded that it “had
been the settled purpose of the leading
white men of Edgefield to provoke
a riot and teach the Negroes a lesson —

and if one did not offer, we were to
make one.” Rampaging whites at¬
tacked the town and killed a number
of blacks. When none was tried or

convicted for the murders, it was
taken as a sign that Republican control
had been broken, and that Recon¬
struction was coming to an end.

The results of the next election in
1876 were determined by the “Edge-
field Plan” for redemption, authored
by George Tillman and General Martin
Witherspoon Gary, the fierce, unrecon¬
structed “Bald Eagle of the Confed¬
eracy.” The watch word adopted for
the campaign was “Fight the Devil
with Fire.” Every Democrat, the
standing rules provided, “must feel
honor-bound to control the vote of
at least one Negro, by intimidation,
purchase, keeping him away or as each
individual may determine, how he may
best accomplish it.” As for violence,
never merely threaten a man: “If he
deserves to be threatened, the neces¬
sities of the times require that he
should die.”



WESTERN SWING

The Edgefield Plan was essentially
condoned by the Compromise of
1877, ending Reconstruction and
withdrawing federal troops from the
South. Control of Edgefield and South
Carolina as a whole was left to men

like Ben Tillman, who was elected
governor in 1890 on a platform of
Negrophobia and agrarian discontent.
“Whites have effective control of
the state government,” he declared,
and “we intend at any and all hazards
to retain it.”

Black disfranchisement, from the
white point of view, was an incredible
success story. In Edgefield, by 1900,
not a single black remained on the
county voter rolls, and none was to
appear for nearly 50 years.

As one of the fruits of years of
struggle by the Civil Rights Move¬
ment, the Voting Rights Act of 1965
formalized a major breakthrough in
the legal rights of blacks in places such
as Edgefield. It suspended literacy and
similar “tests or devices” which had
been used to exclude blacks from
registering, and pursuant to Section
Five of the law, placed supervision of
new voting procedures in the hands of
federal officals. Jurisdictions covered
by Section Five — those with low
registration or voter turnout, and with
a “test or device” in effect — were

required to clear all changes in election
laws with the U.S. attorney general
or the federal courts in the District
of Columbia before implementing
the changes to make certain they did
not affect a person’s right to vote
on account of race or color.

The suspension of literacy tests had
a dramatic impact, and some Southern
jurisdictions now register blacks at
approximately the same rates as
whites. But unfortunately, black regis¬
tration has not meant equality of
political participation. For one thing,
many jurisdictions have ignored Sec¬
tion Five and made uncleared voting
changes which blunted increased mi¬
nority voter registration. Edgefield was
one of those places.

- Laughlin McDonald, “Voting
Rights on the Chopping Block,”
Stayed on Freedom (1981: IX, 1),
pp. 89-94.
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WATERCOLORS

Walter Inglis Anderson,hermit and artist, was
a man enthralled with
nature. His 18-year love

affair with Horn Island, Mississippi,
produced thousands of drawings, paint¬
ings and journal entries chronicling
its changing seasons and wildlife.

Every chance possible, from 1948
until his death in 1965, Anderson

abandoned his Ocean Springs home
and family and rowed his less-than-
seaworthy skiff to the island some 12
miles out. Carrying only the essentials
— canned goods, water colors, typing
paper and notebooks, all packed in a
trashcan — Anderson would cross the
Mississippi Sound and set up house¬
keeping and studio under his over¬
turned rowboat on the island.

- Connie Toops, “In Ecstasy: The
Watercolors and Diaries of Walter
Inglis Anderson,” Coastal Affair
(1982: X, 3), pp. 3-6.

WESTERN SWING

Bob Wills was born and spentthe first several years of his
life in the eastern part of
central Texas, on the edges

of where Texas is more Southern than
Western. He learned old-time fiddling
from members of both sides of his
family in the strong folk tradition of
Southern and mountain music. The
Willses’ plight as tenant farmers in the
depressed cotton economy of the
1920s gave Bob a bond with neigh¬
boring blacks, with whom he played
and worked, and who taught him
much music. His father, it is said,
fiddled just enough to keep from farm¬
ing but too little to earn a living
playing at house dances on Texas
farms.

While Bob was still a boy, his
family moved to West Texas, where he
soon developed an intense desire to
escape farming and get to the city.
After barbering, selling cars, shining
shoes, “rough-necking” in the oil
fields and passing through a variety
of other jobs, he moved to Fort Worth
in 1929 to organize a string band. . ..

Pleasing the public became an
obsession with Wills, but the shape of
his music grew strictly from his own
taste. To the original string band
instruments — fiddle, guitar, bass,
an occasional banjo and steel guitar —

he added horns, of all things, then
drums and piano. His Texas Playboys
played all sorts ofmusic with a variety
of instruments. In a single song Wills
might call for solos on the steel guitar,
the saxophone or trombone, one of
the other fiddles, the piano or the
trumpet, even a drum solo, with no
sense of contradiction. At times the
Texas Playboys sounded like a Salva-
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WETLANDS
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tion Army band — except they would
play a song such as “Mexicali Rose,”
then a Jimmie Rodgers or Bessie
Smith blues tune, then a primitive
sort of jazz rendition of “Old Fash¬
ioned Love,” and finally follow Wills
through an old fiddle tune handed
down through generations of Anglo-
American folk musicians.
It took the band many months to

polish their sound, so Wills compen¬
sated by dancing around on stage,
calling out lines from comedy routines
in the popular medicine shows, yelling
to band members or to no one in

particular, and generally clowning
to cover the musicians’ mistakes.
Band members found this unorthodox
style liberating, if sometimes frantic.

- David Stricklin, “Nothing Forced
or Fancy,’’ Winter’s Promise (1980:
VIII, 4), pp. 46-51.

WETLANDS

There was a time when allswamps were dismal and
every parking lot meant
progress. Attitudes have

changed, though, and people have
begun to realize the real value of
swamps, bogs, marshes and tidal
flats — our nation’s wetlands.

An estimated 40 percent of the
continental United States’ wetlands

have already been surrendered to
row crops, housing and marina devel¬
opments, waste dumps, parking lots,
power plants and other human enter¬
prises. Such losses are of special
concern to Southern states with nearly
90 percent of the Lower 48’s coastal
wetlands, according to U.S. Fish and
Wildlife Service estimates.

By sponging up excess water,
wetlands act as natural breakwaters

during storms and rainy seasons.
Even in fierce hurricanes, coastal
developments protected by extensive
marshes suffer comparatively little
flooding damage. When dry weather
comes, wetlands slowly release their
reservoir of water, and this purifying,
sponging, slow-release system
recharges underground
aquifers. Draining wet¬
lands for large-scale
agricultural and
housing devel¬
opments in
Florida has
contributed
to ground-
water short¬

ages there.
Such short¬

ages affect
more than wells;
they are vital to
plant life, and scien¬
tists believe they are
closely linked to climatic

conditions as well.
- Julie Hofmann, “Wet & Wonder¬

ful," Coastal Affair (1982: X, 3),
p. 22.

WHEEL OF FORTUNE

The Wheel of Fortune onlyshows selected corporate
interlocks for these com¬

panies connected to the
Greenville, South Carolina, Chamber of
Commerce. Each line represents a man
affiliated with two companies. Another
layer of interlocking association takes
place through family, social and

personal ties
— which
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WOMEN’S LIBERATION

omitted here. For example, Gordon
McCabe and Alester Furman III were

founding members of the Green Valley
Country Club, begun in 1954 as a more
exclusive enclave from the growing
Greenville Country Club. Furman, like
his father and grandfather, is a director
of J .P. Stevens; until McCabe turned 6 5,
he was a top executive of Stevens and
also a board member. 0. Perry Earle,
Jr., a former president of Green Valley
Country Club and of the Carolina
Federal Savings and Loan Association,
is Furman’s first cousin. Etc., etc., etc.

- Michael B. Russell, “Greenville’s
Experiment: The Non-Union Culture, ”
Behind Closed Doors (1979: VII, 1),
pp. 94-100.

WOBBLES

n June, 1911, the union organ¬
izers felt strong enough to come
out of the woods and into the

open. They held a convention
in Alexandria, Louisiana, and formed a
constitution modeled after the Knights
of Labor. Blacks would be invited to

join the union and organize their own
locals. The membership would be
“mixed,” including women, farmers
and supporters. Most importantly, the
new Brotherhood of Timberworkers
(BTW) established itself as an industrial
union which would follow the exam¬

ple of the Knights, the United Mine
Workers and the Industrial Workers of
the World (IWW) in organizing all
labor camps into “one big” union, not
into separate craft unions like the
American Federation of Labor.

Shortly after the convention, the
Southern Lumber Operators’ Associa¬
tion (SLOA), organized after the
general strike of 1907, initiated a
lockout designed to destroy the BTW.
Employers hired Burns detectives to
ferret out union men, but the Brother¬
hood’s umbrella of secrecy frustrated
espionage activities. Covington Hall,
a BTW leader who wrote an important
account of the industrial conflict,
recalled: “When the lumber barons

began their crushing operation in
1911, they found the Brotherhood
everywhere and nowhere. It entered
the woods and mills as a semi-secret

organization with the usual passwords
and grips so dear to Southerners,
regardless of race.”

As the lockout continued into the

summer of 1911, the lumber corpora¬
tions began importing strikebreakers
and demanding “yellow dog” con¬
tracts in which workers pledged not
to join the union. And in July the
SLOA closed 11 mills in the “infected
area” around DeRidder, Louisiana,
laying off 3,000 men.

After a summer of vigilant anti¬
union activity, the operators asso¬
ciation admitted that it had failed to

“break the back” of the BTW. One
operator told J.H. Kirby, leader
of the area’s lumber operators, that
the union had so many organizers in
the field (he estimated 500) and had
“increased its membership so rapidly”
that a more “efficient machine” would
have to be designed to combat it. The
leaders of the operators’ association

A.L. EMERSON, BTW PRESIDENT

responded by hiring labor spies and
by organizing the most efficient
“black list” in Southern industry.

Later in 1911, many mills in
western Louisiana reopened, minus
hundreds of blacklisted union men.

In the dismal winter months which
followed, the BTW went underground
and nearly expired. A membership
reduced to less than 5,000, a depleted
treasury and an exhausted cadre of
organizers led the Brotherhood to
affiliate with the IWW (also known
as the “Wobblies”) in May, 1912.
“Big Bill” Haywood himself came
south from Wobbly headquarters in
Chicago to sell discouraged timber

workers on the One Big Union. One of
the most charismatic figures in the
American labor movement, Haywood
presented a strong case for affiliation
by promising the Brotherhood finan¬
cial aid, experienced organizers, a
union newspaper and a big injection
of confidence and militancy.

The Wobblies reached the peak
of their influence in the pine region at
this time, but the BTW’s membership
(about 20,000 in the early summer)
continued to decline as the lockout
wore on and the blacklist lengthened.

- Jim Green, “The Brotherhood, ”
Here Come A Wind (1976: IV, 1-2),
pp. 21-29.

WOMEN’S LIBERATION

s long as we are pre¬
occupied with demands
for equality, we allow
women to enter the com¬

petitive labor market and begin
climbing over each other just as men
have done for centuries. Little posi¬
tive change has occurred for the great
mass of American women. One simple
indication of this fact is that the
average wage for women relative to
men has actually declined in the last
20 years, from 63 percent of what
men earn to 58 percent. Thus, while a
larger number of women are making it
up the income ladder, an even larger
number are rushing in to fill the
bottom rungs. A few women have
advanced into positions where they
enjoy and find real meaning in their
work, but for most women, getting a
job has become a mechanism to get
the money to pay for the necessities
and conveniences (including day care
for the children and a summer vaca¬

tion) promised by the American
dream.

The economy as it is now struc¬
tured will continue to pull women in
at this marginal level of reward until
another group of cheap labor is
found, perhaps abroad. Women in the
mainstream will go off to work in
their particular business suit on
Monday morning to stay until Friday,
while outside the mainstream, the
poor will spend their time in the
streets and the welfare offices. The
more things change, the more they
stay the same. Obviously, this is no
way for human beings, men or women,
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to live.
To change this future, women must

demand more than the right to com¬
pete equally with men in an increasing¬
ly bankrupt political economy; they
must demand the reordering of society
so men and women can live in har¬
mony, in mental and physical comfort.
These are my demands for balance.
They coincide with the imperative to
limit self-destructive economic growth
and to restructure our lives into

rhythms which promise long-term sur¬
vival. We need to opt out of a system
that wastes human beings the way it
does old cars. We must depend less on
energy- and capital-intensive systems
and more on our creativity. Most of us
would be happy working less, spending
more time fishing or gardening or
learning to fix the leaky plumbing
ourselves. The trick is to keep this
vision from becoming so utopian that
it fails to deal with people who lack
enough goods and services to survive
today.

The possibility of rearranging our
patterns of work and leisure may be,
oddly enough, less remote for us
because we are women and live in the
South. Before we ever entered the
industrialized treadmill, our traditional
work habits showed us how to sur¬

vive from year to year, day to day,
not how to acquire the gadgets that
would bring momentary delights.
Women in the South planted gardens,
did seasonal work for the farmer down
the road or shift work in the factory
around the schedule of caring for their
children. The exact details of tradi¬
tional life may not fit into today’s
world, but the guiding principle of
balancing work that produces money
with work that directly satisfies our
basic needs is still valid.

Southern small towns with their

rural conservatism and provinciality
may not be fertile ground for efforts
to pass the ERA, but they may offer
more advantages for combining part-
time nonfarm employment with life
on the land and reasonable leisure. It
may be easier here for two people to
work three days a week and take turns
with children and garden instead of
one working all week long and the
other taking the kids forever, or both
working all week long and spending
the surplus money for day care. It may
be possible here to use land trusts
both to halt the exodus of small
farmers from the land and to ex¬

periment with new forms of energy
use and conservation, new architec¬
ture, new versions of education, new
communities.

In any case, it is time to examine
what our programs of liberation look
like over the long range, what the
implications of our demands are in
a world that requires a change for its
own physical survival. Shall we aban¬
don our traditions and special talents
for a place in a rich, ruthless economy?
Or can we turn the discriminations of
the past into advantages for the future?
And how will these questions be raised
to the people who count — the women
and men in those small towns, who go
to work in the mills and mines and

hospitals and warehouses?
-Elizabeth Toumquist, “A Woman's

Work,” Here Come A Wind (1976:
IV, 1-2), pp. 124-127.

WOODCUTTER

Woodcutting is really arough, dirty work, and
a hard work. During
the summertime it’s

about as hot a work as you can get
into, and in the winter it’s about as
cold a work, and about as muddy. You
just have to learn to ignore that. And
it is dangerous work. I’ve cut wood
around sloughs and lakes where you’d
have to notch out a place to stand and
climb up on where you could cut —

old swell-bellied gums that you can’t
cut down low because they are too
big.

And when I was a young guy I
used to think that a tree didn’t grow
too big but what it couldn’t be car¬
ried on a man’s shoulder. But I really
don’t know anyone that works in the

woods that uses much safety equip¬
ment. I thought about getting insur¬
ance for some years, and I’ve talked to
dealers about the need for it, but
that’s about as far as they went. And I
couldn’t afford it on my own.

I could have followed other lines of
work but it just wasn’t appealing to
me. I did some factory work, at the
Stonewall Cotton Mill, but I didn’t
care for the racket or the dust. And
the production set-up, the machines
always keep you going. I guess the
main thing I like about woodcutting
is that if I get ready to sit down and
listen to the birds sing a while, I can
do it. I just like the scenery in the
woods, I like to get far enough back to
where there’s not a power saw or
anything running, and the onliest
thing I can hear is the wind blowing
through the pine trees and the birds
chirping. And I wonder if everybody
that lived 50 or 100 years ago enjoyed
the peace and quiet as much as I do.

- Paul Crom¬
well and Tom
Israel, “1980s
Sharecroppers, ”
Stepping Stones
(1982: X, 2),
pp. 58-66.
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WRITING

WORKERS’ OWNERSHIP

Despite multiple setbacks,by spring of 1980 Tim
Bazemore and Frank
Adams both expected

the Workers’ Owned Sewing Company
(WOSC) to succeed. In part, WOSC
derived some benefit from the legacy
of Bertie Industries — learning from
both its mistakes and its positive

contributions. Almost all the workers
at WOSC previously worked at BI,
making them experienced cut-and-sew
operators. Further, a significant minor¬
ity of the workers at WOSC had
owned shares at BI, making them more
cautious about the company’s finan¬
cial risks, but also more aware of what
owning stock can mean and can de¬
mand. A share of BI stock carried
no voting rights; at WOSC, each work¬
er will eventually have to buy, after
a six-month trial period, one and
only one share of stock under the
principle of one-person-one-vote.

Lastly, for all its faults, BI set
a precedent of decent working condi¬
tions. Almost all the workers see a big
difference between WOSC or BI and
other local industries such as Perdue, a
$9.6 million chicken processing plant
built in nearby Lewiston in 1976,
described by one WOSC board mem¬
ber as “just simply a prison.”

But the factor that will make the
difference between success and failure

(and which accounts for Bazemore’s
and Adams’s optimism) is the concept
of worker ownership and control.
That concept has drawn to Bertie
County the interest and support of
several foundations and the crucial

expertise of several consultants, all
of whom recognize in the WOSC —

a rural, black-worker-owned coop —

an experiment with wide potential
impact.

- Marc Miller, “Worker Owned, ”
Winter’s Promise (1980: VIII, 4),
pp. 12-21.

WRESTLING

For 18 years, the farmers fromthe Dothan area have been

coming to this ring on Friday
nights to watch professional

wrestling; in the years before that,
reaching back to the 1930s, they came
to older arenas. Part athletic competi¬
tion and part soap opera, pro wrestling
is the only sport many of these fans

know, and they are
intensely loyal and
enthusiastic. The
Farm Center will
seat about 5,000
fans, and on a May
night earlier this
year, 1,500 more
who wanted in to
see Andre the Giant

— 7’4”, 485 pounds — were turned
away at the door by fire marshals. The
fans had come that night to cheer
Andre, whom some call the Gentle
Giant, because he is a good guy. In the
wrestling ring, good and evil are dis¬
tinct, and the fans pour into the M
arena to cheer the good guys
and to jeer and curse the
bad ones.

Generalizations are

dangerous, admits
wrestling promoter
Dick Steinborn of
Montgomery, but
“it is mostly your
blacks and your
poor whites who
come out here.” On a given night the
audience may include a handful of
white-collar types, such as Houston
County Probate Judge R.J. Stembridge,
a front-row regular, and the two
women from Panama City, Florida,
who drive up every Friday night,
come to ringside wearing evening
dresses, check into the motel where
some of the wrestlers stay, and spend
Saturday poolside chatting with the
behemoths who were pounding oppo¬
nents in the ring the night before. But
these are exceptions, and the average
wrestling crowd is made up of the kind
of working people whose pickups in
the parking lot wear bumper stickers
with messages such as, I FIGHT POV¬
ERTY, I WORK.

Dothan’s fans are probably typical
in these respects, and nationally mil¬
lions more share their passion. The

National Wrestling Alliance claims that
for the six years from 1972 to 1977,
professional wrestling drew 219 mil¬
lion paying customers. In that same
period, the NWA says, college football
drew 198 million; major league base¬
ball, 195 million; pro football, 83
million; and pro basketball, 57 million.
The wrestling season, of course, is 52
weeks long, and matches are promoted
in countless towns and cities so small
other sports would never give them a
second thought. An estimated 60 per¬
cent of the national attendance is in
the South,‘in arenas like Dothan’s.

- Randall Williams, “Tonight! The
Hulk vs. Ox Baker, ” Through the

Hoop (1979:
VII, 3), pp.
30-35.
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WRITING

In my own writing I give you amythic county which, like all
mythic things, is based on the
real: there are real mountains

there, real rivers, real rocks and trees
and meadows with their real flowers
— chiefly the daisy, the day’s eye, as
the old Anglo-Saxons had it because of
the golden face and the flaring white
corona of petals. It’s good to begin
with the reality of a flower and pro¬
ceed from there to a larger field of the
real.

So I give you these realities behind
the dream, and I give you real people
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behind the dream of the people en¬
countered in my writing, chiefly in
my poems and my one novel. Long
ago I realized that one small county
would be all that I would ever know
about the universe, and all that I would
ever need to know, just as I early
recognized the fact, in spite of my
dabbling in several foreign languages,
that only one language would I ever
know, the others merely serving in the
understanding of that one language,
my own.

Put, then, that county and that
tongue together, plant my feet in that
familiar mud, add a predilection for
mythic forces by which I mean a
fondness for all things in poetry — all
things are poetry — and what is more
natural than that from love of a

place and its native speech should
emerge, or appear as an island rising
in themidst of waters, another country,
another speech, one adumbrated above
the other, as if each encouraged and
emboldened the other to become
other than eaeh was in the beginning?
Not the caricature then of a county,
nor yet the hyperbolization of a
people, but the imaginative uses of

illustration by Ronald Ballcntine

what was and still is my own: that
piece of land in the southeast corner
of Tennessee called Polk County,
whose blue mountains, blue pine-
woods, green-blue sulphate rivers in
their beds between banks overgrown
with the ubiquitous willow, going
seasonally from brown to gold to
brown again, and whose red clay
roads and purple sedge hills, and many
a thing else, made of the place as much
a color as a substance, as much a
dream as a reality.

- George Scarbrough “Notes
Toward a Supreme Regionalism,”
Festival (1981: IX, 2), p. 41.
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We began to make someinroads with the city
councilmen and county
commissioners. They

began to call us friend. Call us at night
on the telephone: “CP., glad you
came to that meeting last night.” They
didn’t want integration either, but
they did it secretively, in order to get
elected. They couldn’t stand up
openly and say it, but they were glad
somebody was saying it. We visited

some of the city leaders in their
homes and talked to em

privately. It wasn’t long

before councilmen would call me

up: “The blacks are comin up tonight
and makin outrageous demands. How
about some of you people showin up
and have a little balance?” I’d get on
the telephone: “The niggers is comin
to the council meeting tonight. Per¬
sons in the city’s
called me and
asked us to be
there.”

We’d load

up our cars
and we’d fill
up half the
council cham¬

bers, and thej
blacks the
other half.

1 During
'these
1
1
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times, I carried weapons to the meet¬
ings, outside my belt. We’d go there
armed. We would wind up just hollerin
and fussin at each other. What hap¬
pened? As a result of our fightin one
another, the city council still had their
way. They didn’t want to give up con¬
trol to the blacks nor the Klan. They
were usin us.

I began to realize this later down
the road. One day I was walkin down¬
town and a certain city council mem¬
ber saw me comin. I expected him to
shake my hand because he was talkin
to me at night on the telephone. I had
been in his home and visited with him.
He crossed the street. Oh shit, I began
to think, somethin’s wrong here. Most
of em are merchants or maybe an
attorney, an insurance agent, people
like that. As long as they kept low-
income whites and low-income blacks

fightin, they’re gonna maintain
control.

I began to get that feeling after I
was ignored in public. I thought: Bull¬
shit, you’re not gonna use me any
more. That’s when I began to do some
real serious thinkin.

- C.P. Ellis with Studs Terkel,
“Why I Quit the Klan, ” Mark of the
Beast (1980: VIII, 2), pp. 95-100.

X-RATED HUMOR

The reason few know aboutSouthern women’s bawdy
lore is that most scholars of
pornography, obscenity and

bawdry are male. I recall the stunned
surprise of two male colleagues in folk¬
lore when, during a visit to my home,
my female relatives treated them to a

display of sisterly trust and verbal
indiscretion the like of which they’d
never been otherwise privileged to
hear.

Usually the subject for laughter is
men’s boasts, failures or inadequacies
(“comeuppance for lack of uppcom-
ance,” as one ofmy aunts would say).
One story my granny tells is about the
two women who were arguing as to
whether old men could satisfy women.
They argued back and forth until one
quieted the other by asking if she’s
“ever tried to stuff spaghetti up a
pig’s butt?”

When someone behaved in a silly
or disgraceful way, Granny would
remind us of Charlie Fershit who had

his name changed so that it was All-
Turd. And she would tell us about
the country boy who came to work
with two black eyes. When his friend
asked how he got them, he said, “Well,
when we stood up in church yesterday
morning, a fat lady in front of me had
her dress tucked up between her but¬
tocks. I thought to help her out, so I
pulled the dress straight and she
turned around and hit me in the eye.”

“But you have two black eyes.”
And the country boy said, “Well,

when she turned back around, I fig¬
ured she must have wanted her dress
like it was, so I put it back.”

I have rarely heard from women
material that I would consider to be

deeply derogatory to women or men;
1 have as rarely heard racist sex tales
from women, black or white. Thus,
the women’s repertoires, like those of
other groups, are as distinctive for
their omissions as for their inclusions.
Southern men tell stories about many
of the same characters as women, but

invention, however, appears to be
quite common among Southern wom¬
en; here the content is often scata-

logical rather than sexual. My mother’s
favorite curse is “shit fire and save

matches.” The comic naming of
genital areas (“Possible” for: wash up
as far as possible, down as far as pos¬
sible, and then wash possible) offered
women an enormous opportunity for
bawdy language play. Here the many
names were not in themselves bawdy
though their immediate referent was.
In my family, a woman’s pubic area
was known as a “Chore Girl” or a

“wooly booger.” Here, I leave the
reader to ponder the cultural signifi¬
cance of the terrifying “booger” in
Southern life as well as the visual,
metaphoric impact of the well-known
(well-used and worn out) scrub pad
on women’s imaginations.

Our Chore Girls and wooly boo-
gers were affectionately referred to, as
were the male “tallywhackers.” Again,
I marvel at the richness of cultural

their emphases and inferences are, I
believe, quite different.

The genres of women’s bawdry are,
I think, few. I have rarely seen bawdy
gestures. Tales and jokes predominate,
though I have heard some vulgar songs.
A kind of bawdy word ptay or word

interpretation possible as well as at
the cynicism with which Chore Girls
and tallywhackers were invented. So
much for moonlight and magnolias.

- Rayna Green, “Magnolias Grow
in Dirt,” Generations (1976: IV, 4),
pp. 29-33.
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Changes in personal relationscame slowly to the Inde¬
pendence County country¬
side. While small industry

flourished in Batesville during the first
quarter of the century, relations in the
rural areas remained tied to kinship,
home production and a cash and
barter economy. This certainly was
not a romantic life; disagreements
very often ended in violence after a
few bottles of corn liquor. Yet the
farmers interviewed for this study
looked back on their relations with
friends and neighbors as having a very
special quality, one no longer appar¬
ent. Some bemoaned the fact that
mechanical farming depleted the area
of neighbors. Mrs. Massey regretted
that holiday traditions of the family
have given way to the distance be¬
tween members of her family. Owens
Fetzer, who farmed around Newark
and Cord his whole life, said:

When I moved, I don’t mean
to discredit the country or

anything. There was hardly
nobody livin here at all. And
when a man told you a thing,
you could depend on that. You
differ from him politically or
religiously, but his word was his
bond. Sorry to say now, mister,
that it’s not thatta way now.

Albert Wilson recalled the honesty
of the people in the countryside:

In the community where I was
raised, before John come, I was
raised that you helped a man
when he was tight. I went and
helped a man’s crop, and helped
plow when he take down sick,
after he get a crop started. You
go down the road and lose
somethin off the wagon, and
you got it back. . . you had it
back in two days time. And
don’t care what you lose
you don ’t get it back
now. There were some

who were more freer to
help than others.

“Well, you know,” said John Ellis,
“we was all poor then, and we needed
to do so much for ourselves to live.
It was part of life to help your neigh¬
bors when they needed it.” Owens
Fetzer noted, “You’re on your own
now, but of course there’s a higher
standard of living now.” “There’s
reason to be bitter about the present,”
pointed out John Ellis. “It’s especially
hard now that I am very old.”

“Yes, in those days,” said Victoria
Forrester, “we stayed close by. . .. We
didn’t go way out yonder. We went
where we could walk. As neighbors,
we really had neighbors then, now you
go a long time to learn the names of
the people across the street.”

The small farmers of Independence
County understood their own poverty
and brought about a balance of rela¬
tions with the land and their neigh¬
bors, whereby the difficulty of that
poverty was alleviated. The consis¬
tency of these relations is impressive.
The investments of an industrial
society had all along neglected the
masses of Southern farmers, but these
small agriculturalists had developed
and retained a way of life insulated
from dependence on capital’s precious
markets. Rural sociologists, the minis¬
ters of rural capitalism, indicted the
farmer for his unproductivity and
ignorance. In reality, however, the

so-called “victim” of his
own ignorance was not a
victim at all, but a hum¬
ble man who, in the
early years of this century,
threatened to make capital

his victim.With its bias toward
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capital accumulation and expansion,
the “state” eventually had to eliminate
the problem of peasants in a land bent
on national urban growth.

- William Spier, “We WasAllPoor
Then,” Our Promised Land (1974:
II, 2-3), pp. 80-90.

NO TITLE

and black children must go to school
because we need black knowledge
to survive
to love
and to live

YOUNG VOICES

The following poems are from Images:
Us, a student publication ofFreder¬
ick Douglass High School in Atlanta,
Georgia.

TRANSITION

i got an afro
but i remember when
i didn’t have it

and i remember when
i had to put
Vasoline Petroleum Jelly
in my hair to keep it
as straight as a white lady’s

black children must do more than learn

reading and writing and ’rithmetic
black children must learn to question
not to passively accept
black children must learn to analyze
to understand

black children must be educated
to govern
to love
to make peace
and to find freedom

and black children
must be BLACK children
because black IS beautiful
and black children
must be BLACK children
because black IS beautiful

- Jacqueline Barkley

and every time she’d send
us each to the tub with a warning
Don’t you let that hair get wet
cause if you do, you’re going
to church the way it turns out

but that ain’t so now
cause i got an afro

- UhuraRa

That’s me over there hiding behind
That big oak tree because I’m ashamed.
That’s me there, running from what’s
Really part of me.

and i remember back when
mama would straighten
me and my sister’s hair
every Saturday night
then we’d go take a bath

— “Images: Us, ” Southern Black
Utterances Today (1975: III, 1),
pp. 30-36.

That’s me too. I’m looking for my
Future on the wrong road.
That’s me again! I’m laughing because
I realized how stupid I was to
Be ashamed of what I really am.

This is me now full of pride,
I’ve made it home.

- Elandis Willis

YOUTH

The South’s population isyounger than that of the
nation as a whole. With 19.4
million children, the South

has a larger portion of its population —

31 percent — under age 18 than any
other region in the country. Similarly,
7.6 percent of the South’s population
is under five years old, compared to
6.8 percent in the non-South. Future
projections indicate that growth in the
South will continue to make us even

younger compared to the rest of the
nation. The South’s birth rate, al¬
though declining, is still higher than
the rate in other regions. The South
is also growing through the migration
of new Southerners, who tend to be
young adults with growing families.
From 1970 to 1978, migration alone
accounted for increases in the school-

age population in almost every South¬
ern state, ranging from 1.4 percent in
Alabama to 17 percent in Florida.

A child in the South is far more

likely to grow up in poverty than is a
child in another region. The South is
home to 30 percent of the nation’s
children, but 40 percent of the coun¬
try’s poor children and 45 percent
of desperately poor children (family
earnings below 75 percent of poverty
level) live here.

- Growing Up Southern (1980:
VIII, 3), pp. 79-82.

Graphic by Lucious Hightower
ENCYCLOPEDIA 129

PhotobyBobbyHerbert



ZOMBIE

Encyclopedia
of Southern Life
&Change

ZOMBIE

He opened a file with myname and picture on it.
Pretending to study it, he
said, “Did you write the

Superintendent a letter requesting a
transfer to the Maximum Security
Unit?”

“You know I did.”
“I see,” Ritter nodded. “Why do

you think we can’t rehabilitate you?”
“I never said that. I said that unless

a man takes the initiative, you can’t
rehabilitate him. There is no rehabili¬
tation program here, and the environ¬
ment runs counter to any program
that I could set up to rehabilitate
myself. Do you think you can do
something about it since you’re so
concerned?”

“That’s not in my department,”
he said shortly. “But I would like to
talk with you a bit more on this. We
have a pretty nice, clean camp here.

What say you come and stay with us
for a while?”
“I don’t want to stay at no nut

camp. If I can’t be sent to maximum
security, then send me back to Camp
B.”

“This is not a nut camp. People
come here and get a chance to rest
their nerves and become more stable.”
“0 yeah, like those zombies you

got out there not knowing whether
they are coming or going?”

“They are not zombies!” he re¬
sponded heatedly. “Some have prob¬
lems worse than others, and I prescribe
a little medicine to make them feel
good and get well faster.”

1 was not convinced. “You can

keep your camp and your dope, too.
I wasn’t a dopie out in the streets and
I don’t intend to be one now. Those
people out there will suffer serious
withdrawal consequences if they ever
try to get off that dope. I’m not going
to be your chemical zombie!”

- Louis X. Halloway, “Chemical
Zombie, ” Southern Black Utterances
Today (1975: III, 1), pp. 52-57.

ZORA NEALE HURSTON

Zora Neale Hurston was bornin 1901 in the all-black
town of Eatonville, Florida.
This town and other places

in Florida figure quite prominently in
much of her work, especially her
fiction. Her South was, however,
vastly different from the South
depicted in the works of Richard
Wright. Wright’s fictional landscape
was essentially concerned with the
psychological ramifications of racial
oppression, and black people’s re¬
sponse to it.

Zora, on the other hand, held
a different point of view. For her, in
spite of its hardships, the South was
Home. It was not a place from which
one escaped but, rather, the place to
which one returned for spiritual
revitalization. It was a place where one
remembered with fondness and nostal¬
gia the taste of soulfully prepared
cuisine. Here one recalled the poetic
eloquence of the local preacher
(Zora’s father had been one himself).
For her also, the South represented
a place with a distinct cultural tradi¬
tion. Here one heard the best church
choirs in the world, and experienced
the great expanse of green fields.

When it came to the South, Zora
could often be an inveterate romantic.
In her work, there are no bellboys
shaking in fear before the brutal
tobacco-chewing crackers. Neither are
there any black men being pursued
by lynch mobs. She was not concerned

Graphic by Mkali
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with these aspects of the Southern
reality. Unlike Richard Wright, she was
no political radical. Zora was, instead,
a belligerent individualist who was
decidedly unpredictable and perhaps a
little inconsistent. At one moment she
could sound highly nationlistic. Then
at other times she might mouth state¬
ments that, in terms of the ongoing
struggle for black liberation, were
ill-conceived and even reactionary.

Needless to say, she was a very
complex individual. Her acquaintances

Photo by Carl Van Vechten

ranged from the blues people of the
jooks and turpentine camps in the
South to the upper-class literati of
New York City. She had been Fannie
Hurst’s secretary, and Carl Van Vech¬
ten had been a friend throughout most
of her professional career. These
friendships were, for the most part,
genuine, even if they do smack some¬
what of opportunism on Zora’s part.
For it was the Van Vechten and

Nancy Cunard types who exerted a
tremendous amount of power over the
Harlem literary movement. For this
element, and others, Zora appears to
have become something of a cultural
showcase. They clearly enjoyed her
company and often “repaid” her by
bestowing all kinds of favors on her.

- LarryNeal, “ZoraNealeHurston:
A Profile, ” No More Moanin ’ (1973:
I, 3-4), pp. 160-168.

ZYDECO

Black French music shareswith Cajun music many
French tune sources, but the
influence of the blues is also

significant, especially in the cities. In
the urban and rural Creole-speaking
areas, a decided Afro-Caribbean influ¬
ence is also heard not only in the
language of the songs, but in the
rhythms as well. The black French
version of the Cajun two-step is the
la-la, which is faster and highly syn¬
copated. The waltz, although less
popular, is also rendered faster. Black
French music features more play with
rhythm, less emphasis on melody,
some blues tonality and instrumental
differences. Most zydeco bands, for
example, have a frottoir (metal rub¬
bing board) played with thimbles,
spoons or bottle openers. In some of
the more Caribbeanized areas, notched
gourds are used. The urban groups,
unlike the rural ones, do not use
violins, but typically add lead guitar
parts, two- and three-row button
accordions and occasionally the larger
chromatic piano accordion.

While Cajun music has felt the
acculturative influence of country and
western music over the last 40 years,
zydeco has syncretized Afro-American
forms such as country blues and, later,
urban blues and soul. In
Lafayette, Lake Charles,
Beaumont and Houston,
there are a number of
black French clubs
that compete for
crowds with the soul
clubs; some bands
even play in both.
Urban zydeco groups
often sing rhythm
and blues and soul
numbers in French,
which the people call
“’cordion music”
rather than zydeco.

Because dancing
remains an important
social activity, musical
taste and choice of club
attendance may well be the most
reliable way to identify different
classes of black and white French
Louisianans. The growth of club
attendance is largely a post-World War

II phenomenon. Prior to that time, the
house dance was the most important
regular rural social event. Even today,
many dance halls retain a sense of
home, family and friends that is linked

to the time of fais-do-do
or Cajun house parties.
Black French dances
continue to be called
la-la’s or zydecos

or sometimes

just “French
dances,” to dis¬
tinguish them

from soul dances
and rock ’n’ roll
dances, while Cajun
dances are simply
called “French
dances.” From a

number of dances

popular prior to the
Depression such as
the mazurka, polka,
hot-step, one-step,

two-step, contradanse and waltz, only
the waltz and two-step have remained
primary forms.

- Nick Spitzer, “Cajuns and
Creoles: The French Gulf Coast,”
Long Journey Home (1977: V, 2-3),
pp. 140-156.

ADDITIONAL COPIES
of this Tenth Anniversary edition
of Southern Exposure, featuring
the Encyclopedia of Southern Life
& Change, are available by sending
your order to Southern Exposure,
P.O. Box 531, Durham, NC 27702.
The price per copy is $5 for orders
of 1-5 copies; $4 for 5-10 copies; or
$3 for 10 or more.
If you’d like us to send a copy as

a gift, please include your address
with the person’s name and address
receiving the book. We will also send
a gift card with a message from you.

For copies of the full articles
from which these A-Z selections
were taken, please refer to the
ordering information at the back of
this book. In most cases, the articles
are available by ordering a copy of
the issue in which they originally
appeared.

In cases where that issue is out-
of-print and not listed in the back,
you can order a copy of the entire
original article from us for $2 per
copy. Send the article title and
your check to Southern Exposure,
Reprints, P.O. Box 531, Durham,
NC 27702.
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<^2Photographs from a larger layout in
the first issue of Institute InSights

TOP ROW: Joe Pfister, Joycelyn Moody, Liz Wheaton, Chris Mayfield BOTTOM ROW: Linda Rocawich, Bob Hall, Maxine Alexander, Ben
(with two of her three daughters), Jim Overton (who leaves soon to Fewel (he shot these photographs, including his own), Chris Davis,
join a new biweekly, the North Carolina Independent), Barbara Neely. and Marc Miller (pausing from battle with our new computer).

THE INSTITUTE STAFFAND
At Southern Exposure, we still get

asked, “Now what is this Institute for
Southern Studies that sponsors your
magazine?” One step we’ve taken to
help answer the question is to include
a statement of the Institute’s goals in
the masthead, at the beginning of each
issue ofSouthern Exposure.

Another way to answer is simply to
say we are one and the same: the staffof
Southern Exposure essentially doubles
as the staff of the Institute — although
in our capacity as the Institute, we do
far more than publish a magazine every
two months. There are a host of other
research, organizing, cultural and media
projects going on, some involving full¬
time and part-time consultants. And
there’s a board of directors, headed by
Julian Bond and including Institute co¬
founders Sue Thrasher and Howard

Romaine, attorney Jerry Cohen, Dr.
Peter Bourne, journalists Elizabeth
Tornquist and Robert Sherrill, Atlanta
city council member and former SNCC
leader John Lewis, and Institute for
Policy Studies co-founder Marc Raskin.

There’s not enough space here to
describe in detail what we do at the
Institute in addition to the magazine,
but we would like you to know more
about our work. We’d also like you to
give your moral andmaterial support to
these varied projects. Like many non¬

profit groups, the Institute ekes along,
getting money where it can, always
aware of its tenuous financial condition.

We began the magazine partly to
help us pay our way, and we are proud
to report that Southern Exposure
brought in more than 40 percent - or
$103,000 — of our $250,000 income
in 1982. That may or may not seem
like a lot of money; anyone on the
staff can tell you it leaves slim pickings
for salaries after the printer, telephone
company and others take their share.

That brings us back to you — our
readers — our first family, ifyou will, of
supporters and friends. After 10 years,
we believe it’s time to inform more of
our subscribers about the Institute’s
work, and to ask you in turn to join us in
a new partnership to sustain Southern
Exposure through its second decade.
You may decide to begin sending us
newspaper clips about major stories in
your area that should be reported in our
Southern News Roundup section of
the magazine. Or you may consent
to help sponsor a fundraising party in
your area for Julian Bond and other
board or staffmembers. One such event
is planned for Washington in mid-May,
and others must be arranged in addi¬
tional cities to keep the Institute afloat
through 1983, much less 1990.

We’re calling these friends Institute
Sustainers, and we’ve already sent one
appeal to our present subscribers urging
them to join. As a Sustainer, you’ll be
asked to donate at least $30 a year (it’s
tax deductible), and you’ll be invited
to participate in various activities like
those mentioned above. In return, we
will give you a 40 percent discount on
all Institute books, T-shirts, special re¬
ports and gift subscriptions (a mere
$9.60 for a year). And we’ll send you
a handsome newsletter, Institute In-
Sights, which gives the full story of
what we really do at the Institute for
Southern Studies. So when someone

asks you, “Now what is that organiza¬
tion?” you can tell them!

Seriously, we need your help this
year to keep going strong. If you’d like
a sample of the newsletter or more
information about the Sustainer pro¬
gram, write us today. Or use the form
opposite to make your contribution
now. We’ll be happy to welcome you as
a Charter Member, joining the dozens
of friends who have responded already.
Their names appear on the next page,
and we are deeply grateful to each of
them for thinking of us and caring
enough to give a little extra. Their gifts
— your gifts — provide the encourage¬
ment we need to carry on for another
year, another decade. Thank you!
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Frank Adams, Gatesville, NC
Valerie Adams, Chicago, IL
Alfred Ames, Brevard, NC
Gus Anderson, Raleigh, NC
Clyde R. Appleton, Charlotte, NC
Sherman L. Arch, Sr., San Antonio, TX
Cindy Arnold, Scotland Neck, NC
Johnnie Baxter, Asheville, NC
Marty Belin, Raleigh, NC
Fay Bellamy, Atlanta, GA
George Allen Benson, Mount Vernon, NY
Ira Berlin, College Park, MD
Ben Bertrand, La Marque, TX
Mrs. Henry Betts, Shelby, OH
Robert Blake, Columbia, MO
Tom Blanton,Washington, DC
Nancy Blood, Durham, NC
Susan M. Bowler,Evanston, IL
Charles W. Boyd, Chicago, IL
Cynthia Brown, Berkeley, CA
Paul D. Bush, New Salem, MA
Calvin Cahan, Austin, TX
Lynn Cannon, Memphis, TN
Ellen Cantarow, Cambridge, MA
Susan Carpenter, Raleigh, NC
Jordan Churchill, Durham, NC
Stephanie and Tom Coffin, Atlanta, GA

Robert Lindsay, Ridgewood, NJ
Eugene P. Link, Plattsburg, NY
Tobi Lippin, Durham, NC
Jeffrey London, Blacksburg, VA
Brinton Lykes, Brookline, MA
Bob Maguire, Rosslyn, VA
Robert Markman, Joplin, MO
Charles R. McCoy, Tallahassee, FL
Mardie McCreary, Durham, NC
Joseph A. McDonald, Newberry, SC
William D. McElyea, Chapel Hill, NC
Paul McLennon, Hapeville, GA
Thelma Meltzer, Houston, TX
Harry B. Merican, Washington, DC
Jennifer Miller, New Orleans, LA
The Rev. John B. and Patsy Morris, Atlanta
Ruth Mrvichin, Raleigh, NC
Joe Niernberger, Crystal River, FL
Richard Norby, Oak Ridge, TN
Bill Olejnicsak, Wrightsville Beach, NC
Russell Olin, Orlando, FL
John M. Palmer, Beverly Hills, CA
Maria Patterson, New York, NY
Walt Penney, Takoma Park, MD
Bill Pfefferkorn, Winston-Salem, NC
Gregg Phifer, Tallahassee, FL
Phaye Poliakoff, Warrenton, NC

Jonathan Sher, Raleigh, NC
Andrew Shookoff, Nashville, TN
Susan Siegal, Washington, DC
William B. Simmons, Johnson City, TN
Michael F. Singer, Raleigh, NC
Beverly Slapin, Berkeley, CA
McNeill Smith, Greensboro, NC
Frederick Standish, Brooklyn, NY
Lois Strum, New York, NY
Brent Taylor, Charleston, SC
F. Taylor, San Francisco, CA
Susan Thames, New York, NY
Henry Unger, Los Angeles, CA
Art Van Zee, St. Charles, VA
Thomas Rocky Wade, Atlanta, GA
G. Waldrop, Atwood, TN
Cam Walker, Williamsburg, VA
Lance Walters, Jackson, MS
G.H. Washington, Seneca, SC
Ray Weeks, Atlanta, GA
Mrs. Raymond Wheeler, Charlotte, NC
Angelo M. White, Highland Park, MD
Beth J. Wilkening, Big Spring, TX
Leah Wise, Durham, NC
Mr. and Mrs. Freddie Williams, Rockledge, FL
Walter T. Wittman, Paramus, NJ
Dan A. Zavon, Cincinnati, OH

OUR NEWSUSTAINERS
Jamie Cohen, Nashville, TN
Carrol Cox, Bloomington, IL
Barbara A. Crane, Brooklyn, NY
Merrimon Cuniggim, Winston-Salem, NC
Connie Curry, Atlanta, GA
Sharon P. Dilley, Cambridge, MA
Melissa A. Dowd, Silver Spring, MD
Laura Drey, Durham, NC
Mary N. Elderidge, Durham, NC
William C. Ellis, Pensacola, FL
Lee Faulkner, Nashville, TN
James Ferguson, II, Charlotte, NC
W.W. Finlator, Raleigh, NC
James W. Fraser, Jamaica Plain, MA
Elizabeth Freeman, Durham, NC
Carter Garber, Nashville, TN
Carl Gebuhr, Chapel Hill, NC
Rebekah Gibbons, Seattle, WA
Liz Gilchrist, Jackson, MS
Brent Glass, Durham, NC
Fred Gottlieb, Morgantown, WV
Claire Gowen, Largo, FL
Dr. Gibson Gray, Lumberton, NC
Juanita Green, Miami, FL
Joe Groves, Greensboro, NC
Doug Hastings, Alexandria, VA
Elizabeth Higginbotham, Memphis, TN
Wilbur Hobby, Durham, NC
Carolyn & Lloyd Horton, St. Petersburg
Tom Israel, Brookhaven, MS
Vaughan W. James, Ossining, NY
Lee E. Jones, Durham, NC
Si Kahn, Charlotte, NC
George Kegley, Roanoke, VA
Elizabeth Ketelle, Placerville, CA
Albert D. Kissling, Hendersonville, NC
Carrie Knowles, Raleigh, NC
Katherine G. Kraft, Newton, MA
John M. Lain, Norris, TN
Jeffrey Leiter, Raleigh, NC
Eric Levenson, Brighton, MA

Tom Pollard, Wilmington, NC
Dan Pollitt, Chapel Hill, NC
James R. Poison, Raleigh, NC
Jessie J. Pousch, New Orleans, LA
Jane Preyer, Greensboro, NC
Paul M. Pruitt, Jr., Montgomery, AL
Joseph and Elizabeth Rand, Houston, TX
George P. Rawick, St. Louis, MO
Sam Reed, Durham, NC
S.E. Reilly, Hindman, KY
Stuart A. Rosenfeld, Durham, NC
June Rostan, Knoxville, TN
Phyllis G. Roumm, Indiana, PA
Robert S. Sarason, Atlanta, GA
Vivan Saunders, Bryan, TX
William Savery, Little Rock, AR
Rosel Schewel, Lynchburg, VA
Pat Seawell, San Francisco, CA
Jim Sessions, Knoxville, TN
Colleen Shannon-Thornberry, Ellenwood, GA

DONORS OF $100 OR MORE
Wayne Barnette, Nashville, TN
Rick Bartram, Durham, NC
N. Jerold Cohen, Atlanta, GA
Leto Copeley, Cambridge, MA
Jean Entine, Cambridge, MA
W.H. & Carol Ferry, Scarsdale, NY
Bill Finger, Raleigh, NC
Paul M. Gaston, Charlottesville, VA
Leslie Gildemeister, Durham, NC
Sharon Itaya, Houston, TX
Sarah Jacobus, Oakland, CA
Brownie Ledbetter, Little Rock, AR
Ed Ramthun, Galesburg, IL
Jane Stein, Chapel Hill, NC
Do rah H. Sterne, Birmingham, AL
Stanley Wise, Atlanta, GA
Bee & George Wolfe, Scarsdale, NY
John Womack, Jr., Cambridge, MA

Z!yies, 111 help celebrate Southern Exposures birthday by
becoming a CharterMember of the Institute Sustainer Program.
My tax-deductible gift will help sponsor the Tenth Anniversary collector’s edition of
Southern Exposure and will strengthen the Institute as it begins another decade of
challenging work. As an Institute Sustainer, I’ll receive “Institute Insights,” occasional
special reports and a 40% discount on many items sold by the Institute.
□ $ 30 — Sustainer □$ 500 — Patron □ Other:
□ $100-Donor □ $1,000 — Benefactor

Charter
Member

NAME

ADDRESS.

CITY STATE ZIP

Make check payable to Institute for Southern Studies and mail to P.O. Box 531, Durham, NC 27702



BIRTHDAYMESSAGES

Congratulations
Southern Exposure
from your neighbors in

THE 604 BUILDING
ACRE: The Atlantic Center for Research inEducation
Calumet Research North State PublicVideo

NorthCarolina FarmworkersNetwork

People's Alliance WarResisters League
NorthCarolina Prison and Jail Project
604WestChapelHill Street, Durham, NC 27701

"WE MUST NOT SLOW UR
LET US KEEP MOVING"
MARTIN LUTHER KING, JR., FROM HIGHLANDER’S 25TH ANNIVERSARY

*nderc HIGHLANDER
Congratulates

yi. a A SOUTHERN
MA EXPOSURE

eo on its Tenth Anniversary
and extends best

wishes for the second decade.

HighlanderCenter*

AnIlWc Route 3, Box 370 New Market, TN 37820



FROM OUR FRIENDS

Congratulations
from

ACORN
Association of Community

Organizations for Reform Now

“The People Shall Rule”
Founded in Arkansas in 1970.

Now 60,000 members and 26 states strong.

628 Baronne, New Orleans, LA 70113
(504) 523-1691

The Institute
for Social Justice

A national training and research center
in the principles and practice
of community organizing.
• Training sessions
• On-site consultations
• Publications
• The Organizer, a professional journal

Call or write for free brochure:
4415 San Jacinto, Dallas, TX 75204
(214) 827-8520

Greetings From
TheOfficers and Members of

UNITED FURNITURE WORKERS
OF AMERICA, AFL-CIO

1910Air LaneDrive P.O. Box 100037
Nashville, Tennessee 37210

Carl Scarbrough, President Lowell Daily, Secretary-Treasurer

Southern Coalition
on Jails and Prisons

Working in Alabama, Florida, Georgia
Kentucky, Louisiana, Mississippi
North Carolina, South Carolina,

and Tennessee

for alternatives to prison
and to execution

P.O. Box 120044
Nashville, TN 37212
(615) 383-9610



CARRY
ON!

SOUTHERN
EXPOSURE

Carolina Community Project
2125 Commonwealth Ave.

P.O. Box 9586

Charlotte, NC 28299

CONGRATULATIONS,

SOUTHERN
EXPOSURE
From your friends at

Southeast Women's
Employment
Coalition

Route 5, Versailles, KY 40383

Town Office: 606-269-7372
Resident Office: 606-873-6440

available again in paperback
VOICES
FROMTHE
MOUNTAINS
Collected and recorded by
Guy and Candie Carawan
.. the story ofAppalachia in this centu
through its songs.... Informative, attrc
and highly readable.” -New York Times
Rt*m'

$13.95

now in paperback
BLACKLEADERS
OF THE
TWENTIETH
CENTURY
Edited by John Hope Franklin
andAugust Meier
A superb collaboration by the foremost authorities
in black history, providing compelling accounts of
the accomplishments and times of 15 major black
leaders who sought in diverse ways to advance the
race.Widely praised since its first publication in
1982, it is that rare book which appeals to general
readers as well as specialists, and which is ideally
suited for the classroom.

^ _

$7.95

UNIVERSITYOF ILLINOIS PRESS
54 E. Gregory Drive / Champaign IL 61820

WORKINGMEN’S
DEMOCRACY
TheKnights ofLabor and
AmericanPolitics
Leon Fink
Takes a new look at American labor and politics
during the Gilded Age to reveal the central role of
working-class movements in the shaping ofmodem
industrial society. “A splendid book.” - David
Montgomery, Yale University. _ _

We accept major credit cards.
Phone toll free (800) 638-3030
In Maryland phone (301) 824-7300



NINTH STREET

SOUTHERN EXPOSURE
as it celebrates its 10th year
of service to the community.

Africa News • Box 3851
Durham, NC 27702
(919) 286-0747

WEJXSprinq
GROCERY

EXTRAORDINARY PRODUCE
BEER & WINES

WHOLE GRAINBREADS
Y

FOODS

nuts

pplMnts

BULK HONEY & PEANUT

ninth Street at West Knox

durham

10-7 monday-friday 9:30-6:00 Saturday

Durham
North Carolina

BestWishes
on your

10th Anniversary

Regulator Books
720Ninth Street
Durham,NC

NC-PIRG
Supporting the
understanding of

our cultural heritage
thatmust

precede change
704V2 Ninth Street

Durham, NC

Complimentsof
Ninth Street
Bakery

Durham, NC
&

Creedmoor
Crossings
Bakery

Raleigh, NC



PhotobyCarlW.Coleman

Two stories couldn’t be moredifferent: In 1977, our story on
the Ford Pinto uncovered a

history of corporate irresponsibility. In
1980, our story on candidate Ronald
Reagan accurately predicted the State
of the Union a year in advance.
The Pinto story was

investigative reporting
at its most persistent
and probing. The
Reagan story was
political coverage at its
most provocative.
But the two stories do

have at least one thing in
common. They both
appeared first in the pages
ofMother Jones.
This mix of documentary-

style expose and wide-
ranging commentary makes
us unique on the U.S. scene.
So do our on-the-spot
reports and photo essays
from the front-lines of
social upheaval.
Mother Jones has won

more than its share of
editorial awards in the

past six years.
But we refuse to rest on

our laurels.
We were covering the

vicious war in El Salvador

20 months before it hit the nation’s
front pages.
We’ve been called “one of the most

engaging, uncompromising and nervy
publications in America.” But that
doesn’t surprise us either.

PoorRonald’sAlmanac
&Motherjones Risk-Free |

JP lease enter a one-year (10 issues) subscription in myname and bill me for $12—33% off the regular sub¬
scription price. Also send my free copy of Poor Ronald’s
Almanac. If I’m ever dissatisfied, for any reason, you’ll
refund my subscription for all unmailed copies.
Name__ *

Address.

City
State
Add $3 for delivery to Canada, and $4 for delivery to other countries.
MotherJones, 1886 Haymarket Square, Marion, OH 43305

We never treat
official opinion as
Holy Writ. We
don’t butter up celebrities for a glimpse
at their kitchen decor. We don’t think

politics or health issues or nuclear
weapons are fads.

We take our job as journalists
more seriously than that. And
we extend the same respect to
our 640,000 readers.

Which may be why, in a
recent survey, they called
Mother Jones “more infor¬

mative,” “more stimulating”
and “more to-the-point”
than any other magazine
they depend on for news,
information and opinion.
If you’re not a reader

yet, you should be. When you
subscribe, we’ll send you—
absolutely free—Poor Ronald’s
Almanac: Hard Facts for
Hard Times. This 64-page
sourcebook is certain to
start arguments as well as
settle them.
Do it now.
Because we hate to point

to a fiery wreck or a shat¬
tered economy and years
later say we told you so.
Read Mother Jones and

you’ll be the first to know.

I

Inl977,WeTold
YouFordPintos
HadAProblem.

IllustrationbyRobertGrossman



WORLD
HUNG€R
YEAR

The staff of
WorldHunger Year

congratulates
SOUTHERN EXPOSURE
on its Tenth Anniversary.
Carry on the struggle.

WORLDHUNGERYEAR
350 Broadway

New York, NY 10013

SouthernNeighborhoodsNetwork
• Bimonthly publication available covering community

organizing, economic alternatives, training, conferences
and resources. $6/6 issues or $10/12 issues. Write:
Subscriptions, P.O. Box 36250, Decatur, GA 30032

• Training program and Summer Institute Economics
forOrganizing inHard Times" available.
Write: TrainingDivision, 915-24th Ave. North,
Nashville, TN 37208

“Reed’s thoughtful book
can help organizers make
education the empower¬
ing, mobilizing force the
progressive movement in
this country needs.”

—Community Jobs

“...tells us much about the
recent past and anticipates
the next stage in radical
black protest.”

—Herbert Hill
Former National Labor

Director, NAACP

SOUTH END PRESS

§ 302 Columbus Avenue
Boston, MA 02116



$4.1 TRILLION REPARATIONS!
New Books On Black Political Economy

(110) International Tribunal On Reparations For Black
People In The U.S.—Complete Transcripts, Submitted Evidence and Photographs.
The Nov., 1982 Tribunal put the U.S. government on trial for crimes against black people in the
U.S. Two days of expert and personal testimony revealed current conditions and documented
U.S. violations of international law in relation to black people, especially the U.N. Genocide
Convention. International judges set reparations at $4.1 trillion. 700 pp., $10.00 (Available 9/83)
(108) Reparations Now!—Summary & selected testimony from Tribunal 144 pp., $4.00
(109) Stolen Black Labor: The Political Economy of Domestic Colonialism.
By Omali Yeshitela. Explains the basis of the demand by black people for $4.1 trillion repara¬
tions. New approach to political economy from the "viewpoint of the slave." Analyzes the role
of stolen black labor in building world capitalism during different periods. 130 pp., $4.00
(107) Black People and the U.S. Economy—Our Case For Reparations.
Articles from The Burning Spear, newspaper of the African People's Socialist Party, on the
political economy of black poverty today—welfare, unemployment, Reaganomics. 96 pp., $3.00

SPECIAL OFFER!
* Tribunal Transcripts—20%
off orders before July 1st

* Set #1: #110; 109; 107—$ 1 5
* Set #2: #108; 109; 107—$10
* Over 5 of one title—VS off!

Book Price
_ Set #1 $15.
_ Set #2 $10.
_ #110 $10.

(before 7/1—$8)
_ #109 $4.
_ #108 $4.
_ #107 $3.

Spear sub.$10.
Total enclosed $ _

Cost

address

Burning Spear Publications/Box 27205/Oakland, CA 94602 j cltv state >
FOLLY gives us an insightful, readable and loving look
at Black and white working class women. Set in a
Carolina mill town, this novel blends the story of a
union organizing strike by women who sew in the local
factory with the personal struggles of their daily lives.

We are with these women as they move toward an in¬
creasing respect for their own strengths. They begin to
face the realities of racism and heterosexist attitudes.
They deal with the economics of survival. They grow
and envision expanded possibilities for themselves. In
the process, they learn to appreciate each other and
their differences.

You can buy F0L LYat $7.95 from your local bookstore or you can order it directly from
THE CROSSING PRESS FEMINISTSERIES, P. 0. Box 640, Trumansburg, New York 14886.
Please include $1.00 postage and handling for the first copy and 50 cents for each additional book.

The. COALITION OF LABOR UNION WOMEN AohuteA

SOUTHERN EXPOSURE on it6 10th Annive/ua/iy
COALITION OF LABOR UNION WOMEN National membership in CLUW is good for one full year from date of issuance

Tr
Application For National Membership

Name.

Address.

of membership card by National Treasurer

I would like to join CLUW as a: (check one)

Regular Member—$11( ) Contributing Member—$25 ( )

Supporting Member—$50 ( ) Sustaining Member—$100 ( )

Retiree Member—$5.50 ( )

Position held in Union:
Phone: (H)(W) I am a member of a bona fide collective bargaining Organization

International Union .Local Union

MemOership Card No

I I I l

FOR NATIONAL TREASURER'S USE ONLY

Dale Sent

Signature

National Treasurer's Signature

Attach your check to this card, enclose in envelope and

MAIL TO: Gloria Johnson, Treasurer, CLUW
c/o IUE, 1126 16th St., NW

Wash., D.C. 20036

Join ua in promoting WORKING WOMEN'S RIGHTS, Joyce, V. MiiieA, Ph.eAid.cwt



Help
build a

nuclear-free
world

THOMPSON &
McALLASTER, PA

Attorneys at Law

Carolyn McAllaster Harriet S. Hopkins
Sharon A. Thompson Claudia A. Withers

Commendyour

outstanding
10-year

MARTIN
LUTHER

KING,
JR-

BEYOND
VIETNAM
A PROPHECY FOR THE ggS

ROBERT MCAFEE BROWN
VINCENT HARDING

ANNE BRADEN
C T VIVIAN

Nuclear Free Zones are a way to build
on the momentum of the freeze move¬

ment, a way to implement your yearn¬
ings—and those of millions of others
—for a world free of nuclear weapons.
They are a way to get serious about
building a constituency for peace.

Write for free information, or send $5
for an organizer’s kit to: Nukewatch,
315 W. Gorham, Madison, Wl 53703.

commitment

6889646
327 W. Main St., Durham

Beyond Vietnam
Dr. King's 1967 analysis
of the effects of militarism

$1.50 single copy, bulk rates available.

Order from:

Clergy and Laity Concerned
198 Broadway, NY, NY 10038

(212)964-6730

Organizing Notes
;

Congratulations to
Southern Exposure
Ten Years of Exposing the Real South

The Campaign for PoliticalRights
Exposes:

The FBI andCIA
Police Political Surveillance

US CovertOperations against Nicaragua
Government Secrecy

andmore!Write us formore information
and a sample copy of our newsletter,

OrganizingNotes.

Campaign for Political Rights
201 Massachusetts Avenue. N.E. Washington. D.C. 20002 (202) 547-4705

G
r
e
e
t
•

1
n
2
S

We salute Southern

Exposure, the magazine
that over the past 10 years

has spoken for the
democratic South that

is still a dream in the hearts
of so many of its people,

the South we are all
still working toward.

We look forward
to working with you

during the next decade, as
we continue our struggle
to make the dream real.

Southern Organizing Committee
for Economic & Social Justice

A Southwide multi-racial network ofactivists

working against war and racism and for the goals
stated in our name, economic & social justice.

Write us for more information.

P.O. Box 811, Birmingham, AL 35201
P.O. Box 11308, Louisville, KY 11308
Rev. Ben Chavis & Anne Braden, co-chairs



Congratulations on your tenth anniversary. —IN THESE TIMES

Representative Harold Washington

“In These Times,
with its incisive reporting and thoughtful analysis,

provides valuable ammunition in the fight for civil
rights and economic justice.”

“I depend on In These Times for
news affecting the working and
disadvantaged people, and on
its perspective reflecting their
concerns.”
—Rep. John Conyers

“In These Times is one of the
most fair, reasoned and
accurate newspapers 1 have
read.”
—Rep. Ron Dellums

With a perspective you won’t find anywhere else,
look to In These Times for weekly coverage of the
nation, the world and the arts. You’ll find
incisive reporting, thoughtful analysis, timely
reviews and exciting design. Subscribe today.

□ I want a year of ITT for $29.50.

□ I’ll get ITT at the Student/Retired rate of $17.00.
□ I'll try ITT for six months at $15.95.

□ My payment is enclosed. □ Bill me in six weeks.

Name

“In These Times provides a

unique filter for the world—
a quick review of urban, labor,
international, women’s and
cultural news from a people’s
perspective.”
—Ruth Messinger,
member,
New York City Council

Address

City/State/Zip

In These Times, 1300 W. Belmont, Chicago, IL 60657

SXB3



DELTA GROUP CONSULTING SERVICES
"Your Best Resource For Community

Economic Development"

Delta Group Consulting Services (DGCS) is the technical assistance arm of the Delta
Foundation, a nationally recognized leader in black economic development. By tapping
the experience of Delta Foundation and its professional staff, DGCS has built a strong
track record of providing cost-effective technical assistance to community organizations,
local governments, black entrepreneurs and small business owners throughout the nation.
DGCS specializes in the following services:

FORMULATION OF ECONOMIC DEVELOPMENT STRATEGIES
PROJECT DESIGN & IMPLEMENTATION ORGANIZATIONAL DEVELOPMENT
FEASIBILITY STUDIES PROFESSIONAL RECRUITING
DEVELOPMENT OF BUSINESS PLANS INFORMATION & CONTROL SYSTEMS
MARKET ANALYSIS BUSINESS COMPUTER SELECTION
BUSINESS FINANCING OPERATING BUSINESS ANALYSIS
LOAN PACKAGING ACCOUNTING SYSTEM DEVELOPMENT
REAL ESTATE DEVELOPMENT CUSTOM SOFTWARE DESIGN

APPLICATION OF EXISTING SOFTWARE PACKAGES

For Further Information Contact:
Vance Nimrod, V.P. and General Manager

BS, MS, MBA & PE
Harold Hall, V.P. Human Resources
Charles D. Bannerman, President
DELTA GROUP CONSULTING SERVICES

P.O. BOX 588

GREENVILLE, MS 38701
(601) 335-5291



Racism and Sexism
Resource Center for Educators

established by the Council on
Interracial Books for Children
and the Foundation for Change

Develops, publishes and distributes
teachingmaterials to combat racism
and sexism for the use of schools,
libraries, colleges, churches and
community groups.

Evaluates textbooks for race and
sex bias.

Reviews storybooks for the human—
and the anti-human—values they
convey to children.
Produces filmstripswith teaching
units on the subjects of racism and
sexism for elementary, secondary
and college levels.

1841 Broadway, New York, NY 10023

YOURS IN MISSISSim

fa* Saturday,& September 17
From Noon
'Till Dark

For further information contact:

The Delta Arts Project
121 South Harvey

Greenville, MS 38701
(601) 335-3523

The Delta Blues Festival is sponsored by
contributions from Mississippi Action for

Community Education, Mississippi Division of
Tourism, the Ford Foundation,
the Miller Brewing Company,

theHarry Love Beverage Company,
The Winthrop Rockefeller Foundation,
and the Mississippi Arts Commission.

Mississippi
Delta
Blues

Festival
1983

Frame the Klan

With This Poster
Black and white image accented
with blue, purple and gray. 173A" x 28"
□Send me posters $6.95 each
Shipping and handling: add $1.50

□Here is my check for $
Bulk discounts available

Name

Address

City/State/Zip
Mail to: Midwest Research, Suite 1505
343 S. Dearborn, Chicago, Illinois 60604
Midwest Research is an independent
institute that monitors right wing activism.

★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★

HAPPY ANNIVERSARY!!
from

Ellen <5T Larry Fox

'THE SOURCE" for custom-printed and
in-stock fundraising items since 1961!

P.O. BOX M

Valley Stream, NY 11582 • (516) 791-7929
(ask for free catalog)

*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*

★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★

WINMagazine
[^Disarmament ^AntinukeOrganizing ^Feminism
^War Tax Resistance stfHuman Rights ^Social Justice
The voice of the nonviolent movement for peace, feminism, and social
justice for the last 17 years. Get WIN's lively, fresh reading 16 times each
year. Subscribe now for just $20 a year, $11 for six months ($25 a year
overseas). Sample copies, or our special Mayday 1983 issue, focusing on
labor, for$1.
WIN, Dept S, 326 Livingston St., Brooklyn, NY 11217



The Institute for Policy Studies
Celebrating Its 20th Anniversary

PROUDLY SALUTES ITS SISTER ORGANIZATION

SOUTHERN EXPOSURE
On Its Tenth

You are a light against the darkness

Institute for Policy Studies 1901 Que St., NW Washington, DC 20009



SOUTHERN
POLITICAL
REPORT

“Must reading for the
powers that he and the
powers that would be.”

Bob Hall
Southern Exposure

SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY OFFER
$75 per year (24 issues)

•••

For free sample copy, write:
SOUTHERN POLITICAL REPORT
514 Constitution Ave. NE
Washington, DC 20002

THE COAL EMPLOYMENT PROJECT AND THE COAL
MINING WOMEN'S SUPPORT TEAM OFFER THEIR
CONGRATULATIONS TO "SOUTHERN EXPOSURE"

FOR 10 YEARS OF SUCCESS

COAL EMPLOYMENT PROJECT
P O. BOX 3403
OAK RIDGE. TENNESSEE 37830
PHONE (615) 482-3428

LEGAL SUPPORT OFFICE
16221 SUNNY KNOLL LANE
DUMFRIES. VIRGINIA 22026
PHONE (703) 670-3416

RESPONDING TO THE NEEDS OF
WOMEN MINERS WITH:

Fifth Annual Women Miners Conference
June 24-26, 1983, Dawson, PA

Legal Advice

Support Groups
Ch i 1dcare Mode 1

Resource Library

Monthly Newsletter

Pregnant Miners Booklet
Sexual Harassment Booklet

Nonsexist Training Materials
Personal Protective Equipment Survey
Video Tapes, Hat Stickers, T-Shirts

FEDERATION OF CHILD CARE
CENTERS OF ALABAMA

“We believe that the care and development of children is
fundamental to improving the quality of life.”

Since 1972 FOCAL has provided technical
assistance, advocacy and training for Alabama’s
early childhood educators and administrators.

P.O.BOX 214 • MONTGOMERY, ALABAMA 36101 • (205)262-3456

Let the achiever company
show you how tomeet yourgoals.

NORTH CAROLINA MUTUAL
LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY

People working together to achieve together.

DURHAM DISTRICT

501 WILLARD STREET

682-1541

N. C. ORDINARY DISTRICT

301 W. MAIN STREET-SUITE 606

688-4571

J



THE KLAIt »JssiL..1.An Award-Winning Documentary Him
“The Klan — A Legacy of Hate in America” is a half-hour

documentary film tracing the history and present day activities of
the Ku Klux Klan. Released in 1982, the film has already won the
Columbus Film Festival award for social studies films, the Golden
Eagle from the Council on International Non-Theatrical Events, and
has also been nominated for an Academy Award as best short
documentary. The film was commissioned by KLANWATCH, and
was directed and edited by Werner Schumann for Guggenheim
Productions, Inc. It is excellent for schools and for church, labor
and community organizations. For information, write KLANWATCH.

2. An illustrated Special Report
The Ku Klux Klan: A History of Racism and Violence is a 70-

page “mini-textbook” on the origins, history and present orientation
of the KKK. The magazine-format report was designed especially
for high school students, but it is also useful as a general reader for
anyone wanting to learn more about America’s homegrown racist
terror squads. Leading historians and educators have praised the
report’s objective yet damning examination of the way the KKK
began and how it flourished in succeeding periods of U.S. history.
The Klan’s links to politics, law enforcement, religion and labor are
discussed. Also included are profiles of current Klan leaders and
assessments of KKK strength. Single copies are $1.50 and can be
ordered directly from KLANWATCH. Discounts are available for
bulk orders.

3. An Organizer’s Guide for Responding to the KKK
This comprehensive manual contains guidelines and strategies for responding to the

presence of the Klan in your community. A general section of the manual suggests ways
to build a unified front against typical KKK activities. Specific sections suggest what can
be done by the media, law enforcement agencies, churches, community groups and
leaders, politicians, labor, civic and other categories of citizens. This joint project of
KLANWATCH and the National Anti-Klan Network is based on extensive research into
what has worked in communities across the U.S. which have faced and met the Klan
threat. For information, write KLANWATCH.

KLANWATCH is a project of the Southern Povery Law Center, and combats the Klan through
litigation, education and monitoring. SPLC is a nonprofit organization founded in 1971 to protect
and advance the legal rights of poor people.

a project of
THE SOUTHERN POVERTY LAW CENTER
1001 SOUTH HULL STREET • MONTGOMERY, ALABAMA 36101



The Most Powerful
AntinuclearWeapon
in the World is You!

Subscribe toNuclear Times
Here at last is the first reliable
source of solid information on

what’s happening in the anti-nu¬
clear weapons movement—na¬
tionwide and worldwide.

Every 32-page issue will:
• Contain news, plans and accom¬
plishments of the more than 3,000
groups in this country and many
more abroad.

• Bring you a calendar of upcom¬
ing events, legislation and other
information you can act upon-in

THESE ARE NUCLEAR TIMES
Subscribe Now SE43

□ YES. Please send me 1 year (10
monthly issues) ofNuclear Times,
for only $15.00. (Save $5.00 off the
Newsstand Price.)

Name

Address

City

□ Please send a gift subscription to
the following person. (Save a fur¬
ther 20%.)

Name

State Zip.

Address.

City State. Zip

Mail to: NUCLEAR TIMES, 298 5th
Ave., New York, NY WOOL

Your name

Number of copies
Bulkrate—1-4, $15.00each. . .5-19,
$12.00 each (20% savings). . . 20-50,
$9.00 each (40% savings). . .

your own community, in Wash¬
ington, in the centers of world
power.

• Provide you with the thinking,
both philosophical and strategic,
of a broad range of people, many
ofwhom are dedicating their lives
to the movement.

• Help you put your own work,
and that of the organization to
which you belong, into the per¬
spective of the anti-nuclear weap¬
ons movement as a whole.

Don’t Miss a
Single Issue of
Nuclear Times!
Fill Out andMail
the Coupon at
Left Today!



JOIN • JOIN • JOIN
RURAL AMERICA
The only national, grassroors-orienred, member¬
ship organization for rural and small rown
people.

$20 Individuals $150 Organizations

Members Receive

• a subscription to ruralamerica, the bimonthly
journal of rural news, information and per¬
spective
• a discount on publications
• special offers
• the satisfaction of helping build a national
movement for rural change

Write today for more information

1900 M St. NW, Washington, DC 20006

THE COMMISSION
ON RELIGION

IN APPALACHIA

‘I can feel the people stirring
through the valleys and the
hills...’

Bill Staines

Solidarity
P.O. Box 10867 • 864 Weisgarber Road N.W. • Knoxville, Tennessee 37919

TENTH ANNIVERSARY CONGRATULATIONS TO SOUTHERN EXPOSURE

From
Southern Coalition for Educational Equity

Winifred Green, president

The Southern Coalition for Educational Equity (SCEE) is a unique organization in the south with its emphasis on
eliminating both racism and sexism from public schools and in making them into truly effective learning institu¬
tions. As the only southern organization working solely on the issue of public education in eleven states, SCEE
will continue to work cooperatively with other advocacy groups in the belief that by working together with zeal
and expertise we can make the 1980s a decade — not of hopelessness — but of real promise for the youth of
this nation.

SCEE Main Office
Box 22904
Jackson, Mississippi 39205

Project Offices
Room 304, Hall Building
209 West Capitol St.
Little Rock, Arkansas 72201

Suite 308
75 Marietta St., NW
Atlanta, Georgia 30303

Martin Behrman Middle School
715 Opelousas Avenue
New Orleans, Louisiana 70114



Pilgrim Press
Faces the Real Issues

Framed: The New Right Attack on
Chief Justice Rose Bird and the
Courts, by Betty Medsger; introduc¬
tion by Richard Reeves

A startling expose by a prize-winning
journalist of William Clark and the
New Right’s attempt to politicize
the courts.

(SI 7.95 cloth, 320pp.)
Powers of the Press; Twelve of the
World’s Influential Newspapers, by
Martin Walker

A highly revealing study of how the
news becomes news, in our own
country and around the world.
($20.00 cloth, 416pp.)

After Lebanon: The Israeli-Palestinian
Connection, edited by Hillel Schenker

The first comprehensive anthology done
after the Lebanon war from the per¬
spective of the Israeli peace movement.
($15.95 cloth, 320pp.)

Free to Teach: Achieving Equity and
Excellence in Schools, by Joe Nathan

A controversial examination of teach¬
ing methods and structures by a
leading public school administrator.
($14.95 cloth, 224pp.)

The Third World Tomorrow, by
Paul Harrison

New and original approaches for
fighting poverty in the Third World.
($7.95 paper, 416pp.)

Sexual Violence: The Unmentionable
Sin, by Marie Fortune

A groundbreaking examination of
a long-ignored problem from an
ethical and pastoral perspective.
($9.95 paper, 256pp.)

ALSO AVAILABLE

Witness to the Holocaust, by Azriel
Eisenberg ($12.95 paper, 672pp.)

Against the Grain: Coming through
Midlife Crisis, by David J. Maitland
($8.95 paper, 208pp.)

Shopping Bag Ladies: Homeless Women
Speak about Their Lives, by Ann Marie
Rousseau; preface by Alix Kates Shul-
man ($9.95 paper, 160pp.)

The Disarmament Catalogue, by Murray
Polner ($12.95 paper, 224pp.)

Fear at Work: Job Blackmail, Labor and
the Environment, by Richard Kazis
and Richard Grossman ($8.95 paper,
192pp.)

The Alternative Celebrations Catalogue,
by Milo Shannon-Thornberry ($8.95
paper, 192pp.)

Lawrence, 1912: The Bread and Roses
Strike, by William Cahn ($7.95 paper,
240pp., Ulus.)

Slow Coming Dark: Interviews on Death
Row, by Doug Magee ($10.95 paper,
181pp., illus.)

Images of Labor, introduction by Irving
Howe; preface by Joan Mondale
($16.95 paper, 92pp., 32 color plates)

For our social issues catalogue, write
Liane Carter, Director of Publicity
Pilgrim Press, 132 W. 31st Street

New York, NY 10001

The Alternative Periodicals Exhibiting Services (APES)
Congratulates Southern Exposure on Their 10th Anniversary.

For a Free Copy of the APES CATALOG,
Featuring Alternative Magazines, Newspapers & Newsletters,

Write; APES, 4426 S. Belsay. Grand Blanc, Ml 48439

We salute
Southern Exposure,

the voice of the
progressive South,

on its 10th anniversary,
and extend our best wishes
for its continued success in

working for and reporting on
social change in the
Southern states.

INDUSTRIAL UNION

DEPARTMENT, AFL-CIO

HowardD. Samuel, President

Elmer Chatak, Secretary-Treasurer



Congratulations
on Ten

Powerful Years

MURRAY H. FINLEY, president JACK SHEINKMAN, secretary-treasurer

SCOTTHOYMAN, executive vice president



A CELEBRATION OF WOMEN
<>N IN THE ARTS X

FERRON
RONNIE GILBERT

ELIZABETH COTTEN
SWEET HONEY IN THE ROCK

ORQUESTA SABROSITA
and others

JUNE 25, ‘83 • WASH DC
Tickets $14; For information, write Roadwork, Inc.,
BoxQ, 1475 Harvard Street, NW,Wash., DC 20009.

Telephone (202) 234-9308.

Congratulations
on Your 10th Year

BestWishes
forManyMore
MIDtfCST
ACADEMY
600W. FullertonAve.
Chicago, IL 60614

The Complete
Guide to Charitable Giving
Don’t wait until December 31st
to read the Gift-Giving Guide

Plan now for year-end tax savings.

Let the Gift-Giving Guide help you redirect your tax dollar away from the
Pentagon to organizations working to end militarism and promote
peace.

Or, to any number of tax-exempt projects doing what our tax money
should be doing. Empowering the disenfranchised. Protecting the en¬
vironment. Redressing discrimination. Alleviating injustice.

The Gift-Giving Guide tells you everything you need to know about char¬
itable giving:
• Dozens of ways to make tax-deductible contributions.
• Multiply savings through gifts of stock.
• Deduct now, decide later.
• Write off volunteer expenses or loans.
• Prepare wills.
• Take advantage of carryovers, lower tax brackets,

and once-in-a-lifetime giving opportunities.

To order the Gift-Giving Guide, send $7.50 to:
Funding Exchange
135 East 15th St.,
New York, N.Y. 10003

Name

Address

Zip
The Funding Exchange is a national network of community-based foundations that support grassroots,
social change organizations in their regions.
Bread & Roses Community Fund, Philadelphia; Common Capital Fund, Washington, D.C.; Crossroads
Fund, Chicago; Fund for Southern Communities. Atlanta; Haymarket People’s Fund, Boston; Liberty
Hill Foundation, Los Angeles; McKenzie River Gathering, Eugene; North Star Fund, New York City;
Vanguard Public Foundation, San Francisco.

Gift
Giving
Guide

Methods and Tax Implications
of Giving Away Money

by the Funding Exchange

PO Box 2514
Durham, NC
27705

(919)286-9249

705 N. Bdway
Knoxville, TN
37917
(615)525-3147

Smith, Patterson, Follin,
Curtis, James& Harkavy

ATTORNEYS AND
COUNSELLORS AT LAW

700 Southeastern Building
Greensboro, N.C. 27401

(919)274-2992
19 West Hargett Street
Post Office Box 510
Raleigh, N.C. 27602
(919) 755-1812

A general practice law firm,
including trial and appellate litigation in

North Carolina and federal courts.

m
We Print

SOUTHERN EXPOSURE
And We're

Proud Of It!
We Produce .. .

Hord or Soft Books,
From Printing To Binding

We Operate .. .

Complete Facilities . . . From
Computer Typesetting to
Quality Binding

We Create ...
All types of Printing
Programs and we hove the
Ideal one for YOU!

We're Walsworth,
Your Top Quality Publisher

Contact Ed Walsworth

WALSWORTH
PUBLISHING
COMPANY, INC.

MARCELINE, MISSOURI 64658
Coll Collect 816-376-3543



“...WITH LIBERTY AND JUSTICE
FOR ALL”

Our Task Is Making The Government
Live Up To Its Pledge.

Please Join Us.

Alabama CLU
P.O. Box 447

Montgomery, AL 36101
205/262-0304

Kentucky CLU
809 South Fourth

Louisville, KY 40203
502/581-1181

ACLU of South Carolina
533-B Fiarden Street

Columbia, SC 29205
803/799-5151

ACLU of Arkansas
P.O. Box 2832
Little Rock, AR 72203
501/374-2660

ACLU of Louisiana
348 Baronne Street
New Orleans, LA 70112
504/522-0617

ACLU of Tennessee
P.O. Box 120160

Nashville, TN 37212
615/383-9525

ACLU of Florida
7210 Red Road
South Miami, FL 33143
305/666-2950

ACLU of Mississippi
528 N. State Street

Jackson, MS 39201
601/355-6464

Texas CLU
600 West 7th Street
Austin, TX 78701
512/477-5849

ACLU of Georgia
88 Walton Street, NW
Atlanta, GA 30303
404/523-5398

North Carolina CLU
P.O. Box 3094
Greensboro, NC 27402
919/273-1641

ACLU of Virginia
112A No. 7th Street
Richmond, VA 23219
804/644-8022



In Appreciation
for 10 years of

Progressive Journalism

Midwest Research
Chicago, IL
Chip Berlet

Jean Hardesty
Peggy Shinner

South
of the

Garden
A bimonthly
newsletter
of feminism
and religion
in the South

$5.00 per year

P.O. Box 1365, Greensboro, NC 27402



THE GREENSBORO CIVIL RIGHTS FUND
SALUTES

SOUTHERN EXPOSURE
In October 1981, the Institute for Southern
Studies published THE THIRD OF NOVEMBER
report, a six-month investigative study
determining that there was an "intimate
alliance" among the district attorney's
office and police officials in Greensboro,
North Carolina.

The 6-month investigative study was one of
the first to substantiate government,involve¬
ment in the Greensboro Massacre. Since the
THIRD OF NOVEMBER report, evidence has
continued to mount concerning the role of
the FBI, the BATF, the Greensboro police and
the Ku Klux Klan and American Nazi Fbrty.

The Greensboro Civil Rights Fund is
mounting a federal civil rights suit on behalf
of the widowed and injured of the
Greensboro Massacre.

WHAT YOU CAN DO:
Endorse: Encourage your group or congre¬
gation to endorse the Greensboro Civil
Rights Suit.
Educate: Speakers and the videotape of the
murders are available in:
New York (212) 254-4695;
Washington, D.C.
(202) 797-8106; or in
Greensboro, N.C. (919) 275-6589.

I/my organization endorses the Greensboro Civil Rights Suit. As an important and valid means of ascertain¬
ing the truth about the Nov. 3,1979, killings of five anti-Klan demonstrators in Greensboro, N.C., I agree to the
public use of my name by the Greensboro Justice Fund as an endorser of the Civil Rights Suit.
Name
Address

Phone (Home) (Work)

Signature Date

Greensboro Justice Fund
853 Broadway, Room 1912
New York, New York 10003

(212) 254-4695

Legal Alliance for Greensboro Justice
Southeastern Building, Suite 301

102 North Elm Street
Greensboro, N.C 27401

(919) 275-6589

Christie Institute/
Greensboro Civil Rights Fund
1324 North Capitol Street NW

Washington, DC. 20002
(202) 797-8106

INSTITUTE FOR SOUTHERN STUDIES REPORT:

THE THIRD OF
NOVEMBER
On November 3, 1979, television cameras from
four stations recorded in awesome detail the
killing of five communist demonstrators by
members of the Ku KluxKlan and Nazi Party.
Six men charged with first-degree
murder were tried by an all-white jury.
Their acquittal one year later did not
erase the videotapeswhich show
them calmly unloading their
weapons from a car trunk,
running after victims and firing,
in some cases, at point-blank
range. Some people choose
to believe the jury learned
things about that day which
the rest of us don't know,
some evidence that
established the innocence
of those charged. Others
would like to forget
the incident

altogether.



A1 Boutte has a dream.
It’s Anheuser-Busch’s
dream, too.

There’s a loan desk on the second
floor of Chicago’s Independence Bank
that doesn’t expect to make a dime on
any investment. But for bank chairman
A1 Boutte the returns it brings back are
infinitely greater. Because they represent
the dreams of an entire community.

That community is Chatham,
located on Chicago’s Southeast side.
And the loan desk? It’s a student-loan
desk, set up to afford any son or daughter
of Chatham residents the opportunity
for a college education.

For A1 Boutte, the loan desk is only
the latest chapter of a dream, a dream
not for himself but for the bank he
heads and the community it serves.

The story begins in 1964. At that
time, Chatham was on the verge of
collapse. White businesses were leaving.
And, more important, white banks were
leaving. Without capital, Chatham could
have turned into a ghetto. Instead, the
Independence Bank and other neighbor¬
hood minority financial institutions
helped turn things around. Today,
Chatham is a thriving community with
an average family income of over $20,000.

And the Independence Bank has
grown right along with it. From less
than a million dollars in assets in 1964,
it has grown to $98,000,000 in 1982,
making it not only the biggest minority-
owned bank in Chicago but in the
country, as well. And its list of corporate
clients is just as impressive: Borg-Warner,
Illinois Bell, Commonwealth Edison,
Kraft, Inland Steel, People’s Gas and
Anheuser-Busch.

Through the Anheuser-Busch
Minority Banking Program, we’ve
established a $5 million line-of-credit
with the Independence Bank and other
minority-owned banks throughout the
country.

These and other banking relation¬
ships provide the banks with funds for
reinvestment in their local areas. That’s
good for the community.

And community growth and devel¬
opment mean a better future. That’s good
for everyone, including Anheuser-Busch.

We’re proud to be involved with
minority banks like the Independence
Bank of Chicago. And know that by
working together, we can help build a
brighter tomorrow. One where we all
profit and grow.

Building a future.
Dream by dream.

ANHEUSER-BUSCH COMPANIES
Anheuser-Busch Companies is the parent company of
Anheuser-Busch, Inc., brewers of Budweiser*, Michelob*,
Michelob* Light, Budweiser* Light, Natural Light and
Busch* beers



Congratulations
from the

Children's Foundation

In Solidarity!
New Society Publishers
4722 BaltimoreAvenue
Philadelphia, PA 19143

The Center for the Study
of Southern Culture

at the University of Mississippi
offers multi-disciplinary courses
and degrees in Southern Studies.
The Center also sponsors confer¬
ences, symposia, festivals, and

publications on the South. Contact
William Ferris, Director, Center for
the Study of Southern Culture,

University, MS 38677
(601)232-5993

Saluting your
10th anniversary
and the goodwork

you're doing
ArthurAsh AbelMoreinis
HelenAsh PattiMoreinis

Sylvia Ash Beth Strode
BenM iller HildrethStrode
RuthMiller

SOCM stands with
SOUTHERN EXPOSURE
celebrating 10 good years.

Here's to another 10
in solidarity.

SAVEOUR
CUMBERLAND
MOUNTAINS

Congratulations

Southern Exposure
from

the North American

Congress on Latin America

publishers since 1967 of
NACLA Report on the Americas

the bimonthly magazine that takes
you behind the headlines

on Latin America, human rights,
and (J.S. foreign policy.

Subscription $15 a year to:
NACLA, Dept. SX
151 W. 19th St.
New York, N.Y. 10011

Free catalogue available upon request.

James Baldwin, Norman Bimbaum, Blair Clark,
Fred Cook, E. L. Doctorow, Richard Falk,
Jules Feiffer, Tom Ferguson & Joel Rogers,

Frances FitzGerald, Philip Green,
Barbara Grizutti Harrison, Christopher Hitchens,

Robert Lekachman, Penny Lemoux,
Richard Lingeman, Gabriel Garcia Marquez,
Michael Manley, Aryeh Neier, Nora Sayre,

Anthony Shawcross, Robert Sherrill,
E. P. Thompson, Calvin Trillin, Gore Vidal,
Kurt Vonnegut, Ellen Willis, RogerWilkins,

AlanWolfe write it.

John Alcorn, Marshall Arisman, Tony Auth,
Seymour Chwast, Robert Grossman,
Frances Jetter, Ed Koren, David Levine,

Lou Myers, Ed Sorel illustrate it.
Victor Navasky edits it.

Why is today's Nation
wiser and wittier than
any other weekly in the
field? The answer is in
the people who write it,
illustrate it and edit it.

And in those who read it.
Join us. Take advantage
of our 6 month intro¬
ductory offer. Send in
the coupon today.

TheNation.
P.O. Box 1953, Marion, OH 43306

(PLEASE PRINT)

ADDRESS

CITY

STATE ZIP

YES! Send me 24 weekly issues of The Nation (6 months) for
$11.95—that's less than half the price of a year's subscription, a
savings of $18.05 off the price others pay at the newsstand. I
understand that I may cancel at any time and receive a refund for all
unmailed copies.

NAME

□ My payment is enclosed—reward me with
4 FREE ADDITIONAL ISSUES!

□ Please bill me later.

Add $3.50 for foreign postage. Subscriptions payable in equivalent U.S
funds. Mail to: The Nation, P.O. Box 1953, Marion, OH 43306. D3229



Environmentalists
for Full Employment

congratulates Southern Exposure
on its tenth anniversary
of working for justice

and social change in the South.

FEAR AT WORK: Job Blackmail, Labor and the En¬
vironment (1982), by Richard Kazis and Richard L.
Grossman, examines how worker and public health
have been traded off for jobs and economic growth.
Using the promise of jobs—and the threat of
unemployment—employers and politicians have
blackmailed workers and communities into accepting
work dangerous to both. This new book provides data
and first-hand stories that refute charges that workplace
and environmental regulations are throwing people out
of work and accelerating the nation's economic decline.
There are some "success" stories too, where unions and
environmental groups have joined to resist "job
blackmail." $10.95; bulk rates available. Order from
EFFE, 1536 16th St., N.W., Washington, D.C. 20036.

WorkingTogether in South Carolina
Carolina Peace Resource Center

Fairfield UnitedAction

Energy Research Foundation

Palmetto Alliance

Environmentalists, Inc

We congratulate SOUTHERN EXPOSURE for bringing
insight and inspiration to Southerners for 10 years.

OKK IN THE PUBLIC SECTOR—
IT’S MORE THANA JOB
The American Federation of State, County and Municipal Employees
(AFSCME) represents more than one-million public employees in state
and local government. Our members administer child nutrition programs,
Medicaid and school lunch programs. We care for the elderly and the handi¬
capped. We pick up your garbage and fix your streets. We make sure your
drinking water is clean and pure.

AFSCME’s members know that their work is more than a job. AFSCME
and its members work for the public. We’re proud of the work we do. We’re
also proud of our efforts to insure tax fairness and equal rights for
minorities and women. We’re fighting back against the unfairness
of Reaganomics.

m.
vice

Gerald W. McEntee, William Lucy
International President International Secretary-Treasurer



FOXFIRE

"Congratulations on the tenth birthday
of Southern Exposure, one of the most
important magazines being published in
the South today."

Eliot Wigginton
and the Foxfire Staff

Foxfire Fund, Inc. is an educational, non-profit organization run by high-school students and its
own staff at the Rabun County High School in northeast Georgia. For the past sixteen years
students have published the quarterly magazine, Foxfire, that records and documents the lore
and folkways of the Southern Appalachian Mountain culture. In addition to the quarterly
magazine, whose articles are compiled regularly into bound books (the most recent of which is
Foxfire 7), the Foxfire program encompasses an ever-expanding range of subject areas and
projects that touch on every facet of the Southern Appalachian culture and environment.
Sixteen elective courses are now offered at the local high school by Foxfire staff in concert with
the school's departments of language arts, biology, history, music, and art. The students
participate in environmental studies and outdoor education, photography, video and television
production, record production, Appalachian music and folklore, and publications.

Name (Please print or type)

Address

Company name if the following is a business address

City State

My check for money order) for $
enclosed.

The Foxfire Press is proud to announce the release of their first national
title — AUNT ARIE: A Foxfire Portrait, is a delightful, loving homage in
words and pictures to Aunt Arie Carpenter, the heroine of the legendary
Foxfire series. Included here is a wealth of never-before-published
material on Aunt Arie and dozens of memorable photographs.
$15.95, cloth: $8.95, paper
A second national title will be coming in July — THE FOXFIRE CALENDAR 1984, aptly
subtitled Things you Can Make for Little or No Money. Each month has an accompanying
project appropriate to that time of year, loaded with photos, diagrams, directions and
quotes. Extra pages between each month develop the directions and include additional text
for each item. Handsomely designed in three colors, the calendar will combine the "down-
home" appeal Foxfire readers love. $5.95

Foxfire invites you to send for our brochure which lists and
describes other items available through the Foxfire library: magazines,
records, calendars, and books.

Foxfire Fund. Inc.
Box B, Rabun Gap, GA. 30568 404-746-5318
Please send me:

copies of AUNT ARIE: A Foxfire Portrait
Cloth - $15.95. Add $1.00 postage and handling.
copies of AUNT ARIE: A Foxfire Portrait
Paper - $8.95. Add $1.00 postage and handling.
complimentary brochures
complimentary packet of information about the
Foxfire organization.



Congratulations to Southern Exposure on its 10th Anniversary
from the

ENVIRONMENTAL POLICY CENTER
BarbaraBlum — Chair LouiseDunlap — President

Our staff provides information to citizens, state, local and federal agencies. We
are the largest team of public interest lobbyists in Washington. The following are
our areas of specialization:

NUCLEAR POWER & WEAPONS
Weapons Production & Testing — Bob Alvarez

Radiation & Health — Elli Walters
Waste Storage & Disposal — David Berick

Waste Transportation — Fred Millar
Subsidies, Liability & Insurance — Keiki Kehoe

ENERGY CONSERVATION
Industrial — Bill Chandler

Transportation — Harriet Parcells
Residential — Norris McDonald

SYNTHETIC FUELS
Bob Roach
Rick Young
Jim Matheson

CITIZENS’ MINING
PROJECT
Ed Grandis
Jim Lyon
Mark Squillace

PUBLIC LANDS
Steve Lanich

WATER POLICY
Brent Blackwelder
Pete Carlson

AGRICULTURE
Jack Doyle
Kathy Backer

ENVIRONMENTAL
PROTECTION AGENCY
John McCormick

The Environmental Policy Center, founded in 1972, works to reduce America’s
dependence on nuclear power and weapons. We promote energy and water conser¬
vation; the safe clean use of coal, oil and gas, and the increased use of renewable
sources of energy.
EPC builds support for its work by forming and participating in citizens coali¬

tions that are economically, geographically and politically diverse.
EPC is a project of the Environmental Policy Institute.

Environmental Policy Center
317 Pennsylvania Ave., S.E., Washington, D.C. 20003

202/547-5330



National Conference
of BlackMayors, Inc.

salutes
Southern Exposure

on its 10th Anniversary
Best Wishes for a Long
and Successful Future

Mayor Johnny L. Ford, president
Michelle D. Kourouma, executive director

APPALACHIAN ALLIANCE
A COAL1TION OF GRASSROOTS

GROUPSWORKING FOR
POLITICAL, ECONOMIC AND
SOCIAL CHANGE IN THE

MOUNTAINS

Salutes
SOUTHERN EXPOSURE

NEW RESOURCES

Appalachia in the Eighties: A Time
forAction

Rights: Yours & Theirs: A Citizens'
Guide to Oil & Gas in Appalachia

$3 each ($2 each for orders of 10 ormore)
P.O. Box 66, New Market, TN 37820

Greetings From
FREEDOMWAYS

A Quarterly Review of
the Freedom
Movement

Since its founding in 1961,
FREEDOMWAYS has been

illuminating contemporary issues and
problems in articles by leading

writers, critics, historians and public
figures.

Associate Editors:
Keith E. Baird Ernest Kaiser

Loyle Hairston J.H. O’Dell
Editors:

Jean Carey Bond
Esther Jackson

Subscriptions:
$7.50-one year; $15.00-two years

799 Broadway, New York, NY 10003

TheNorthCarolina

Independent
North Carolina'sNew

StatewideNews Biweekly
wishes

SOUTHERNEXPOSURE
a happy 10th

May you havemanymore
You can become a

charter subscriber of the
N. C. Independent

for only $16.
Write: P.O. Box 2690
Durham, NC 27705



Congratulations

Southern Exposure
FOR 10 YEARS COVERING A PROUD AND BEAUTIFUL SOUTH

—From your friends in theAppalachian coalfields.

mountain
liietfwotte

SINCE 1925
MAGAZINE OF THE

APPALACHIAN SOUTH

SUBSCRIPTIONS: $ 10/YEAR

\x\\n\\nx\s^
'

JOIN TODAY!
The Council of the Southern Mountains

P.O.Box 1188 vv\nY;
Clintwood, Virginia 24228 '0\v^!y
(703) 926-4495/926-4931 .

Council of the Southern Mountains

TheAlternativeMedia
Information Center

MediaNetwork offers:
a clearinghouse for information on films, videotapes and

slideshows on a wide range of current issues
• guides to media on disarmament and reproductive issues
• a report on creative uses of media for grassroots organizing
in the peace movement
• training, consulting and other media-related programs
and services

Write or call formore information: MediaNetwork
208West 13th Street. New York, NY 10011 (212)620-0877

L,egal illefenseF■und NAACP LEGAL DEFENSE AND EDUCATIONAL FUND. INC.
10 Columbus Circle, New York. N.Y. 10019* (212)586-8397

Salutes Southern Exposure
For 10Years of

FineNewsCoverage to the Black Community

Contributions are deductible for U.S. income tax purposes

The NAACP LEGAL DEFENSE & EDUCATIONAL FUND is not part of the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People although it
was founded by it and shares its commitment to equal rights. LDF has had for over 25 years a separate Board, program, staff. office and budget

Delta is an airline run by
more than 35,000profess¬
ionals.One of them is
GwendolynWilliams,Reser¬
vations Sales Agent.

One hundred phone calls
each day is average for Gwen.
But there's nothing average
about theway she handles
each and everyone.

Gwen dealswith all sorts
of problems. Like people look¬
ing for the best routing.Or the
most economical fares. She
sees that they get them.
“It's simple.Whenwe take

care ofour customers, they
keep coming back to us."

When it comes to service,
her passengers have no reser¬
vations on this one point:
GwenWilliams is a Delta
professional.

And there are more than
35,000 just like her.
Delta is readywhen

you are:



Congratulations, Southern Exposure
on your Tenth Anniversary
from Flying Fish Records

presenting the best in
contemporary Southern music

Sweet Honey in the Rock
Gospel-style harmony singing about social
issues—FF-022 & FF-245, Good News (live)

Si Kahn
Community organizer and songwriter—
FF-207, Home, and FF-221, Doing My Job

Red Clay Ramblers
Everyone's favorite string band—latest

albums FF-219, Meeting in the Air (Carter
family songs), and FF-246, Hard Times

These fine albums and many others
are available for $7.50 postpaid from

Flying Fish Records, Dept. SE,
1304 W. Schubert, Chicago, IL 60614.

PLEASE WRITE FOR A FREE CATALOG

Congratulations
on 10 powerful and
inspirational years.

Keep it coming.

Amnesty International USA
SouthernRegional Office
730 PeachtreeNo. 1000

Atlanta, GA 30308
(404)876-5661

The Federation of
Southern Cooperatives

Congratulates
Southern Exposure
on its 10th Anniversary

FSC
100 Edgewood Ave., NE
Room 1228
Atlanta, GA 30303
(404)524-6882

FSC
Rural Training and Re
search Center

PO Box 95
Epes, AL 35460
(205)652-9676

The Federation provides training, technical
assistance and advocacy to 25,000 low-income
families, organized into 100 cooperatives and

credit unions across the rural South.

Over 2,000 Jobs
Are Waiting Community Jobs

lists over 2.000
t job and internship openings in

community and social
change work nationwide.

Jobs in the environment, peace and disarmament,
health, housing, education, the media, human rights,
and more.

In addition—
• We examine the major issues of concern to people working
for a better future.

• We profile the organizations that are addressing these
issues.

• We interview the individuals who are leading the battles.
• And we tell you "how to"—get a job, get involved, or make
your organization more effective.

• Plus: reviews, announcements and resource guides.
No Risk Guarantee! Ifa one year subscription to Community Jobs
(ten issues) doesn't meet your needs, just write and we'll promptly
send you a full refund on all unmailed issues.

□ $12.00 Individual □ $15.00 Nonprofit Organization
40% off the cover price 20% off

□ Payment enclosed □ I've enclosed an extra $10
□ Please bill me for first class delivery

NAME

ADDRESS

CITY STATE ZIP

Send to: Community Jobs.
1520 16th St. NW. Suite SE. Washington. DC 20036
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3
1j Reading
E Lists

READING LISTS IN RADICAL SOCIAL SCIENCE

Reading List Collective,
Union tor Radical Political Economics

This is an invaluable reference work for student and teach¬
er's. containing over sixty syllabi from university courses
across the United States The reading lists have been se¬
lected to provide annotated introductions to radical social
science as well as extensive bibliographies in such areas
as political economy, women s studies racism, health, and
labor This volume replaces Reading Lists in Radical Politi¬
cal Economics Notes 360 pp LC 81-8602 5.
A Monthly Review Preet/URPE Book $10.00

Send to:

URPE, 41 Union Square West, Room 901, New York, N Y. 10003.

Includes:
Marxism
History
Labor
Women
Imperialism
Revolution
Socialism

you
P haven’t

seen the
k'"! Guardian in

a while, take
another look.

Check out the new

Guardian, a paper for
the eighties: news from
the movement, superb

CiUSStWdlSUl
inter¬

national

reportage,
a lively left

’opinions” page,
reviews and

commentary on
cultural happenings,

news from Washington
and around the country.

Haven’t we
heard this before?

itifati Sttfo.&r 'far.#*; tow

Taken
FREE
look!

Get the news every week
in North America’s

indispensable tool for
activists: the new Guardian.

With this coupon you can get
four FREE issues of the

new Guardian, plus
an option to subscribe

at greatly reduced rates.

Send me four FREE issues m

of the new Guardian.

Name

Address

Guardian,
33 W. 17th St., New York, N Y. 10011

Building
Community

Empowerment
through
Worker

Ownership
Twin Streams

Educational Center
413 E. ChapelHill Street

P.O.Box 3259
Durham, NC 27705

Center for
CommunitySelf-Help

243 Flemington Street
Chapel Hill, NC 27514

■p

Happy 10th
and ourwishes

formanymore!

4795McWiUieDrive
Suite 210

Jackson, MS 39206



Southerners for
Economic Justice

P.O. Box 240, Durham, NC 27702

Dedicated To Continue the
Struggle for Economic Justice

BOARD OF DIRECTORS

James E. Ferguson, II (Charlotte), president
Rev. W.W. Finlator (Raleigh), vice president
Bill Finger (Raleigh), secretary-treasurer
Julian Bond (Atlanta)
Ben Bowen (Greenville)
Constance Curry (Atlanta)
Virginia Durr (Wetumpka, AL)
Rev. Bridges Edwards (Dublin, GA)
Bob Hall (Durham)
Maynard Jackson (Atlanta)
Laughlin McDonald (Atlanta)

Ray Marshall (Austin)
Hayes Mizell (Columbia)
Father Charles Mulholland
(Washington, NC)

Jane North (Knoxville)
Dr. Kenneth Penegar (Knoxville)
Daniel Pollitt (Chapel Hill)
Dr. Joseph Roberts (Atlanta)
James Sessions (Knoxville)
Andrew Young (Atlanta)
Leah Wise, Executive Director

tb« north cnrolin
A Twice Weekly Newspaper of Politics & The Arts

Now in its 17th year, the Anvil still
is a people’s oriented, progressive
twice-weekly newspaper with style and
imagination, aimed toward the future
of North Carolina through analysis, ex¬
ploration and ideas contemporary with
our time and place.

The Anvil needs you and you need
the Anvil.

SUBSCRIPTION RATE - $10.40 THE YEAR
$6.76 THE HALF; P.O. BOX 1148, DURHAM
N.C. 27702; PHONE 688-9544.
SAMPLE COPY ON REQUEST

In Solidarity
North Carolina
AFL-CIO

'Pray for the dead,
and fight like hell
for the living."

EA. Britt, President
Chris Scott, Sec.-Treas.

The People’s Voice
Thanks for 10 Years of
Progressive Journalism

P.O.Box 806
Weldon, NC 27890



SUBSCRIBE TO

Happy BirthdayCALLALOO
a tri-annual black south journal of arts and letters Southern Exposure

Publishes poems, short stories, arti¬
cles, short plays, interviews, photo¬
graphy, graphics, reviews, folklore,
essays and reports on Black art and ^ M/^
culture.

Write: < NEW MORNING
Charles H. Rowell, Editor,CALALOO yl ^^CONSTRUCTION INC.Department of English / Jc CMI AD desiqn & construction

University of Kentucky water heaters

Lexington, Kentucky 40506-0027 '''' 1320 SHEPHERD STREET • DURHAM. NC 27707 • 489-1656

Congratulations
& BestWishes
for 10More

Glorious Years

Alternate ROOTS
1083 Austin Ave.
Atlanta, GA 30307

HJND FOR\building a
SOUTHERN \FOUNDATION
COMMUNITIES \FQR CHANGE

The Fund for Southern Communities is proud to be
working with the folks at Southern Exposure and the
countless others dedicated to the movement for
social and economic justice in the South.
The Fund is a community-supported foundation

which provides grants to vital grass-roots social
change efforts in Georgia and Carolinas. Ours is a new
breed of philanthropy based on the principle of
“change not charity”.
For information on applying for a grant or making a

contribution, write: Fund for Southern Communities,
P.O. Box 927,1603 Healey Building, Atlanta, Ga 30301

The Fund for Southern Communities is proud to announce its 1983 grarrtees*:

Georgia
Atlanta 9 to 5
Burke County Improvement
Association

Community Improvement
Coalition of Monroe County

Eskenosen
Georgia Agricultural Marketing Project
Macon County Utility Project
Poverty Rights Office
Southern P.O.W.E.R.
Vietnam Veterans Against the War

— Mid-Atlantic Chapter

South Carolina

North Carolina

Carolina Interfaith Task Force
on Central America

Center for Community Self-Help
New Hope
Night Heron Press
Robeson County Clergy
and Laity Concerned

Raleigh National Organization
for Women

Third World Women Writers’
Workshop

Warren County Concerned Citizens
Western Carolinians for
Criminal Justice

Concerned Citizens for Representative Government
Fairfield United Action
Greenwood County Grassroots Committee
Harbinger Publications
New Horizons for Children
South Carolina Nuclear Weapons Freeze Campaign
Workers’ Rights Project

5TbvuniSt \bicc
Uv tUr Southeast^

Happy
Tenth

Julian Bond
John Lewis
StanleyWise

•Some of these projects were funded directly, others as part of the activities of other charitable
organizations. For purposes of clarity, we are listing only the ultimate beneficiaries.
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Welcome ToMy Time.
When thatworkday’s over, that’s
when my time begins. Time to say
welcome to some ice cold Miller
High Life. So go on. Get yourself a
cold one. And welcome to my time
Welcome to Miller time.”

JeffreyOsborne

©1982 Miller Brewing Co., Milwaukee, Wis.



FROMOURREADERS

Death Row

Dear SE:
I want to thank you for sending me

that packet of information on the
death penalty.

However, 1 need another one sent
to me, because I am confined with a
man who is facing, or should I say if
convicted, he could get this as a
sentence.

I also would like for you to know
that I am serving two life sentences
myself in New York state and if there
was a death penalty here at that time,
I would have gotten it.

I am against the death penalty bill
that people want to mandate as a law.

I know only the poor will die if this
happens and right now the poor is
being killed off anyway.

I hope to hear from you soon and
I’m with you 100 percent all the way.

— C. Burton
Auburn, NY

NOTE: In the midst of a new wave of
executions, we at the Institute for
Southern Studies encourage everyone
to study our Death Penalty Informa¬
tion Packet (DPIP) and learn more
about just how insane and inhumane
the death penalty really is.

The packet contains resources for
study groups, for lobbying and for
organizing against the death penalty.
Its 12 fact sheets include a statistical
profile of death row, the case against
the death penalty, the Bible and the
death penalty, and more.

Order for $2 each ($1 each for
five or more) from: DPIP, P.O. Box
531, Durham, NC27702.

Left Out

Dear SE:

Congratulations on “WagingPeace.”
However, I noted with some dismay
that you did not include Charlotte
Peace Network/CALC, the local affili¬
ate of Clergy and Laity Concerned,
among the North Carolina resources.

168 SOUTHERN EXPOSURE

Charlotte Peace Network/CALC has
been in existence for more than two

years. CPN affiliated with CALC last
May. We meet every month, the first
Tuesday at noon, at Myers Park Baptist
Church. We have 115 members, 45 of
whom are clergy ofProtestant, Catholic
and Jewish congregations. We work
very closely with SANE and other
local peace groups. We can be reached
at: 224 Providence Rd., Charlotte, NC
28207.

- Art Kortheuer
Charlotte, NC

Digit
Dear SE:

OK. You dig up the dirt beautifully
but you seldom clean it up. Why don’t
you report more of the adventurous
and pioneer projects? Is your goal to
expose ... or to promote?

- unsigned
Berea, KY

Rainbow Warriors

Dear SE:
The Reagan administration’s plans

to sell federal lands to offset the
national debt is another affront to

those of us who love the environment.
Federal land is public land; it belongs
to the public, not the United States
government. The public might need
this land some day.

Through our land, and Mother
Nature, we can come to know our
inner nature. This is identical to the
nature of the universe. We are all a

part of one organism. Man is not above
the animals, the trees, nor even the
rocks beneath us. The Earth is one

living entity. “The land gives food and
shelter and medicine and cleansing,
these things belong to us. The land
belongs to life, life belongs to the land,
and the land belongs to itself.” We
must maintain some relationship with
nature, for without it we are adrift and
lost with no hope of finding our inner
selves and the truth within.

“Through interaction with his envi¬
ronment, man learns about the natural
world and then comes to understand
his own nature. He becomes one with
nature, one with himself, one with the
Great Spirit.”

Our present society is the most un¬
natural way of life man has ever tried.
Americans are the furthest removed
from the trees, the birds, the insects,
the animals, the growing plants and
the weather. The further we remove

ourselves, the more Godless we be¬
come. Ronald Reagan and his thieves
are the most Godless men our society
has witnessed. Not only are they far
removed from all things natural, they
want to destroy that small amount
that remains to us in the form of
national forests and wilderness. Their
present course of advocating less wil¬
derness, selling off our public lands
and the destruction of forest and
shorelines for private profit is oppres¬
sion. “Modern man talks of harnessing
nature, conquering nature and making
nature a servant of man. This shows
that modern man doesn’t know the
first thing about nature and nature’s
way.” The present deplorable state of
our environment proves that. “Man¬
kind’s strength and ultimate survival
depend not upon an ability to manip¬
ulate and control, but upon an ability
to harmonize with nature as an inte¬

gral part of the system of life.”
Our government must immediately

stop its grotesque and overbearing
assault on the environment. We are

causing disharmony and destruction all
over the planet. As stewards of this
Earth, and as Rainbow Warriors, we
have come to believe in the sacredness
of our Mother Earth. The laws that
govern nature are simple, yet greater
than those created by mere mortal
men. We may soon begin enforcing
those laws for Her protection with all
our strength.

(P.S.: Quotations from Rolling
Thunder by Doug Boyd.)

- Jay S. Gertz
Asheville, NC
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Hanesworkers focus
of tendon disorder

Feel like your boss treats you likea machine? That’s exactly what
workers in factories owned by
the largest seller of hosiery

and second biggest seller of men’s
underwear say is happening to them.
Hanes Corporation, makers of L’eggs
panty hose and now a subsidiary of
Consolidated Foods in Chicago, prides
itself for applying advanced engineering
techniques to production lines in its
dozen plants in Virginia, the Carolinas
and Georgia. But a coalition ofCatholic
activists, women’s organizations, civil-
rights groups and others says the highly
regimented tasks, which require rapid
and repeated motions, place a crippling
stress on the tendons of the arms and
hands. Their survey of Hanes workers
shows that hundreds have symptoms
of tendonitis, but the company insists
the problem is minimal.
“It’s worse than in the old-fashioned

mills because management has refined
each person’s job to a selected few
motions and then given the workers a
quota to meet as though they were
robots,” says Sister Imelda Maurer of
the Citizens Commission for Justice
at Hanes. “You can’t oil a person’s arm
like you can a machine, but you can
keep them too frightened to complain,
and that’s just what Hanes has done.”

The Citizens Commission, which
includes Bella Abzug, Eleanor Smeal,
Studs Terkel, Rev. Joseph Lowery,
and representatives from several
national religious organizations, says
it will hold public hearings in towns
where Hanes workers are suffering.
The AFL-CIO says tendonitis is be¬
coming an increasing problem in indus¬
tries where new production techniques
require workers to perform a limited
number ofmotions over and over.

The Amalgamated Clothing & Tex¬
tile Workers Union (ACTWU) won a
union election at the Hanes plant in
Galax, Virginia, in 1979, and helped
get OSHA to cite the company for the
high incidence of tendonitis. But the

Fourth Circuit Court voided the elec¬
tion because the union passed out liter¬
ature which used abusive language to
describe the company’s lawyers. It is
not clear when the union will publicly
announce a new organizing drive in
Galax or at other Hanes plants, but the
momentum sparked by the Citizens
Commission and workers’ growing pro¬
tests seems likely to produce new union
activity, possibly by the summer,
especially if ACTWU hopes to enhance
its reputation for fighting occupational
problems faced by Southern workers.

Southern Congress
still drag on progress

The Democratic Party may haverid itself of chief boll weevil
Phil Gramm of Texas, but the
South’s delegation as a whole

(now with Gramm as a Republican) still
poses the single biggest obstacle to pro¬
gressive legislation. That’s no exaggera¬
tion; just look at their voting records.

Southern Republicans are even more
conservative than their non-Southern
GOP counterparts. And Southern
Democrats tally scores that are 25-35
percent more conservative than Demo¬
crats from other parts of the country.

CONGRESSIONAL VOTING RECORDS
Southern vs. Non-Southern Delegations

Scored by Various Organizations
AFL-
CIO

CCUS ADA LCV

SENATE
Southern Dem . 52% 59% 46% 38%
Other Dem. 77 31 75 70
Southern Rep. 12% 92% 7% 12%
Other Rep. 19 87 19 32

Total Senate 41% 66% 40% 43%

HOUSE
Southern Dem . 57% 48% 31% 36%
Other Dem. 79 18 72 71
Southern Rep. 15% 92% 7% 29%
Other Rep. 18 90 19 37

Total House 49% 55% 40% 49%

Averages are based on scores given each
member of the 97th Congress for their
votes on key issues selected by the AFL-
CIO, Chamber of Commerce (CCUS),
Americans for Democratic Action (ADA),
and League of Conservation Voters (LCV).

Quick fix not enough
forMississippi school

Now that the flood of publi¬city surrounding Governor
William Winter’s educational
reform campaign has receded,

many Mississippians wonder what last¬
ing changes will remain. Some suggest
the prime beneficiary of his hotly
debated Education Reform Bill will be
the state’s press corps; indeed the
Jackson Clarion-Ledger just won a
Pulitzer Prize for a series on public
education that helped galvanize sup¬
port for the governor’s reform meas¬
ures and inprove its own reputation.

Others suggest William Winter him¬
self may emerge the real winner as the
national press continues to tout him as
a New South messiah for his role in

maneuvering the legislature into pass¬
ing the bill. “It’s time to get off our
bottoms and get Mississippi off the
bottom,” Winter scolded state law¬
makers at a special legislative session
he called last December.

The numbers were clearly on the
governor’s side: Mississippi’s high
school drop-out rate is 42 percent, and
the Army rejects 35 percent of its
volunteers — both figures are four
times the national average. The state
also has the lowest pay for teachers
and the highest illiteracy rate.

To these old numbers, the governor
adroitly added the magic word “jobs.”
He criss-crossed the state telling Lions,
Rotarians and Jaycees that an educa¬
tion system which produced “a lack of
skilled people” was “the biggest single
obstacle” to attracting new industry.
As unemployment in the state topped
12 percent, the formula gained momen¬
tum : “Unless we improve our education
system, we will never move out of last
place,” intoned the governor.

Faced with a media blitz and pressure
from the liberal and business wings of
the state Democratic Party, the legisla¬
ture finally passed the governor’s bill,
authorizing many programs other states
have had for decades: a statewide public
kindergarten (beginning in 1986),com-
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pulsory school attendance, reading
aides, a lay state board of education to
pick a school superintendent, and a
school accreditation commission.

The racial politics of the largely
white, conservative legislature has kept
Mississippi schools in a primitive state.
Eighty percent of the children of school
age attend public schools; at least half
of them are black. Ten percent of the
children attend no school at all, and
another 10 percent attend private
schools, mostly Christian academies
set up in response to desegregation.
Although half the public school popu¬
lation is white, many lawmakers look
upon public education as a black issue.

“They see kindergarten as another
Head Start program for blacks,” said
Rep. Jim Simpson, the governor’s
floor leader for the Education Reform
Bill. He could only overcome the
opposition by emphasizing how the
present system does not “prepare
Mississippians for an economy that
demands more than picking cotton or
sewing a cuff on shirts.”

Opponents may still subvert the
reforms by squeezing them financial¬
ly. And that’s one reason Mississip¬
pians are worried. The governor lost
his bid to raise $30 million of the $40
million needed by hiking the severance
tax on oil and gas production a mere 30
cents per $30 barrel of oil. Ellis Bodron,
who chairs the Senate Finance Commit¬
tee, wanted blacks and the poor to pay
disproportionately more for the re¬
forms, and they will: the new law in¬
creases the sales tax from five to 5.5

percent and also increases the state in¬
come tax. No one is quite sure if the
$1,000 raise for teachers will material¬
ize since the state already faces a deficit.

State Senator Henry Kirksey says
the law’s $1,000 fine for parents
whose children don’t attend school is
another indication of how the reform

package puts too much of the burden
on those “who are the victims of eco¬
nomic deprivation.” He adds, “The gov¬
ernor got political mileage, the image
of the state improved, but there is no
guarantee of any substantive change.”

Like other veterans of Mississippi’s
political wars, Kirksey sees the reform
victory as an incremental step which
can wither away or be built on for more
change. He points to the lay board of
education as an arena for new efforts to

reform the state’s curriculum and edu¬
cation standards. Rims Barber, director
of the Children’s Defense Fund office in

Jackson, was pleased with the increased
involvement of whites in advocating
educational change. “Any move that
demonstrates our interdependence is a
good one,” he said, noting how black
and white leadership worked together
on the campaign. “I also saw people
from community-based groups lobbying
on a variety of issues; they transferred
their excitement for this issue to work¬

ing on other issues.”
Some activists hope this political

energy will continue into the 1983 elec¬
tions. Possible targets include House
Speaker Buddy Newman, who single-
handedly kept the Education Reform
Bill from coming before the regular leg¬
islative session. Given its systemic prob¬
lems, education will likely remain the
focus of intense debate long after Gov.
Winter moves on to greener pastures.

Arkansas hides from

accepting gay rights

Gay and lesbian students at theUniversity of Arkansas are
getting the official runaround

in their effort to collect $136 of stu¬
dent activity funds for their duly regis¬
tered organization. Campus administra¬
tors, caught between a possible ACLU
suit and queer-baiting legislators, are
trying to find a way to get the group
its money without appearing to
sanction homosexuality. After six
weeks, they’re still looking.

The legislative furor erupted when
Rep. Travis Dowd introduced a resolu¬
tion requiring university officials to
report homosexuals for prosecution
under the state’s anti-sodomy law that
carries a sentence of up to one year in
jail and a $1,000 fine. Dowd said he
was moved to file the resolution after
the daughter of one of his constituents
reportedly dropped a class because she
was continually being propositioned
by a lesbian in the course. When asked
whether the girl would have left the
class if propositioned by a male, Dowd
replied, “That’s the normal way of

life, and thank God for it.”
Fortunately the legislators, already

embarrassed by the ACLU for trying
to require schools to teach creationism,
refused to back Dowd. His resolution
never got out of committee. Meanwhile,
the anti-sodomy law remains on the
books, several cases of gays being
beaten on campus were reported, and
the university administration is still
afraid to speak truth to power.

Organizing produces
major utility controls

West Virginia’s Citizen ActionGroup (WV-CAG), a nine-
year-old statewide con¬

sumer advocacy group, won an impres¬
sive victory in March, 1983, when the
Mountain State’s legislature passed an
unprecedented utility reform bill with
only three-and-a-half minutes left in
the 1983 session. WV-CAG’s 10-month,
broad-based organizing campaign re¬
sulted in changes that make the state
one of the most progressive in the
nation in regulating utilities.

The new law includes:
• A 20 percent reduction on gas and

electric rates during the five winter
months for 74,000 elderly and low-
income households.

• A 50 percent cut in the ceiling on
deposits utilities can charge customers.
• No new rate increases for natural

gas utilities for the next 12 months,
except in cases of “extreme financial
hardship,” as determined by the Pub¬
lic Service Commission (PSC).

• The PSC can audit the efficiency
of utility companies; and it must con¬
duct a study of state-of-the-art con¬
cepts in “utility management, rate
design and conservation” and report
the findings to the governor and legis¬
lature every two years.

• Gas utilities must prove they are
buying the lowest-priced gas supplies
available; and “take-or-pay” provisions
in their contracts with suppliers, which
fix prices at higher than market rates
in exchange for a guaranteed gas sup¬
ply, are outlawed. The take-or-pay
provisions, common when a gas short-
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age seemed likely in the late 1970s,
require utilities to pay for gas supplies
even if they are no longer needed or
could be purchased at a cheaper price.

By banning the provisions, West
Virginia goes beyond the AFL-CIO-
endorsed Natural Gas Consumer Relief
Act recently introduced in Congress; it
only limits take-or-pay contracts to 50
percent of a utility’s purchase obliga¬
tions. The Reagan Administration also
has a gas price decontrol plan pending
in Congress, which does not limit take-
or-pays at all.

West Virginia consumers have been
socked especially hard by these pro¬
visions in the contracts of its chief util¬
ity, the Columbia Gas System. The
company has already collected an
extra $100 million from customers

through “purchased gas adjustments,”
and in July, 1982, it filed a request for
a new $113 million adjustment for
higher fuel costs, the largest such re¬
quest in state history. Consumer groups
in Virginia and Ohio are also protest¬
ing Columbia Gas’s fuel buying con¬
tracts, and a federal administrative law
judge ruled last December that the
company’s agreement to buy higher
priced fuel “is tantamount to deliber¬
ately removing regulated supplies from
the market.”

A gas production affiliate of Colum¬
bia Gas which negotiated the take-or-
pay contract and other purchase
agreements has come in for sharp
criticism, and several measures in the
utility reform law strengthen the
regulation of profits, internal transac¬
tions and management practices of
subsidiaries of utilities.

A good deal of credit for the bill’s
passage goes to Senate Judiciary Chair¬
person John “Si” Boettner (D-Kana-
wha), who appointed a 14-member
citizens’ task force to conduct a series
of public hearings around the state
to generate attention for utility prob¬
lems and prepare a legislative package
for the 1983 session. Groups with
representatives on the task force in¬
cluded the state AFL-CIO, Consumer
Federation, NOW and Appalachian
Research and Defense Fund. David
Grubb, executive director ofWV-CAG,
also chaired the task force and spear¬
headed the successful lobbying effort.

Grubb says that in addition to keep¬
ing pressure on the PSC to enforce

those reforms that passed, organizing
will continue to get the 1984 legisla¬
ture to enact “lifeline rates” for all
residential customers. Lifeline rates

would reduce the cost of the initial
level of energy consumption, consid¬
ered “essential for life.” Higher volume
users would in turn pay slightly more
in their gas and electric bills, so utility
revenue would not decline overall. A
lifeline law passed the Senate Judiciary
Committee in the ’83 session, but could
not withstand the concerted opposition
of the state’s business lobbies.

- Thanks to Elisa Wolper, Durham

Technocratic tattler
invades classroom

It’s goodbye to truant officers andhello to Snitch the Robot in
Dade County, Florida. When stu¬

dents at North Miami High School and
Ponce de Leon Junior High skip school,
the robot phones home that evening
to tell parents where their child wasn’t.

The Dade School Board began
testing the machine in March. The
brainchild of Digital Products of Fort
Lauderdale, it can dial up to 400
parents a day, give them a recorded
message in English or Spanish, and
record whether or not someone

answered the call. The board sees the
automatic calling device as a great
weapon against absenteeism. As board
member G. Holmes Braddock put it,
“Some parents may not like dealing
with a machine, but these are the
types of things in today’s age that
we’ve got to move into.”

Watt busts plan for
Atlanta river-front park

Urban-area parks, heavily usedand widely appreciated, could
be another victim of James

Watt’s hit list, and Atlanta’s Chatta¬
hoochee River National Recreation
Area (CRNRA) is a prime example.

According to Sierra magazine, Interior
Department insiders picked it as “the
first one we’re going to get rid of,”
and they may be close to succeeding.

Authorized by Congress in 1978,
the CRNRA was to include 6,300
acres in 14 separate units along a 48-
mile stretch of river. But the National
Park Service (NPS) has purchased only
3,600 acres, has spent all but $6 mil¬
lion of the $72.9 million set aside for
this purpose, and refuses to ask Con¬
gress for more. Secretary Watt claims
his decision to halt parkland acquisition
was based on “current economic condi¬
tions,” although he has also said he
doesn’t think urban parks should be in
the national park system anyway.

Alternatives to a national park for
the area are not feasible. Like most
urban parks, the proposed CRNRA is
threatened by rapidly encroaching
development from all sides. In fact,
the primary focus of residential and
commerical growth in the Atlanta area
is north of the city, along the Chatta¬
hoochee River corridor. Authority for
regulating zoning and commercial
expansion rests in the hands of county
governments, which compete with one
another for new development. A weak
and generally unenforceable Metropoli¬
tan River Protection Act (MRPA) is
administered by the Atlanta Regional
Commission (ARC), which is only an
advisory board; county governments
can, and frequently do, override ARC’s
recommendations. Thus, federal pro¬
tection is still essential.

Even if Watt lifted his embargo on
parkland acquisition, new legislation
is now needed to alter the boundaries
of the CRNRA to include certain

prime areas left out in 1978. Three areas
considered most valuable by environ¬
mentalists — totaling about 1,000 acres
— have already been sold or optioned
for development.

The Chattahoochee River Coalition,
an alliance of a dozen Georgia environ¬
mental groups, has drawn up a plan
and proposed legislation to save the
park — a park of 7,300 acres that
includes the key areas identified since
the original act. Political support with¬
in the state is strong, but as ofmid-April,
the coalition has yet to secure a commit¬
ment from Georgia’s delegation to get
a bill pushed through Congress.

- Thanks to WilliamMankin, Atlanta
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We’re a generation
of ”in-betweeners”

WbyGarry Barkere’re the teachers, bankers,
journalists, attorneys, doc¬
tors and merchants — the

“war babies” of the early 1940s who
are best described as Appalachian “in-
betweeners.” We’re too young to be
traditional mountaineers, too old to
accept a radical line of thinking.

We were the last generation to grow
up before LBJ’s War on Poverty
brought new expectations to Appala¬
chia; we are conservative liberals,
equally embracing tradition and futur¬
ism , youngmiddle-aged workers who’ve
seen our homeland cram a century of
progress into three decades.

We grew up in a rigid world with
clearly defined values. “Give a day’s
work for a day’s pay.” “Go to school,
work hard, accept responsibility.”

My Berea College classmates were
intelligent, committed, stubbornly de¬
termined to break away from poverty.
Many of us were the first from our
families to attend college, or even to
graduate from high school. We were at
Berea because we were poor and Berea
was cheap. We were a conservative lot,
products of a heritage decreeing that
brains plus hard work equalled success.

The early 1960s Civil Rights Move¬
ment distressed me; I was in total sym¬
pathy, but could not — then — offer
much more. I was too wrapped up in my
own struggles, too aware of the prob¬
lems of my own people, and — frankly
— very skeptical of passive protest.

Even Vietnam, at first, was simple.
My country was at war, right or wrong.
My break from tradition came shortly.
My friends were killed, the survivors
deeply scarred, and thenmy draft board
requested the pleasure ofmy company.

They should have called two years
sooner. My newborn son kept me free.
I felt guilty, confused and angry, torn
between my warlike heritage and a
disgust with our government for fight¬
ing a senseless political war.

At home, I watched the War on

Poverty and again couldn’t tell who

was winning. I was thrilled with the
new highways and hospitals, but
appalled at the waste in many projects.

A horde of well-meaning young
people descended upon us, full of ideas
and expectations but woefully short on
administrative ability and common
sense. It was high adventure: challeng¬
ing the power structures, rattling across
ridgetops in four-wheel-drive Scouts,
shocking the unprepared mountaineers.

The legions of LBJ’s army swept in
with federal cash and lofty ideals. Most
of the ideals — and some of the workers
— were beaten back by the mountains
and the problems, but the battle sig¬
naled a new way of life in Appalachia.

I admired the intense effort, shud¬
dered at the naive approach, fumed at
the degrading image sent to the “out¬
side” world. I had one foot in the past
and one in the future, acceptable to
neither the old-timers nor the out¬

siders, and that’s where I still stand
after nearly 20 years of working here.

I suspect I’m not alone. I’m neither
hidebound traditionalist nor screaming
radical, neither ashamed ofAppalachia’s
progress nor totally satisfied. I’m proud
of all we’ve done, but I want more. I
have fond memories of growing up
poor, but wouldn’t want my children
to endure the same. Some of the old
ways are best left to the history books,
but some of the new ways offend me.

I have problems with our massive
public assistance programs. No person
should go cold or hungry, everyone
deserves proper medical care and sani¬
tary housing, but I detest penalizing
people who want to work. The people
I grew up with who accepted welfare
did so grudgingly. Now some find it to
be a rewarding profession.

Many changes are for the better. The
physical improvements — bathrooms
and highways and telephones — have
eased the burden of life in Appalachia;
there is also greater tolerance of indi¬
vidual differences, acceptance of those
who choose new ways of thinking, a
loosening of rigid religious controls.

Yet I still admire the old-time values.
I loved the old, solid family unit, the
sense of community and the willingness
to do whatever needed doing. Respect
for elders, enjoying life without gad¬
gets or stimulants, determined self¬

sufficiency — these seem to have been
discarded — replaced by the “me”
generation, by video games and
Valium, impersonal sex and an attitude
that even those who don’t make an

effort deserve public support.
We in-betweeners are bridging the

cultural gap between new and old,
quietly moving forward. We haven’t
been publicized, but we’re here, doing
the things that have to be done.

In 1965 I asked my boss — Southern
Highland Handicraft Guild Director
Robert Gray — how we could effect
lasting change in the mountains. His
answer was blunt and simple. Educate
native leaders, keep them in the region
and wait. Let the people solve their
own problems. It’s happening, slowly
but surely, and the process is changing
the face of Appalachia, forever elimi¬
nating our isolation from and ignorance
of the ways of the outside world.

I wish it would move faster; I wish
it would slow down. I want progress,
but I’m reluctant to see the Appala¬
chian heritage absorbed into the Amer¬
ican melting pot.

I’m afraid we in-betweeners are the
last of a breed, the final generation to
have intimately known the old moun¬
tain ways. We lived in what our children
study as history; we have adapted,
adjusted, survived the rapid change.

We are what “they” say Appalachia
does not have. We are, essentially, the
newly born middle class, the people
who do the work, pay the taxes and
provide the stability. We’re beginning
to be the government, the “traditional”
leadership, the people who will guide
the region for the next 30 years.

We’ll hand it over to our children
and their children, when it’s time,
with, I hope, a sense of history allow¬
ing us to accept the changes they will
make. I likely will disagree with their
ideas, tell them so, but admire their
determination to do it their own way.

Our readers often write us about a
unique experience or neglected issue,
or to share personal ideas and ideals.
We’ve set aside this space for you to
speak out. Send submissions to us c/o
Readers Corner. Manuscripts should
not exceed 1,000 words and must be
typed, double-spaced. We’ll pay $50
upon publication.
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Connecticut

The Long Haul
J martford, Wednesday, Novem-
m M ber 3, 1986: Four years
.m. JL of planning and organizing
paid off yesterday when Paula Popu¬
list, a member of 1199, the hospital
workers union, was elected governor
ofConnecticut.

Fantasy? Perhaps, but in January,
83, 100 representatives of 19 progres¬
sive Connecticut organizations attend¬
ed a retreat intended to lay the ground
work for such a victory. Members of
LEAP — the Legislative Electoral
Action Program — spent two days
working on a four-year electoral plan
for the state.

Founded in 1980, LEAP is one of a
number of progressive coalitions work¬
ing in the electoral arena across the
country. It was established, says
director Marc Caplan, “because the
progressive community needed to be
better organized to win on its issues
by electing candidates committed to
those issues and who came from the
ranks of organizations working on
those issues.” LEAP now claims to be
the “broadest electoral coalition in
modern Connecticut political history
and a major force in the state.”
LEAP’S member organizations, claim¬
ing over 200,000 members themselves,
include the United Auto Workers,
ELECT (the state’s first environmental
political action committee), WINPAC
(a women’s PAC), ACORN, progres¬
sives in the Democratic Party and
many others.

In 1982, LEAP won 13 of the 19
elections in which it participated. With
the help of the Chicago-based State
and Local Leadership Project (SLLP),
LEAP supported selected candidates
by providing campaign strategy and
planning, candidate education, training
for campaign managers, fundraising,
voter analysis, issue development, pro¬
fessional canvassing and the services
of hundreds of volunteers.

The victory that brought LEAP the
most attention, and which dominated
discussion at the retreat, was that of
Doreen Del Bianco. A member of
1199 and a long-time activist in the
Connecticut Citizen Action Group
(CCAG), Del Bianco defeated a popu¬
lar incumbent to become the Water-

bury representative to the Connecticut
state house.

LEAP members realize that electing
one representative is a far cry from
actually taking control of their state
and enacting a progressive agenda.
“The retreat,” according to Caplan,
“gave us a chance to feel our strength
and the growth we’ve had, and to plan

Doreen Del Bianco (left) campaigning

where a good solid coalition like
LEAP should be going for the next
several years.”

After the initial evening’s open
discussion on the future of LEAP, the
meeting turned to four intensive
workshops. For each, LEAP activists
had prepared detailed position papers
to stimulate and organize the discus¬
sions. Several of the workshops
focused on repeating — and multiply¬
ing — the success represented by the
Del Bianco victory. LEAP aims to
elect 20 more progressive leaders to
the state legislature in 1984, an addi¬
tional 20 in 1986, and finally to elect
a governor who would actively support
the policies of LEAP members and
their representatives in the legislature.
Meeting participants identified three
tasks they would have to complete
before achieving this goal: expanding
LEAP’S base, especially increasing par¬

ticipation by Connecticut’s low-income
citizens; stimulating the members of
LEAP organizations to participate in
electoral campaigns; and recruiting and
training people from LEAP organiza¬
tions to run for public office.

Several problems emerged that
LEAP will have to face in the coming
years. First, despite the Del Bianco
victory, two of the major candidates
supported by most members of the
LEAP coalition, U.S. Senate candidate
Toby Moffett and congressional candi¬
date Bill Curry, were defeated in the
1982 elections. Curry maintained at
the retreat that his loss was not

because of his progressive stands, but
because the party politics of getting
nominated took him away from public
campaigning for six months.

A second problem that emerged in
the 1982 campaigns is the realization
of how much time and work goes into
winning even one election, let alone
40. Del Bianco had the assistance of
LEAP organizations from across the
state, which meant that these organ¬
izers often chose to work in her district
instead of in their own communities.

An even more important hurdle will
be making the coalition operate as a
real coalition, with major input from
most of the member organizations.
A half dozen of the members have
been the key movers in LEAP and
efforts need to be made to bring the
rest to a higher level of commitment.
In particular, minority input and
activism in the 1982 campaigns were
not high enough. On the other hand,
Project Vote-Connecticut — a voter
registration campaign run by LEAP’S
educational offshoot, the Center for
Connecticut’s Future — added over

7,000 black and Hispanic voters to
the registration lists in three months.

That progressives take themselves
seriously enough to discuss electing
a governor is a quantum leap from just
a few years ago when the focus seemed
to be primarily on limiting right-wing
victories. LEAP’S determination and

strategies to take over Connecticut
politics point the way for progressives
throughout the nation.

- Marc Miller
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Call for Action

Building a powerful people’s coali¬
tion is the dream of 20-plus activists
who drew up a new 56-page handbook
on Appalachia in the Eighties: A Time
for Action. Topical discussions of
various regional problem areas —

housing, health care, schools, strip
mining, utilities, land ownership, water
quality and organized labor, among
others — concisely summarize the
current state of Appalachian affairs.
Familiar stories brought up to date, of
the exploitation of the region and its
people, yes.

But there’s another story here,
about how some of the people are
struggling against the corporate/gov¬
ernment partnership that controls
their affairs. And that story is instruc¬
tive and inspiring to anyone, Appala¬
chian or not, bothered by a variation
of the same difficulties. The authors’
call is for new coalitions “practical
enough to engage in the necessary
short-term struggles, but visionary
enough to strive for fundamental
long-term changes.”

This is one of a series of useful
resources published by the Appala¬
chian Alliance, the coalition of grass¬
roots organizations formed in 1977 to
work collectively on the kinds of prob¬
lems described in this handbook. For
a copy, send $3 to the Alliance, P.O.
Box 66, New Market, TN 37820.

Rx for Oil and Gas

“Everybody’s working the Appala¬
chians — Amoco, Gulf, Texas, Mobil,
Columbia, Champion. . . . Exxon is
marching across the Basin.” That’s an
oil company executive’s description of
the oil and gas boom now underway
in Appalachia — a boom bringing hard
choices for the region’s people.

Leasing one’s land for oil and gas
development bears obvious benefits —

new income for landowners, new reve¬
nue for communities, new jobs — but,
as David Liden says in his new manual
on leasing, Rights: Yours and Theirs -
174 SOUTHERN EXPOSURE

A Citizens’ Guide to Oil and Gas in
Appalachia, “While some people have
grown rich from royalties, others have
lost their water wells, had their creeks
polluted, lost valuable timber and seen
their roads, fences and topsoil torn up
and destroyed.”

What is a landowner to do when the
landman comes around waving mineral
leases? That’s the subject of Liden’s

book, and its application is national —
it’s not just for Appalachians. There is
a sober discussion of the costs and
benefits of oil and gas development on
one’s land, followed by practical tips
on how to get the maximum protec¬
tion and compensation if one decides
to lease. Particularly valuable are a
compilation of relevant laws in the
various states and a clause-by-clause
description of typical leases, reminding
the owner, “Every line in the lease
represents a right you’ve given up.”

This is yet another handy guide
from the Appalachian Alliance. Send
$3 to P.O. Box 66, New Market, TN
37820. Both these Alliance resources

are available for $2 a copy for orders
of 10 or more, and they’re free to
anyone who can’t afford to pay.

Raising $$$
The Reagan budget cuts and the

Reagan tax laws add up to a $45
billion loss to the nonprofit sector
over the next four years, but that’s no
reason for despair, say Tim Sweeney
and Michael Seltzer in a new fundrais¬
ing manual, Fundraising Strategies for
Grassroots Organizations. They con¬

tend that the vital signs are strong and
getting stronger for thousands of
community-based, grassroots organiza¬
tions, what they call the “institutions
of the future.”

Still, such groups are in critical
stages of development in difficult
times — so the authors offer a short set
of principles and planning tools, with
descriptions of some of the more crea¬
tive fundraising approaches now in use
around the country. There are also
charts and forms for analyzing and
planning a group’s needs and strategy.
The manual is published by the Com¬
munity Careers Resource Center (the
group that publishes Community Jobs)
and the National Network of Grant-
makers. Send $4 to the resource center,
1520 16th St. NW, Washington, DC
20036.

Jobsaving
Plant closings and job loss are

becoming as common in the Sunbelt as
in the old industrial belt. So Southern¬
ers would do well to familiarize them¬
selves with Shutdown: A Guide for
Communities Facing Plant Closings,
on the assumption that if their com¬
munity doesn’t already fit that de¬
scription, trouble may be just around
the bend. This book is a reference
guide for community decision-makers,
'a practical and action-oriented manual
that draws heavily on the experience
of towns and neighborhoods that have
faced shutdowns.

Here are ideas on how to assess the
situation and decide what to do at

each successive stage of the shutdown
scenario, immediate actions to take,
strategies for economic recovery and
so forth. The book’s usefulness is

greatly enhanced by several appen¬
dices: alternative uses for shutdown
facilities, a bibliography of self-help
guides and a list of veterans of com¬
munity revitalization and other con¬
tacts for help. Order from the North¬
east-Midwest Institute, Publication Of¬
fice, P.O. Box 37209, Washington, DC
20013; $8.00 plus $1.50 postage and
handling.



a syndicated column: \

voices of tradition
in a changing region JFacing South

“Go Catch
Me a Fish”

DELCO, NC — I was born in Shack-
letown, in eastern North Carolina,
where you either chipped boxes, col¬
lected turpentine and sold it, or you
perished. My father and all the chil¬
dren that were old enough worked
hard collecting turpentine, but even so
I remember at least one time when we

would have perished anyway if the
good Lord hadn’t worked what then
seemed like a miracle.

Back in those days — the first decade
of this century — there was no bridge
across the creek leading toWhitt Wells’s
grocery store and turpentine still. So
when a freshet came (a sudden over¬
flow of the stream after a heavy rain),
it made an island out of Shackletown.
This particular time it even washed
away the footlog, and none dared
trying to cross the creek to Whitt’s
store. It was winter, and meal barrels
were being scraped and soup was run¬
ning thin in the kitchens of all 12
Shackletown families.

I believe that was the first and only
morning our family ever got up with¬
out a mouthful to eat. The older chil¬
dren understood, but I didn’t. Mama
had chipped up collard stalks the day
before and used the last of the meal

making dumplings. Now it was the
afternoon of the next day and I was
singing the news; my stomach must
have thought my throat was cut.

Right back of our house was the
“Eely Hole,” which had been serving
us with fish like a smokehouse to

those who had meat. I’d seen Mama sit
on a bank and fill a basket with red fin

pikes and war mouth perch. So I got
to pulling her arm, begging her to go
and catch me a fish. Hungry as the
other children were, they laughed at
the idea of catching anything during
this freshet. My brother Dempsey
came back from checking on the creek
and reported, “The creek is running
cold and hard and it has the swamp

flooded.”
But I wouldn’t take no for an

answer. Finally Mama said: “For heav¬
ens sake, Dempsey, dig two or three
worms and we’ll go show Sam (my
nickname) that we can’t even get to
the run of the creek.”

And oh, for the faith of a little
child! I felt like I was going to eat. All
hands bundled up tight against the
cold. Dempsey led the way and Mama
came next with a short fishing pole;
further back came my three sisters.
When we came to the sharp decline
where the path led down to the flat
swamp, we saw the water was down
some but was still too high for us to
get to the run.

But to please me, Mama baited her
hook and swung it towards midstream,
where she let it lie on the bottom. We
all watched but no fish were biting.

Presently Dempsey said: “Mama,
look at that pike!” And there one was,
about 10 inches long, fat as a mole.
None of us knew it then, but it’s the
nature of a pike to come out and “He
up” in still water during a freshet.

Mama eased the hook over to the

pike’s mouth, even touched its jaw,
but he didn’t bite. Dempsey said,
“Mama, take the worm off and ease
the hook under his jaw, and jerk.”

Mama did so, and when she jerked
she slung that pike to the top of the
hill where he fell free of the hook. He
hit the path flouncing and was coming
down it end over end. My sisters start¬
ed screaming and getting out of the
way, but I knelt in the path and let
him strike me — then grabbed him like
a fish hawk!

Up the bank I ran, holding my fish
and hollering for my sister Carrie to
come to the house and cook him for
me.

Carrie scaled and gutted my pike.
We were out of grease and salt, so
Carrie coiled him like a hoop in a wide
fry pan and set it on a bed of hot coals
in the clay-daubed chimney fireplace.
The skin got to sticking and when she
turned him, pieces of bright flesh
stuck to the pan. When she got him
about half-cooked, she set the pan on

the table. I went to work like a hungry
cat. No salt, no grease, no bread, but
that fish filled me up.

I walked to the door then and saw

Dempsey coming up the hill with a
forked stick strung on both sides with
fat pike. Just then I saw our mule and
cart rounding the bend, and here came
Papa and my brother Willie with meal,
flour, lard and a box of smoked her¬
rings. They had gotten across the creek.
The “panic” was over, at least for a
while.

A few years later, tobacco replaced
turpentine as the main money crop.
And now the paper companies have
bought a large part of the land here¬
abouts; the shortleaf pines they’ve
planted have curbed the growth of the
longleaf pines we used to harvest tur¬
pentine from. Shackletown isnow called
“Prosper,” and most people work at
the paper mill. The old pioneer settlers
have mostly passed on, and few remem¬
ber the hard times we used to have
back in the Shackletown days.D

- JOSEPH HUFHAM

freelance
Delco, NC

“Facing South” is published each
week by the Institute for Southern
Studies. It appears as a syndicated col¬
umn in more than 80 Southern news¬

papers, magazines and newsletters.
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Memo Re: Institute for SouthernStudies1 Journal/Newsletter
From: Bob

as evidence of our type of work; it also something that such
people usually think we should be doing; (j) subscriptions
are a possible source of money, though would be unlikely to
cover expenses of publication so would probibly be an overall
drain;

The type of materials that the journal could include
on each topic chosen xxx could include: (a) well-documented,
historic^, analysis or narratives; (b) statistical summaries
and data tables; (c) interviews from oral history project
related to topic (e.g., on issue on farm labor in the South
could include Mitchell interviews, Rxd edited, plus others;
could do same for most any subject); (d) clear analyses of
present and future situation with regard to tap topic,including analysis of prospect for Left in Southk; (e) lists
of bibliographic sources and technical aids, and/or
Hb liographic essays; (f) power structure analysis of
ruling element related to the issue's topic; (g) essays
on the alternatives, models of how things could be,theoretical projections and shetchs of future scenarios;
(h) descriptions of what projects and groups in the South
are doing in certain field; list of such projects and groups
and name of contact person; (i) primary documents, old
letters, p leaflets, posters, etc.; (j) graphics.

The articles should have a good mix of pitch and
cocabluary to be aimmed at broad audience rnaging fromconcerned liberals, people involved in grass-roots projects,organizers, x*x students and faculty*, and new left youth.
This journal is something teachers could use when they discuss
a subject covered in their class, organizers could give inter¬
ested people for orientation, and different reform gorups
could exchange and learn from.

This memo outlines some thoughts on a proposed
journal/nwesletter that I think we meed to publish.
I am suggesting a quarterly publication to begin
January, 1973 along fhe format of "People's Appalacia."
In other worHs, an 8*5 x 11" booklet running roughly
32 pages an issee, possibly more, bound by staples,
two column pxxnxEk in 10 point type or larger. I think
each xxxxxx issue should have a particular focus or
topical thrust with several articles of varying nature

Below are listed some topics which the journal could
have as a one-issue focus. The first issue would probably be
on Militarism in the Souhh, include analytical overview of
rise of defense spending in the South, a section on state-by-
state defense contractors and military installations, an
article orrf political significance of £k£khxb militarism,
one on the economics of Pentagon capitalism in the South,
other statistical tables, lists of groups working on anti¬militarism in the South, discussion of conversion. Possible
that Sherrill and/or some IPS folks might write one of the
articles. Etc., etc.—just to give idea.

on that Xxsi theme. It should also contain notes on
what's going on at the Institute and around the South
and XkHxxHxxBxxxJcBxxpxkixxhxKgxxxKfcxxxxKM* function
as a newletter for the Institute. All the articilies,
of course, will not be written by staff members. And
I think we shouldn't be uneasy about doing reprinting
of other published materials.

The rasons for publishing such a journal are numerous:
(a) it would be xmeans for reaching new people, for developii
an audience and constituency for our ideas and for the Insti
(b) be a way to identify and relate to scholars and activists
in the South in that they could f»a write for and use the
jounnal; a way to get them involved with the Institute and
us with them; (c) provides a product which we can thentrade-off with other groups, a subscription for xX their
stuff, etc.; (d) is a way to relate in a structured way
to short-term volunteers by having them focus their work
on one theme for one of the issues; (e) would be a way for
all of us to discipline our work, to provide structure to
production of a service/product, to make us think and write
on regular basis and seek out analytical framwworks for what
is going on in the South and the country; (f) it would be a
useful document, issue by issue, for community groups and
students as a reference for thinking and data on the xxxxkxX:
covered in that xxxxx issue (e.g.. Southern defense spending
or farmlabor in the South) and as good reading; (g) I think
such a journal would also help us develop a broader analysis
of the South and the movement in the South since it would
but us cbser in touch both with the issues and the people;
(h) it would be a specific product which we x can give to
people interested in what the Institute is and does; (i) be
also x£ a product which we can give foundation and money peoj

SOt,r«£RA,b>CPosuke

Some topic to organize issues around:
(1) Militarism in the South
(2) Agribusiness and migrant labor in South (include Steve Cummingsreport on Fla. UF'.oC organizing, agri. interests in South, etc.)
(3) Oral History (special issue on (southern history and o.h. technia.ue)
(4) Land ownership (who controls, tie into rural economic developmentand CDC’S)
(5) Atlanta Power Structure (or Urban s0uth Power Elites includingstuff on Uashville; emphasis on biblio and methodology also)
(6) The Soctl.ern Colony (economic colonialism of the South, includingFersky's ariiolej
(7) Black movement in ^outh (historical, analytical, and current usingsome interviews, and bibliographic)
(8) Antincorporate Action in South (what is going on, what can be done)
(9) The Southern Worker (historical, critical, with analysis of currenttrend to get a factory job, etc.)
(10) Appalaoian Special Issue (with FARC)(11) Southern Higher Education or Universities (who controls boards,what are students doing, what's with curricula reform, black

colleges and black admission to white schools, etc.)
(12) CDC's and Economic Development (with Cambridge people and GeorgeKarris)
(13) Electoral Folitios in the South (analysis and projections, forand from both black and white perspectives)
(14) Enery Companies ana the utilities (from coal and oil to TVA andthe Southern Company, how Southerners are dealing with them)
(15) The Southern Textile Industry (include rewrite/editing of Boyte'sarticle in Radical America, stuff from Durham people, labor

stuff and interview from Gastonia, etc.)
(16) Southern Prisons (with a little help from our friends)
(17) Multinational Companies in the South (Coca-Cola, RJ Reynolds, etc.)
(18) Religion in the South (significance, organisation, reform groups,ideo^logy of Southerner, individualism vs. corporate perspective,

white vs. black, etc.)
(19) The 3outheMxx4sxi4si Media (who Controls, what is its history,take a story and compare coverage within and without Sotuh)
(20) Bibliography on Southern Studies—Special Issue
(21) Tax Structure in the South: PnArea for Change (focus on corporateproperty tax, on income vs. sales tax. urban tax base, etc.)
(22) Poor People's organizations in the South (who, where, what, how)
(23) The Southern Ruling Class (name the dogs, chart their intercon¬nections, point ties to larger northern interests)
(24) The Southern States: A Profile (summary of each state, fullerthan Elizabeth's on H.C., including vihat Anne whs wanted)
(25) Southern Folk Culture (interviews, songs, traditions and importance)
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Building Blocks for a Progressive Library
Send me the back issues ofSouthern Exposure I have indicated with a
check mark in the boxes below. (See opposite page for descriptions.)

□ 1,1 $3 □ VI, 2 $3 □ IX, 2 $4
□ 1,2 $3 □ VI, 3 $3 □ IX, 4 $4
□ I, 34 $3.50 □ VII, 1 $3 □ X, 1 $3
□ II, 2-:5 $3.50 □ VII, 3 $4 □ X, 3 $4
□ III, 1 $3 □ VII, 4 $4 □ X, 4 $3
□ III, 4 $3 □ VIII, 1 $4 □ X, 5 $3
□ IV, 1 -2 $3.50 □ VIII, 2 $3 □ X, 6 $4
□ V, 1 $3 □ VIII, 4 $3 □ Index of

□ VI, 1 $3 □ IX, 1 $4 Vols. I-X

□ The complete library,
all 25 books listed
above - $65.A 25
percent savings! (The
Index is also free.)

□ 10th Anniversary Issue:
Encyclopedia of
South. Life & Change $5

□ One-year subscription $16
(circle one back issue as a
free gift from us to you!)

Total amount due: $ □ Please Bill Me □ Payment enclosed
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Address
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A comprehensive index of
Volumes I-X, all issues, will
be available October, 1983,
for $3. It includes thou¬
sands of entries, by subject,
place and person. (It is
free with orders of the
$65 set of issues.)
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“Underscores the never-ending
struggle to secure equality of
opportunity. A valuable resource
for community leaders.”

- Gerda Steele, NAACP
Education Director

“A marvelous piece ofwork. ”
— John Merrow, “Options in
Education,”Nat. PublicRadio

WhatOthers
AreSaying
About

Southern
Exposure

“Fascinating reading, using the
lives and thoughts of real people
to explore subjects such as labor
organizing, women’s issues and
civil rights. ”

- American Labor
Education Center

“Penetrating, innovative coverage
of topics you won’t find covered
in more traditional magazines. ”

- Atlanta Journal-Constitution

“I only wish my generation had
started such a stimulating maga¬
zine as Southern Exposure. ”
— C. Vann Woodward, historian

“The best thing to happen to the
South since the boll weevil forced
an end to one-crop agriculture. ”

— Sam Love, Earth Day founder

“Visually, politically, in its range
of voices, it is stunning. ”

- Adrienne Rich, author

“Enjoyable, powerful material,
with first-rate reporting by
some of the nation’s best
writers and activists. ”

- Alex Haley, author

Check ItOut
ForYourself.
Subscribe
Now and
Save 43%

“Chronicles the unwritten social,
political and cultural history ofa
region often misunderstood. ”

- Rolling Stone magazine

“The best single source for keeping
in touch with the changing South. ”

- Julian Bond
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For the restof thestory,
get the complete

libraryofback issues.
The excerpts in the "Encyclopedia of Southern Life & Change" reflect the breadth and depth of

material you can find in each edition of Southern Exposure. We invite you to order back issues from
the list below, to get the complete story from which a particular "A-to-Z" selection is excerpted, or
to build your own library of Southern history, culture and social change.
If an article you'd like to order is in an issue not listed below, you can order a copy of the complete

article by sending its name with $2 to Reprints, Southern Exposure, Box 531, Durham, NC 27702.

THE MILITARY & THE SOUTH 1,1
The C-5A exposed; the draft in the black com¬
munity; converting the military machine; critics
of the Pentagon in Congress; genocide and US
foreign policy; a 40-page state-by-state profile
of defense spending in the South. $3

THE ENERGY COLONY I, 2
Appalachia’s people, land and coal barons; the
colonized South; Sunbelt Rimsters &Watergate;
investigating utilities and coop control; a 40-page
analysis of Southern utilities. $3

NO MORE MOANIN' I, 3-4
225 pages of oral history of Depression-era life:
organizing sharecroppers, coal mining battles,
the 1929 Gastonia strike, UAW’s first sit-down
strike, slavery recalled, a socialist town. $3.50

OUR PROMISED LAND II, 2-3
225 pages on agribusiness, cooperatives, black
land loss, land-use legislation, mountain devel¬
opers, urban alternatives, Indian lands. Plus a

65-page analysis of land-based industries. $3.50

BLACK UTTERANCES TODAY III, 1
Edited by Toni Cade Bambara. The new poets &
essayists. Black music, literature, folk art, prison
writings, Pan-Africanism, children’sbooks. $3

FACING SOUTH III, 4
A 13-page interview with Julian Bond on the
Movement; a 33-page review of textile workers;
New South cities; Peg Leg Sam; the crafts of
North Alabama; changes in tobacco. $3

HERE COME A WIND IV, 1-2
225 pages of themodern labormovement: Farah,
Stevens, Oneita, runaways, how workers are
using OSHA and EEOC, a section on labor educa¬
tion, 30 pages on Harlan County (1930-74) and
state profiles of unions, major employers. $3.50

GOOD TIMES & GROWING PAINS V, 1
Fishing communities; Coca-Cola; granny mid¬
wife; Beale Street blues; growing up gay; rail¬
roads; celebrating Emancipation; neighborhood
restoration; populism & Carter. $3

PACKAGING THE NEW SOUTH VI, 1
New South politicians from New Orleans to
South Carolina; Highlander Center under attack;
Kentucky storyteller; Joan Little’s trial and true
story; inside J.P. Stevens; WPA narratives. $3

SICK FOR JUSTICE VI, 2
A special on health care, including community
clinics, Meharry Medical College, UMW Health
Fund, Kingsport’s pollution, anti-hookworm
crusades, early medicine, Student Health Coali¬
tion, medical training, health industry. $3

PASSING GLANCES VI, 3
New South Republicans; origins of the sit-ins;
Beale Street bluesmen; Carolina Action; ERA
in Virginia; Mississippi’s United League; jazz’s
influence on literature; New South wealth. $3

BEHIND CLOSED DOORS VII, 1
Exposes of Texas timber barons, Greenville’s
powerful, Burlington in Mexico, Lockheed’s radi¬
oactive fall-out, and Georgia elite; plus utopias
of the past, black politics today,Virginia Assem¬
blies, Alabama suffragette, Agee revisited. $3

THROUGH THE HOOP VII, 3
Spectacular book on Southern sports - from
surfing to football, cockfighting towomen’s bas¬
ketball, wrestling to horse racing, stock cars to
bear hunts. Texas Longhorns, Frank McGuire,
women runners, integration & sports. $4

TOWER OF BABEL VII, 4
A comprehensive report on the South’s nuclear
power industry, from uranium mining to waste
disposal, plus profiles of Southern utilities. $4

BUILDING SOUTH VIII, 1
A book on builders and buildings, from black
bricklayers before the CivilWar to mobile homes
to architect John Portman to the Army Corps
of Engineers to planned communities. $4

MARK OF THE BEAST VIII, 2
Complete coverage of the resurgence of the Ku
Klux Klan, its history and strategies for opposi¬
tion. Plus, a long report on union busters. $3

WINTER'S PROMISE VIII, 4
Workers’ owned sewing factory; racist terror in
Forsyth County, Ga.; Bob Wills and the Texas
Playboys; death row interviews; migrant labor
& Jamaican cane cutters; Texas oilworkers. $3

STAYED ON FREEDOM IX, 1
A book on the Freedom Movement, 1955-now:
memories of Montgomery, Mississippi, Greens¬
boro, etc. Songs, interviews, photographs cap¬
ture the drama of 25 years of struggle. $4

FESTIVAL IX, 2
Insights into the most exciting strains of South¬
ern literature today: Alice Walker and others;
Cajun, Cherokee, Chicano, Appalachian and
Lesbian writings; the South’s storytellers. $4

WORKING WOMEN IX, 4
A handbook of resources, rights and remedies
for working women, featuring stories of success¬
ful organizing from the Norfolk shipyard to
Appalachia coal fields, Memphis furniture fac¬
tories to Atlanta office. $4

WHO OWNS APPALACHIA? X, 1
The Appalachian Alliance’s study of land owner¬
ship, plus how residents are fighting to regain
the land. Also articles on theAlbanyMovement,
life inMississippi and Foxfire-style teaching. $3

COASTAL AFFAIR X, 3
A glamorous book on the fun and controversy of
the Southern coast: barrier islands,beach access,
fishing villages, immigrants, endangered life,
wetlands; plus state-by-state coastal profiles. $4

AMERICAN HERETIC X, 4
Portrait of Jim Dombrowski, artist and activist;
folksongs of the Tex-Mex border; Charleston’s
last days; literacy tests; Danville Movement; the
Irish Tinkers in S.C.; photos and poetry. $3

PREVAILING VOICES X, 5
One man’s battle with a paper mill’s pollution;
rural workers organize; the ordeal of the
Federation of Southern Coops; poems from
Florence Reece; Dorothy Cotton interview. $3

WAGING PEACE X, 6
A book on how to challenge the diversion of
national resources from social programs to the
military machine. Case studies, resources, facts
and personal stories, plus profiles of organizing
and defense spending in each Southern state. $4

THE COMPLETE LIBRARY
Get all 25 books listed above - over 3,000 pages
of interviews, essays, investigative reports and
stories of people working to improve life in the
South. An award-winning collection, a wonder¬
ful gift for a loved one, or a valuable library for
your own. $65 - 25% off the list price!

ONE-YEAR SUBSCRIPTION
Six issues, one arrives every other month. $16

Use the tear-out cards toordera subscription, back issue or complete library.



As the red truck is our w itness. . . .

lOyears & counting (see inside front cover)


