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Conclusion

The ideals and the failures of the 1960s echo powerfully. Nostalgia not
only harks back to a lost past but suggests the future may be lost too
| because American culture is still marked by some of the problems new
'1 social movements set out to solve. This may be one reason why Todd
} Gitlin compares his need to find a romantic foothold in the sixties with
‘the myth of the magnificent French resistance [which] turns out to
have been rather punier than we imagined’.! The deification of an
‘authentic’ sixties risks a loss of intellectual scepticism; the idea that
any facet of the decade’s culture could be ‘puny”’ or anodyne is anath-
ema to those who lived ‘at the barricades’, and for whom the decade
1 sustains its glories and glamour regardless of failures, as Gitlin’s Lezters
V K to a Young Activist (2003) explores. A reason to return to the decade
- asan ideological touchstone is to reclaim the sense of social agency in
civil rights and student politics, literature and art, comedy and music.
In the historical moment in which individuals came to voice and the
cultural was celebrated as experiential, the importance of the individ-
ual began to be worn away in the poststructuralist move toward decen-
tring the subject. The problem of how to recall and reproduce the
urgency with which contemporary issues resonated exercises those of
us who return to the era to plumb its images.

It is especially difficult when the dominant popular representation
of the civil rights era has been as an integrationist success story; movies
. and fictions function in self-congratulatory, wish-fulfilling ways
8 involving the amelioration of racism and white-on-black violence.

. Even the most incisive of 1960s directors have been co-opted to this ,
trend. John Frankenheimer made The Manchurian Candidate (1962)
and Seven Days in May (1964) as pointed critiques. When he adapted
Marshall Frady’s biography of George Wallace in 1997, his black aide
was elevated to a central character against which the audience might
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measure Wallace’s shifting stance on race. Wallace did have two black
attendants who cared for the invalid in his last years and Eddie Holcey,
at Wallace’s behest in 1979, pushed him down the aisle of Dexter
Avenue Baptist Church so that he could apologise for his racial mis-
deeds to the congregation sitting in Dr King’s former church: ‘I have
learned what suffering means in a way that was impossible before I was
shot. I think I can understand something of the pain that black people
have had to endure. I know that I contributed to that pain. I can only
ask you all for forgiveness’? His confession was followed by the
singing of ‘Amazing Grace’ and expressions of compassion. It is this
scene that closes Frady’s study of the Alabama congressman who had
come as close to fascism as his populism would allow by King’s death
in 1968. And it is this scene that is recalled in the documentary Four

Little Girls (1997) when Wallace embarrasses Holcey by presenting him

to director Spike Lee as his ‘best friend’. African American characters
are often messianic and morally reliable guides but while the black char-
acter is redeemer of the white, the white is usually foregrounded.?
The nation’s turn toward confession accelerated in the 1990s, as per-
sonified by President Clinton, and has been criticised by public intel-
lectual Patricia Williams and lampooned by comedian Dennis Leary.
The “cult of apology’ is satirised in Adam Mansbach’s novel Angry
Black White Boy (2005). Macon Detournay grows up in Boston which
saw some of the most violent racial clashes over bussing, the contro-
versial method of ensuring the racial integration of schools. In 1998 a
student at Columbia University in New York, incensed by the acquit-
tal of police indicted for beating Rodney King and inspired by hip-

hop, Macon starts a riot by burning a police car, the first in a series of

criminal acts he believes will avenge the African Americans he idolises
and fetishises. He becomes a notorious media anti-hero in a parody of
1960s-styled performances of dissent —a persona he fails to understand

or transform except into robberies and hold-ups and a futile attempz

to cast off his whiteness by ‘crossing over’ into blackness. When he
organises a ‘Day of Apology’ for whites to make amends for the
nation’s racial sins, it descends into chaos.

Writing in 1988, intellectual historian Barbara Melosh feared a “san-
itized version’ of civil rights had entered ‘the canon of consenses
history’ and bemoaned novelists’ silence on this issue, silence she
feared resulted from a ‘modernist and postmodernist divorce between
fiction and history’.* While political agency is made more ambivalens
in postmodern terms, the shibboleth of fluidity can be undone by texss
which encode racist violence and conflict in the continuous presems
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tense, like Mansbach’s novel. Julius Lester’s And All Our Wounds
Forgiven (1994) and Anthony Grooms® Bombingham (2001) convey
post-civil rights conflict and despair. Historian Vincent Harding has
noted the ‘bleeding ulcers, nervous breakdowns, mysterious ailments
[that] took their toll on young lives’ and former activists working for
voter registration in the South, such as Lester’s Robert Card and Alice
Walker’s Meridian, suffer debilitating versions of post-traumatic stress
syndrome. Grooms’ Vietnam combatant Walter in Bombingham
suffers a deep psychological and physical toll that was rarely repre-
sented at the time. Junius Edwards’ If We Must Die (1963) and John A.
Williams® Captain Blackman (1972) are exceptions that prove the rule.
Lester plumbs the depths of post-civil rights pain via Robert Card
when he is abused in jail by a white sheriff who runs his knife over
Card’s penis until he is aroused against his will and forces two black
men to perform oral sex on him. Death would make Card a martyr and
the sheriff knows how to shake his faith in self and survival without
risking such distinction. Later, Card acknowledges, ‘I cannot think of
anyone in this century who lived in constant relationship to death like
those of us who sought to make America whole and broke ourselves
into pieces instead’.’> Novelists who write beyond the historical
‘ending’ of the decade enter discursive terrain in which characters are
emotionally disabled precisely because of the continuity they feel with
the 1960s.

- The Persistence of History

- The history of new social movements is so recent that personal re-

enactments and commemorations are legion, reinforced as mythology
as well as history. In 2000, President Clinton, Coretta Scott King and
civil rights leaders retraced the Selma to Montgomery March that
turned into ‘Bloody Sunday’ on 7 March 1965, when George Wallace’s
state troopers and Sheriff Jim Clark’s deputies beat marchers. They

- marked the 35th anniversary on Edmund Pettus Bridge, a solid signi-

fier of Movement past in popular memory. However, five years later
weterans who had marched every year were beginning to get worried:

“Older folks keep marching but the younger people aren’t getting into

i’ ¢ Whether the sacrifices of older generations will continue to be
commemorated is a persistent worry and a vexing question that relates

1o how the violence of the era should be remembered.

Journalist Adam Nossiter covering the 1994 trial of Byron De La
Beckwith for murdering Medgar Evers in 1963 felt that ‘the courtroom
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scesawed disorientingly, from that M&N% 1960s world to _H_Wowﬁw”m%mmow
i er and over’. The age of the case was visua i
Mﬂmwwwmwodﬂmgmmmom, young in 1964, repeated ﬁrnﬂm Smﬁwﬂo:%. A wrmwwmm
i ial as ‘better than anything that anyone
rapher described the tria t anyone Sov
j isi n the Court Channel becau
conjure up on television or even 0 : el bece e oo
i > 7The spatio-temporal distance between 17657 & :
Fﬂﬁwmw sed mmmwb in the 1996 movie Ghosts of Mississippt An&.ommomﬂa
Mﬁno@% as Ghosts of the Past): the mimetic pull of ﬁrmwa_mnmmim nmmm
i ’ le for justice. Racist mur
brates closure on thirty years' Strugg y r der:
1 and on the nation’s
ke pressing demands on collective memory :
Mwmm%% to éwrms.nm the violent history that rmcmm SoM m&»ﬁonm_.aww
jssissipp. ks, “When are these fellows go
Ghosts of Mississippt, 2 character asks, ese fellows gon
i ir heads that the 1960s are overs but 1§
Bt it e < is deferred justice — Never Too Late (to
i Whether the emphasis is deferred justice -
MMQMWM right thing) is the title of Mississippi _prosecutor HWOZU%
DeLaughter’s 2001 memoir of the trial - or on M.E_E.a to find closure,
9one’ 1960s is a touchstone in memory studies. p .
_..rmH:oMMoﬂmm Bush’s inaugural address of 1989 he declared: ,HWmmmbM_
lesson of Vietnam is that no great nation can long afford to be sundere
by a memory.” Alison Lurie’s The War Between the Tates Gwﬁv is setin
»Wmoluo and its final line - ‘Mommy, will the war mnm now? —resonates
with the knowledge that the war would not ”o:m for four more menm
and that its effects continue, while Tim O’Brien’s novel In the Lake of
the Woods (1994) exposes the My Lai massacre as Bc&w rm&.ﬂ. to %E to
rest or suppress than Bush’s statement might suppose. Bringing the ﬂum
home’ was the summative anti-war slogan; it signified the _Bw.o.nmbmmnw
disrupting American culture at the levels of government, politics, %51
ness and media. Michael Herr’s Dispatches Gowwv.. for example, c oses
with the mantra, ‘Vietnam, Vietnam, Vietnam. We’ve all been there’, w

acknowledge the prosthetic memory of those who were never there buz

for whom the place, made synonymous with war in American culturz
production, forms part of the consciousness of the nation.

What they did in or about Vietnam is a marker in the campaiga

i i i idate in its aftermath. This was
b hv of each Presidential candi . This
wwwm”m:wwm in 2004, as satirised by Christopher Buckley: ‘Neithes

i i “Vi » In the event that either |
date shall mention the word “Vietnam”. :
Mwwmwmwﬁm wﬁﬂ,m said word in the course of a debate, ﬁr.o debate shall be
concluded immediately and declared forfeit to the third-party cands- -

date’.8 George W. Bush was recipient of five deferments of his draft

notice between 1963 and 1967 which allowed him to serve in the Texas

National Guard. In Mort Sahl’s blistering stand-up in 2004, the ques-
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tion “What did yox do in the war, daddy?’ related to the war in Iraq and
Bush’s answer was deemed to be ‘I started it’.? Former US Navy
Lieutenant in Vietnam and a Vietnam Veteran Against the War, Senator
John Kerry’s campaign for Democratic nomination hinged on those
two biographical facts and endeared him to his generation whether
they fought or protested. His navy career recalled Kennedy’s and his
critique of Vietnam was the basis for a parallel critique of incumbent
Bush’s foreign policies. Joe Klein went so far as to argue in the docu-
mentary Going Upriver: The Long War of Jobn Kerry (2004) that
Kerry brought the Vietnam War to its real end because, thanks to his
careful approach to the PoW-MIA hearings of the 1990s, he and his
senate committee reported it was highly unlikely that any men missing
in action remained prisoners. This pronouncement allowed Clinton to
finally drop the trade embargo and resume diplomatic relations with
Vietnam in 1994. However, Kerry failed to win out against Bushand a
factor in that defeat was the creation of the group Swiftboat Veterans
for Truth which tried to cast aspersions on Kerry’s war record, secur-
ing Bush a comfortable margin over his opponent for the first time
since Kerry had won the nomination. The shadow of Vietnam contin-
ues-to fall over American politics.

Paul Connerton allows that how societies remember is inextrica-
ble from what they are encouraged or instructed to remember. Susan
Sontag argued that collective memory could not exist but that ideo-
logically substantiated discourse dictates precisely how a society
should feel about its past. Collective memory is a mesh that connects
people via institutions, traditions and conventions but there is also
evidence of a powerfully personal imperative to connect individual
and family history to the public sphere in the form of events and “offi-
cial’ histories. Joseph Lelyveld subtitles his sixties memoir Omaba
Blyes (2005) ‘A Memory Loop’ and tries to distinguish ‘a particular
circuit of memories that I feel driven to retrace and connect, where
possible, to something like an objective record or the memories of
someone else, in hopes of glimpsing what was once real’.’® Todd
Gitlin opens his history of SDS with, ‘T was not living in history, but

- in biography’.!! Coming of age in the era involved an apocalyptic
“sense of doom, of waiting for ‘the summer rain’ made iconic in The

Doors’ mournful “The End’. The omnipresent threat of nuclear dis-

- aster was drilled into schoolchildren alerted to take cover under their

desks. As a child James Carroll likened himself to ‘mad mascot’
Alfred E. Neuman whose ironic slogan was “What, me worry?’ and
Secretary of State Condoleezza Rice who was eight when Sixteenth
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Figure C.1 The Doughboy Statue, Overton Park, Memphis, 10 July 1967, Memphis
Commercial Appeal. Photographer unspecified. Mississippi Valiey Collection.

Street Church was bombed allows: ‘I remember more than anything,
the coffins . . . The small coffins. And the sense that Birmingham
wasn’t a very safe place’.!? The omnipresence of death and violence
characterises sixties memoir. Jack Hoffman, brother of Abbie,
drafted into the army in 1961, remembers that travelling to South
East Asia as an army medic ‘sounded attractive’ until ‘the hard heav-
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iness of those body bags, unyielding of meaning, was my introduc-
tion to the Vietnam War’.1?

In James Conaway’s memoir Memphis Afternoons (1993), he recalls
ordering peyote by mail, boiling the cacti into a nauseating green liquid
and lying in Memphis’s Overton Park waiting for something to happen
but ‘when the landscape turned sinister, where I most wanted to be was
home’. At home is his father who, having opened his son’s mail, wants
to know the meaning of ‘this peyote business’; while the father wants
to ensure the son will not persist with drugs, the son is concerned his
privacy has been violated. Their exchange is limited: “We never dis-
cussed the peyote or the opened letter, just as we never discussed any-
thing important that held the promise of conflict, as most things did by
now, from integration to the draft’. Importantly, what remains unex-
pressed is the cultural shift from ‘the last, lingering moment of the
Adult in America, the monarch whose omnipotence comes by virtue
of age and masculinity and not much else, a false entitlement shared by
Dad’s entire generation that would be swept away in an angry social
tide I can’t claim to have foreseen or taken a significant role in’.}* What
is especially revealing about Conaway’s memoir is his refusal to place
his youthful self at the centre of the era, as in so many memory texts
by Boomers. Instead, he allows that he and his friends were insecure
and apprehensive of ‘the opportunities and dangers inherent in the
next social order’. Dividing the generations risks losing the complexi-
ties Conaway admits into his memoir: ‘[TThe perspectives that made us
contemptuous of the contradictions in our fathers’ world would also
make us suspicious of the revolutionary certitudes and pieties of the
new age. We were in a sense the nowhere generation’.!s

Conaway’s southern geography contributes to his sense of not
being at the centre of things yet the South of the 1960s is scrutinised
time and again in ensuing decades for its symbolism as the nation’s
hope for racial peace. Many southern writers — farmer and environ-
mentalist Wendell Berry (The Hidden Wound), novelist Ellen Douglas
(Truth: Four Stories I Am Old Enough To Tell) and historian Tim
Tyson (Blood Done Sign My Name) — have focused on memory as
a moral resource. Tony Kushner, who grew up in Lake Charles,
Louisiana returned home with the Broadway musical Caroline, or
Change (2004), in which he conveyed how ‘incredibly tiny things
become metaphoric for enormous things’. When black maid Caroline
(Tonya Pinkins) is instructed to keep any change her white charge
Noah leaves in his pockets to teach him the value of money, a small
lesson escalates into a culture clash amidst the racial wars of 1963.
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Kushner has said: ‘I'm interested in moments in history ﬂ&mnmrm lot
seems to be changing and people are either struggling to not change

) ) v:.
with the times or struggling to change’.

indi ions or cities culpable of the events mvmn Ono.cd.&. in
mrmwbm_wm@ M mnm_m&m pastime in mrm 1960s. .OEnmmo. _.ocmnmrﬁ W\FWQ
Royko, for example, made San Francisco guilty of .mﬁrnm to quash the
hippie movement. When hippies requested a permit to demonstrate W_
1968, he was ironic: permission should be granted so Chicago might
teach them the lesson that San Francisco had failed to teach vnmomc.mo
Chicago is ‘not as easily capitulated by fads, excited by goo m_u or
shocked.’” Chicago had its own image ?\ozwam, however, not least
because of high-profile violence, like that which .mozo&\& Dr WE% s
symbolic reiteration of Martin Luther when he nailed his bwmmmcwmm for
improvement in the city’s race relations to the door of Chicago’s City
Hall, or the clashes with police that accompanied the 1968 Democratic
Convention. Prior to the Convention, plywood walls were Q.mn.ﬁmm s0
that delegates staying in hotels on mro Loop Mﬁou_m not see Chicago’s
slums on their way to the Convention centre.

The southern city provides a revealing case mﬁc&.%. of the effort
it can take to change with the times. .moﬁrﬁ.b. cities and states
were made symbolic of the national failure of .rvﬁ.& &mBOn.MS%
Inevitably, Dallas was judged and moc.nm wanting after President
Kennedy’s assassination: ‘Dallas had &»E.ﬁ& the ignominious Hmw%-
tation as a city of fanatics’ and ‘its name might never recover .w.oa.d this
double infamy’."? A Life exposé dubbed Dallas ‘smug for &.mnwmmzmw
the murder as a communist plot. Reporters pointed to Hr.m city’s glit-
tering skyscrapers ‘shadowing ramshackle Negro roﬂmm and ‘signs
of shame’ such as a billboard urging ‘Save our Wowcw_wo defaced Em
salacious graffiti and a sign urging the government to HB@nmormmpw
Warren' ® After Dr King's murder, Memphis raised around $£
million to sell itself to a disapproving g:.u_.,ﬁ with Mayor Loeb, whose
intransigence in the face of black sanitation workers had U_.,ocmwﬁ

. King to the city, travelling to New York to lure Tmmpwﬁmm to Memphis.
However, when a commissioned study of the city’s social and eco-
nomic health suggested its problems were ‘old and Eﬁmnnwza, related
to a legacy of political bossism and resistance to change’, the Ham.ouﬂ
was suppressed ‘by tacit agreement among Chamber o.m OoBBmMrrM
members, politicians and the press’ .gcow later, in 1991, -
National Civil Rights Museum was conceived as a project to conserve
the Lorraine Motel and to turn a site renowned only for the murdes

committed there into an institute for commemoration and social
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change. Birmingham would follow suit enshrining and changing
Kelly Ingram Park.

But for Birmingham . . .

The Rev. Fred L. Shuttlesworth, Birmingham’s longest-serving and
most assiduous fighter for civil rights, recalled that while Kennedy was
a gradualist in terms of legislation, it was Birmingham that turned the
tide for the President: ‘But for Birmingham, we would not be here
today’. The phrase summarised the extent to which Alabama’s most
industrial city has been the epicentre of efforts to measure the impact
of protests to secure racial justice and federal legislation. In 1961 CBS
made a television documentary Who Speaks for Birmingham? and
Lyndon Johnson selected the city as the target for federal enforcement
of the Voting Rights Act in 1965; in 1969 Operation New Birmingham
succeeded in bringing together civic and industry power elites in an
effort to remake the city renowned for police brutality; and in 1990,
tragically, the city ‘set new records for violent deaths’?? Images of
Birmingham have been dominated by violence. In 2004 Warhol’s
‘Mustard Race Riot’, inspired by Life magazine photographs of the
attacks on children in Kelly Ingram Park, achieved a record sum. Today,
the city is a renowned medical research centre, its Downtown domi-
nated by University of Alabama at Birmingham; it is a banking hub and
headquarters for at least two Fortune 500 companies. In 2002 the
legend ‘Heart of Dixie’ that had been a fixture on the state’s car licence
plates since the early 1950s was replaced by ‘Stars Fell on Alabama’, a
telling shift from Confederate pride to a romantic reference to an 1833
meteor shower and the popular jazz song. In 2006, Birmingham was
renamed “The Diverse City’, its traditional ‘Magic City’ having been
dismissed as too generic. A series of advertisements emphasise cultural
attractions including world-class entertainment, conference facilities,
fine dining — and civil rights history: ‘Remember the courage of the past
to appreciate the triumphs of today in Birmingham’s Civil Rights
District’.? In 1963, however, ‘culture’ had retreated, as one resident
bemoaned in Look magazine: ‘the city has a civic symphony, civic-
theater groups, an art museum, a botanical garden and a zoo. But the

~Broadway road shows are not coming to Birmingham. And our Music
- Club season almost failed this year because of ticket cancellations.

Many people in Birmingham are afraid to go out after dark’.*
Birmingham was the largest segregated city in the US in the 1960s
and it functioned as a barometer for the racial health or sickness of the
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nation. In 1963 the city was even declared ‘dead’. Eulogies were typi-
fied by lawyer and resident Charles Morgan Jr’s plea for a national
effort to help resuscitate the city: ‘the community’s life has been
snuffed out by fear and violence. What has happened here is a timely
warning of what can happen anywhere if men and women who say
they believe in American ideals — the good people — will not stand up
for their convictions . . . In Birmingham, fear and cowardice have
in effect suspended the First Amendment’? In the mid-1960s,
Birmingham was the nation’s racial crucible from which Dr King
would write his ‘Letter from Birmingham Jail’. Violence against
Ereedom Riders in 1961 had already ensured that Birmingham hit the
headlines and in January 1963 SCLC launched “Project C’ for
Confrontation in the city King described as having the ugliest record
of brutality in the South, hoping for a notable civil rights victory after
the strategic indecision of the Albany campaign.

In 1963 it was the black children of Birmingham who forced
President Kennedy to act in the name of civil rights and Birmingham
city officials to finally agree to desegregation policies that had already
been before the council. Almost a thousand black children were jailed,
some as young as five of six, in the city’s fairgrounds because the jails
were full. The children were moral witnesses apparently fearless in the
face of Eugene ‘Bull’ Connor, ironically Chief Commissioner for
Public Safety, who in that role allowed his men to unleash police dogs
and fire water cannons on the children demonstrating in Kelly Ingram
Park. The Birmingham campaign harnessed the media as no other cam:
paign; photographs and footage of children lashed by water were dra-
matic and the national media mistakenly recorded a much larger group
of protesters than had actually marched. _ ‘

Controversy over an iconic picture reflects contradictions in
the media’s representation of Birmingham’s complex racial history.
Fifteen-year-old Walter Gadsen, captured (see Figure C.2) by the
camera Bill Hudson hid in his jacket, denied in interview with Jet mag-
azine that he had been involved in the demonstration. He was, he said,
an observer caught up in history when he crossed the street. He'was
also 2 member of a black middle-class family who disagreed with the
form the protests took. Officer Dick Middleton, it has since beem
argued, was actually trying to control the German Shepherd snapping:
at the boy’s torso. Birmingham journalist Diane McWhorter used the
image to argue in 2001 that the ‘Big Truth’ about segregation was never.
black and white, though neither participant wished to add his thoughzs.

to her study.?® However, interviewed for a British documentary =

\

Figure 0.2 mﬂ_,am_;:m,s Protest, Walter Gadsen and poli i
0 s police dog. Phot
Hudson, 3 May 1963. AP Photos. Courtesy PA Photos. ’ oarepn by Bl

1988 Gadsen had stated, ‘I’'m glad I went to the park that day because
Hudson was lucky enough to catch me with his camera’ and the two
shook hands for the television cameras.” Whatever the mamd\ behind
this photograph may be, despite reluctance on President Kennedy’s
part to intervene, and despite criticism of putting children on Mﬂw
movement’s front lines, such images are memorable, As historians
U.uﬂm.w Garrow and Peter Ling point out, the press was ready to leave
Birmingham when it was decided that the ‘Children’s Crusade’ should
go ahead and, although King vacillated over the safety of allowing chil-
dren to become involved, they were willing to act. Lifted into the air
by mmz.w force o.m water cannons, bitten, bruised and jailed, the sight of
American police assaulting schoolchildren was the image of brutal
zesistance the movement needed. The images were a turning point;
they recalled Sharpeville, the 1960 anti-apartheid demonstration in
Monﬂw Africa when police killed sixty-nine, and they lent something of
s same moral strength to the Birmingham campaign. ’

WaEvamE.bm .wwamnmrma in 1963 or Memphis in 1968 is to return
% segregationist intransigence and in Birmingham’s case to the Klan
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violence that made the city a citadel of race hatred known as
‘Bombingham’. Despite the success of the May demonstrations,
Sixteenth Street Baptist church was bombed on Sunday, 15 September
1963. It was the fourth bombing in a month and one of more than
twenty over the previous eight years, including one that destroyed
Rev. Fred Shuttlesworth’s home. It had been preceded by the first
urban breakdown of social order in the 1960s, on 10 May 1963. When
A. G. Gaston’s motel and Dr King’s brother’s home were bombed fol-
lowing a Klan rally, the city exploded too. The murder of Denise
McNair, Cynthia Wesley, Carole Robertson, and Addie Mae Collins
was the final offence in a series of Klan retaliations to the success of the

w:.BEmrmB campaign. The city’s efforts to do the right thing by pros- -

ecuting the bombers were blocked when FBI’s . Edgar Hoover, no
supporter of civil rights, officially closed the investigation in 1968,
despite having the names of four men strongly believed to have been
involved. The dogged determination of Bill Baxley who pursued the
case on coming to office as Alabama Attorney General in 1971 was
crucial in ensuring it was re-opened. Slowly over subsequent decades
the city would rebuild its image by facing its past and prosecuting the
bombers. Bill Hudson’s picture of Walter Gadsen epitomises the city’s
overarching project to address violence as an image which has haunted
Birmingham as well as a factor of its civil rights history. It is repro-
duced as one of the bronze statues that forms part of James Drake’s
installation of a ‘Freedom Walk’ through Kelly Ingram Park. The
inscription reads: ‘ “This sculpture is dedicated to the foot soldiers of
the Birmingham Civil Rights Movement. With gallantry, courage and
great bravery, they faced the violence of attack dogs, high powered
water hoses and bombings. .Hrm% were the fodder in the advance

against E_cmsom, warriors of a just cause. .H_w@% represent humanity -

unshaken in their firm belief in their nation’s commitment to liberty
and justice for all. We salute these men and women who were the sol+
diers of the great cause” Richard Arrington Jr, Mayor of wmndmsmrmaq
May 1993".

In 2001 Diane McWhorter returned to memories of her orbmroom
in a panoramic account of Birmingham’s white elite which follows
many ‘returns’ in various cultural forms, such as sportswriter Paul
Hemphill who in Leaving Birmingham (1993) recalls his blue-collar
childhood and tries to understand the climate in which racial violence
could receive public approbation. Birmingham is the setting for Vicki
Covington’s novel The Last Hotel for Women (1996), its backdrop the
violence against Freedom Riders in 1961, and for Sena Jeter Naslund’s
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- i+ (2003) in which white and black characters are focalisers
W%Mﬁwﬂﬂﬁﬁnr %w events of May 1963 are o.rm:bazmm. >§W U%%%M eé_m
a popular success on cable television’s Lifetime channel, shuttle mw&
and forth from the early 1960s to its present of 1998, Mﬂw interrac al
friendship its focus, but of all the nc.:cnm_ ?.omcn_uonm that H.ME.H.S v
Birmingham, Tony Grooms’ wQSw.Smw&\: is the Hwomn_momm_ m_mm y
interesting; it is s critically diagnostic as zndﬁgonﬂ, s cultur: M AWW_
The visceral hatred captured graphically in Charles Moore’s m% 3
Hudson’s photographs is held back to a slow GE..S in .&zm wm@ _Sr ive
novel in which a black child comes .Om age in .H.:rﬁw e where
Condoleezza Rice grew up, and in Vietnam. Bombing &:M is mmﬁ.
against a background of domestic racial terrorism and war:
Birmingham in 1963 and Vietnam 1n .arm 1970s are both émw NWOEW.
Walter Burke’s name may be a composite of A@.—S.H Gadsen mw 4%“& e
Marshall, Assistant Attorney General for civil rights and the ! 8
House’s representative who was almost permanently statione E

irmingham during 1963. s
w_mm”ww.m&m_ ﬁobmmms is palpable in h.&,on.uamv boé.r. rather ﬁme enu-
merating what King in ‘Letter from w:.,B:.Hmrpmﬁ Jail QE«M t MQ mMEmm
ing darts of segregation’, its focus 15 mmx.nmz_nm violence. When Wa ﬂﬂ.w s
friend Haywood dies beside him in Vietnam, the trauma triggers ; s
memory of losing his best friend in a racist killing on 15 _mmwﬁwa‘ am
1963. In this way, Grooms commemorates the boy generally re oQM
to as one of “two other black children’ shot on the same mm%mmm.ﬂ m
church bombing. Grooms” Lamar Burrellis m.mnﬁos»_ version o <M.m
Lamar Ware, described in the African >n.ﬁﬁomb-o€wﬁ@ m:.ﬁwamv pam
World as a seventh-grader and ‘a very quiet mm_m Christian litt nammdm §
shot by two sixteen-year-old white boys discovered to be ‘Eagle
Scouts® as he rode on a bicycle.?® Richard Rorty has m.nmcnm that nag
elists are primarily ‘redescriptors’ of the past, but while Qnomunwm M%-
resents social breakdown by funnelling it through the story o ﬂ G _,,&%
breaking apart, he refuses to dilute the terror by emphasising mﬁrn indi-
vidual at the expense of broader historical forces: family gatherings
always return to stories of _%nor.ﬁmm.mbm bombings. Grooms ozmmannw
that imagined characters and historical figures originate oMn of the
same unruly and violent conditions. The mc.v_mnn.a decentred to mnn.r.w
cise effect. Walter is made wmﬁsomzﬁ seeing his sister, HmBmH..,wn.
Haywood as extensions of himself, and Birmingham 1963 remains 2

current event in this 2001 novel. Walter Benjamin argued that history -

can only break down images, not stories, but mcﬁs?xm@&s is a repre-
sentational struggle in which Grooms integrates 1mages of Vietnam
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with civil rights iconography with a striking a sense of contemporane-
ity that the US and UK’s war in Iraq has only served to reinforce.
Bombingham’s publication in 2001 also coincided with the conviction
of a former Klansman for the bombing of the Sixteenth Street Baptist
Church thirty-eight years previously.?’

There is a contemporary obsession with claiming connection to

memories ‘we’ do not have. It is an obsession that Walter Benn
Michaels has argued is peculiarly American and animates memory
studies in their focus on ‘prosthetic’ memories.* The claim that ‘T was
there’ in the vanguard, participating in events that are legendary, is a
natural phenomenon. The National Voting Rights Museum in Selma,
Alabama, for example, includes a wall with the slogan “We Were There’
followed by messages and memories written by marchers. However,
the same tendency adds a disturbing footnote to this case study of
Birmingham. A federal district judge James Ware repeatedly claimed
that Virgil Ware was his brother and that he was riding the bicycle
across Birmingham when Virgil, perched on the handlebars, was shot
dead. In fact, Virgil Ware’s brother James still lived in Birmingham
when the fabrication came to light and is quoted as saying: ‘I am
hopeful my brother’s memory and place in history has not been
harmed by the discovery of these unfortunate events’.3! False memo-
ries or memories of events in which a participant embellishes their role
can appear in many forms and have begun to be explored in popular
cultural productions as well as by psychologists. In an episode of tele-
vision series The Education of Max Bickford entitled ‘Revisionism’
(2001), an African American professor represents herself in speaking
engagements as a former Freedom Rider threatened in Birmingham
who protested alongside Dr King. Her ‘memories’ are proved false and
the kudos she has earned is dissipated by her calculated betrayal of the
past. Bickford (Richard Dreyfuss) asks whether it matters very much
if she inspires students to think about the past since the events she
described did happen. His African American university principal
(Regina Taylor) quickly educates him: ‘People died. You can’t take
ownership of that. It disrespects their memory’.?

From the Boomers to the Y Generation: ‘Won’t Get Fooled
Again’

When Bill Clinton entered the White House, Toni Morrison praised
him as America’s first ‘black’ President, ‘blacker than any actual black
person who could ever be elected in our children’s lifetime’, and when
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MAURICE HALBWACHS: FROM THE
COLLECTIVE MEMORY

THE ULTIMATE OPPOSITION BETWEEN COLLECTIVE MEMORY AND HISTORY

The collective memory is not the same as formal history, and ‘historical
memory’ is a rather unfortunate expression because it connects two terms
opposed in more than one aspect. [. . .] Undoubtedly, history is a collection of
the most notable facts in the memory of man. But past events read about in
books and taught and learned in schools are selected, combined, and evaluated
in accord with necessities and rules not imposed on the groups that had through
time guarded them as a living trust. General history starts only when tradition
ends and the social memory is fading or breaking up. So long as a remembrance
continues to exist, it is useless to set it down in writing or otherwise fix it in
memory. Likewise the need to write the history of a period, a society, or even a
person is only aroused when the subject is already too distant in the past to
allow for the testimony of those who preserve some remembrance of it. The
memory of a sequence of events may no longer have the support of a group: the
memory of involvement in the events or of enduring their consequences, of par-
ticipating in them or receiving a firsthand account from participants and
witnesses, may become scattered among various individuals, lost amid new
- groups for whom these facts no longer have interest because the events are
definitely external to them. When this occurs, the only means of preserving such
remembrances is to write them down in a coherent narrative, for the writings

Nource: Maurice Halbwachs, The Collective Memory [1950], trans. Francis J. Ditter, Jr and Vida
Yazdi Ditter, intro. Mary Douglas (New York: Harper Colophon Books, 1980), pp. 78-84.
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remain even though the thought and the spoken word die. If a memory exists
only when the remembering subject, individual or group, feels that it goes back
to its remembrances in a continuous movement, how could history ever be a
memory, since there is a break in continuity between the society reading this
history and the group in the past who acted in or witnessed the events?

Of course, one purpose of history might just be to bridge the gap between
past and present, restoring this ruptured continuity. But how can currents of
collective thought whose impetus lies in the past be re-created, when we can
grasp only the present? Through detailed study historians can recover and bring
to light facts of varying importance believed to be definitely lost, especially if
they have the good fortune to discover unpublished memoirs. Nevertheless,
when the Mémoires de Saint-Simon, for example, were published at the
beginning of the nineteenth century, could it be said that French society of 1830
regained contact, a living and direct contact, with the end of the seventeenth
century and the time of the Regency? What passed from these memoirs into the
basic histories, which have a readership sufficiently widespread to really
influence collective opinions? The only effect of such publications is to make us
understand how distant we are from those who are doing the writing and being
described. The barriers separating us from such a period are not overcome by
scattered individuals merely devoting much time and effort to such reading. The
study of history in this sense is reserved only for a few specialists. Even were
there a group devoted to reading the Mémoires de Saint-Simon, it would be
much too small to affect public opinion.

History wanting to keep very close to factual details must become erudite,
and erudition is the affair of only a very small minority. By contrast, if history
is restricted to preserving the image of the past still having a place in the con-
temporary collective memory, then it retains only what remains of interest to
present-day society — that is, very little.

Collective memory differs from history in at least two respects. It is a current
of continuous thought whose continuity is not at all artificial, for it retains from
the past only what still lives or is capable of living in the consciousness of the
groups keeping the memory alive. By definition it does not exceed the
boundaries of this group. When a given period ceases to interest the subsequent
period, the same group has not forgotten a part of its past, because, in reality,
there are two successive groups, one following the other. History divides the
sequence of centuries into periods, just as the content of a tragedy is divided into
several acts. But in a play the same plot is carried from one act to another and
the same characters remain true to form to the end, their feélings and emotions
developing in an unbroken movement. History, however, gives the impression
that everything — the interplay of interests, general orientations, modes of
studying men and events, traditions, and perspectives on the future — is
transformed from one period to another. The apparent persistence of the same
groups merely reflects the persistence of external distinctions resulting from
places, names, and the general character of societies. But the men composing
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“the same group in two successive periods are like two tree stumps that touch
at their extremities but do not form one plant because they are not otherwise

: connected.

Of course, reason sufficient to partition the succession of generations at any
given moment is not immediately evident, because the number of births hardly
varies from year to year. Society is like a thread that is made from a series of
animal or vegetable fibers intertwined at regular intervals; or, rather, it
resembles the cloth made from weaving these threads together. The sections of
a cotton or silk fabric correspond to the end of a motif or design. Is it the same
for the sequence of generations?

Situated external to and above groups, history readily introduces into the
stream of facts simple demarcations fixed once and for all. In doing so, history
not merely obeys a didactic need for schematization. Each period is apparently
considered a whole, independent for the most part of those preceding and
following, and having some task — good, bad, or indifferent — to accomplish.
Young and old, regardless of age, are encompassed within the same perspective
so long as this task has not yet been completed, so long as certain national,
political, or religious situations have not yet realized their full implications. As
soon as this task is finished and a new one proposed or imposed, ensuing gen-
erations start down a new slope, so to speak. Some people were left behind on
the opposite side of the mountain, having never made it up. But the young, who
hurry as if fearful of missing the boat, sweep along a portion of the older adults.
By contrast, those who are located at the beginning of either slope down, even
if they are very near the crest, do not see each other any better and they remain
as ignorant of one another as they would be were they further down on their
respective slope. The farther they are located down their respective slope, the
farther they are placed into the past or what is no longer the past; or, alter-
natively, the more distant they are from one another on the sinuous line of time.

Some parts of this portrait are accurate. Viewed as a whole from afar and,
especially, viewed from without by the spectator who never belonged to the
groups he observes, the facts may allow such an arrangement into successive and
distinct configurations, each period having a beginning, middle, and end. But
just as history is interested in differences and contrasts, and highlights the
diverse features of a group by concentrating them in an individual, it similarly
attributes to an interval of a few years changes that in reality took much longer.
Another period of society might conceivably begin on the day after an event had
disrupted, partially destroyed, and transformed its structure. But only later,
when the new society had already engendered new resources and pushed on to
other goals, would this fact be noticed. The historian cannot take these
demarcations seriously. He cannot imagine them to have been noted by those
who lived during the years so demarcated, in the manner of the character in the
farce who exclaims, “Today the Hundred Years War begins!” A war or revolution

may create a great chasm between two generations, as if an intermediate
generation had just disappeared. In such a case, who can be sure that, on the day

141




MAURICE HALBWACHS

after, the youth of society will not be primarily concerned, as the old will be.

with erasing any traces of that rupture, reconciling separated generations and

maintaining, in spite of everything, continuity of social evolution? Society mus
live. Even when institutions are radically transformed, and especially then, the
best means of making them take root is to buttress them with everythimg
transferable from tradition. Then, on the day after the crisis, everyone affirms
that they must begin again at the point of interruption, that they must pick op
the pieces and carry on, Sometimes nothing is considered changed, for the thread
of continuity has been retied. Although soon rejected, such an illusion allows
transition to the new phase without any feeling that the collective memory has
been interrupted.

In reality, the continuous development of the collective memory is marked
not, as is history, by clearly etched demarcations but only by irregular and
uncertain boundaries. The present (understood as extending over a certain
duration that is of interest to contemporary society) is not contrasted to the past
in the way two neighboring historical periods are distinguished. Rather, the past
no longer exists, whereas, for the historian, the two periods have equivalent
reality. The memory of a society extends as far as the memory of the groups
composing it. Neither ill will nor indifference causes it to forget so many past
events and personages. Instead, the groups keeping these remembrances fade
away. Were the duration of human life doubled or tripled, the scope of the
collective niemory as meastired in units of time would be more extensive.
Nevertheless, such an enlarged memory might well lack richer content if so
much tradition were to hinder its evolution. Similarly, were human life shorter,
a collective memory covering a lesser duration might never grow impoverished
because change might accelerate a society ‘unburdened’ in this way. In any case,
since social memory erodes at the edges as individual members, especially older
ones, become isolated or die, it is constantly transformed along with the group
itself. Stating when a collective remembrance has disappeared and whether it
has definitely left group consciousness is difficult, especially since its recovery
only requires its preservation in some limited portion of the social body.

HisToRY, RECORD OF EVENTS; COLLECTIVE MEMORY,
DEPOSITORY OF TRADITION

In effect, there are several collective memories. This is the second characteristic
distinguishing the collective memory from history. History is unitary, and it can
be said that there is only one history. Let me explain what I mean. Of course,
we can distinguish the history of France, Germany, Italy, thé history of a certain
period, region, or city, and even that of an individual. Sometimes historical
work is even reproached for its excessive specialization and fanatic desire for
detailed study that neglects the whole and in some manner takes the part for

the whole. But let us consider this matter more closely. The historian justifies |

these detailed studies by believing that detail added to detail will form a whole
that can in turn be added to other wholes; in the total record resulting from all
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- these successive summations, no fact will be subordinated to any other fact,
since every fact is as interesting as any other and merits as much to be brought
forth and recorded. Now the historian can make such judgments because he
‘s not located within the viewpoint of any genuine and living groups of past
or present. In contrast to the historian, these groups are far from affording
~ equal significance to events, places, and periods that have not affected them
© equally. But the historian certainly means to be objective and impartial. Even
‘when writing the history of his own country, he tries to synthesize a set of facts
" comparable with some other set, such as the history of another country, so as
to avoid any break in continuity. Thus, in the total record of European history,
the comparison of the various national viewpoints on the facts is never found;
what is found, rather, is the sequence and totality of the facts such as they are,
not for a certain country or a certain group but independent of any group
judgment. The very divisions that separate countries are historical facts of
the same value as any others in such a record. All, then, is on the same level.
The historical world is like an ocean fed by the many partial histories. Not sur-
prisingly, many historians in every period since the beginning of historical
writing have considered writing universal histories. Such is the natural orien-
tation of the historical mind. Such is the fatal course along which every
historian would be swept were he not restricted to the framework of more
limited works by either modesty or short-windedness,

Of course, the muse of history is Clio. History can be represented as the
universal memory of.the human species. But there is no universal memory.
Every collective memory requires the support of a group delimited in space and
time. The totality of past events can be put together in a single record only by
separating them from the memory of the groups who preserved them and by
severing the bonds that held them close to the psychological life of the social
milieus where they occurred, while retaining only the group’s chronological and
spatial outline of them. This procedure no longer entails restoring them to
lifelike reality, but requires relocating them within the frameworks with which
history organizes events. These frameworks are external to these groups and
define them by mutual contrast. That is, history is interested primarily in dif-
ferences and disregards the resemblances without which there would have been
no memory, since the only facts remembered are those having the common trait
of belonging to the same consciousness. Despite the variety of times and places,
history reduces events to seemingly comparable terms, allowing their inter-
relation as variations on one or several themes. Only in this way does it manage
to give us a summary vision of the past, gathering into a moment and sym-
bolizing in a few abrupt changes or in certain stages undergone by a people or
individual, a slow collective evolution. In this way it presents us a unique and
total image of the past. .
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THE CRUCIBLE

How Bloocly Sun(lay at the Edmund
Pettus Bridg‘e Cllangecl Everyt}ling

CLAYBORNE CARSON

The legacy of the modern African American freedom struggle is not
‘only ideas about political strategies and racial destiny but also about ways

- 'of organizing communities. The most successful black organizers of the

1960s established a model of community mobilization that emphasized
the nurturing of grassroots leaders and organizations. The Student Non-
violent Coordinating Committee (SNCC, pronounced “snick”) was
founded by the southern black college students who had initiated the
lunch counter sit-in movement of 1960. SNCC became a community for
a small but growing number of idealistic activists, whites as well as
blacks, nonstudents and students, northerners and southerners. SNCC
activists gradually moved beyond the narrow bounds of permissible dis-
sent of the cold war era. Willing to provoke perilous confrontations with
southern segregationists, they had little sympathy for liberal leaders who
refused to take political risks on behalf of civil rights reform. Most
SNCC activists were less committed than King to Christian-Gandhian

precepts, but nonviolent direct action remained SNCC’s most effective

stimulus for mass struggles. SNCC'’s innovative use of nonviolent tactics
contributed to its élan and effectiveness, which in turn inspired black
southerners who had little power and few material resources.
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Creative use of direct action tactics initially shaped SNCC’s reputa-
tion, but its community organizing techniques are an even more dis-
tinctive part of its legacy. As SNCC field secretaries moved beyond
episodic protests to launch long-term projects, they established a model
of community mobilization that emphasized the nurturing of grassroots
leaders and organizations. The most successful SNCC projects unleashed
the power of communities whose residents became confident of their
collective ability to overcome oppression. SNCC’s democratic idealism
reflected the influence of Ella Baker, who experienced elitism and sex-
ism as a staff member of the NAACP and as executive director of the
Southern Christian Leadership Conference (SCLC). Rejecting King’s
charismatic leadership style, Baker advised SNCC organizers to promote
“group-centered leaders” rather than “leader-centered groups.” Known
for their generalized distrust of institutional leaders, the best SNCC
organizers exercised an unconventional kind of guidance. Insisting that
their job was to work themselves out of a job, they self-consciously
avoided replacing old hierarchies with new ones. SNCC’s decentralized
structure made it responsive to local needs and encouraged leaders to
emerge from groups that were traditionally excluded—because of gen-
der, poverty, background, educational deficiencies, and age—from par-
ticipating in political decision making. During its years of dynamic
growth, SNCC became a catalyst for sustained local movements and a
seedbed of ideas about overcoming oppression.

Students affiliated with SNCC were initially divided over whether to
become involved in voter registration work. They recognized that this
was an important activity, since the paucity of black voters, especially in
the Deep South, prevented blacks from acquiring the political power
necessary to achieve civil rights goals. Nonetheless, many student
activists were reluctant to abandon the direct action tactics that had
placed them at the forefront of the black struggle. They felt that such tac-
tics, though well suited for assaults on segregated facilities, were proba-
bly not sufficient to register millions of black adults. Despite these
concerns, a growing number of black activists saw voter registration as
a natural outgrowth of their movement. They began to see it as an
opportunity to transform small-scale, nonviolent protest activities into
a massive political struggle for racial advancement.
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Violence Escalates the Selma
Voting Rights Campaign

At the beginning of 1965 few SNCC workers would have surmised that
Alabama would become the focus of their activities. Compared to proj-
ects in Mississippi and Georgia, SNCC activities in Alabama garnered
little publicity. In the fall of 1964 there were only three full-time work-
ers in SNCC’s headquarters in Selma. Former Nashville student protest
leader and freedom rider Bernard Lafayette and his wife, Colia, a Touga-
loo student activist, had launched the project in February 1963. After the
Lafayettes returned to college, the Selma project continued under the
direction of Worth Long, John Love, and finally, in the spring of 1965,
Silas Norman, a graduate of Paine College in Augusta, Georgia.

Martin Luther King’s announcement of a major voting rights cam-
paign in Selma early in 1965 was met with ambivalence among SNCC’s
Alabama staff. They knew that King’s effort would aid their own voter reg-
istration work by attracting national publicity and perhaps prompting
federal intervention against white Alabama authorities. With the excep-
tion of Mississippi, Alabama had the lowest proportion of blacks on the
registration rolls. Only 2 percent of eligible black residents had been reg-
istered in Dallas County, the site of SNCC’s headquarters, and even fewer
in the surrounding rural areas. Yet staff members feared that King’s pres-
ence would undermine their long-standing efforts to develop black lead-
ership. They agreed not to hamper SCLC’s campaign and even offered the
use of their equipment and facilities to SCLC representatives, but expected
to remain on the sidelines, hoping that local blacks would recognize the
deficiencies of SCLC’s leader-centered approach to organizing.

Many SNCC staff members outside the state, however, could not
resist the temptation to become involved, especially after violent clashes
between police and local residents. The jailing of King during a Febru-
ary 1 demonstration at the Selma courthouse sparked marches that led
to the arrest of more than one thousand protesters, including hundreds
of black schoolchildren. The escalating protests prompted President
Johnson to announce to the nation that he intended to see that the right
to vote was “secured for all of our citizens.”

The first fatality of the campaign occurred in Marion, a town near
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Selma. Jimmy Lee Jackson, a twenty-six-year-old black protester, was

killed by a state policeman as he attempted to aid his mother, who had
been clubbed by police. Jackson’s death stimulated renewed mass
protests, and in early March SCLC leaders announced plans for a march
from Selma to the Alabama capitol in Montgomery to dramatize the
plight of Alabama blacks. Still faced with: the difficult choice regarding
official involvement in the civil rights campaign, SNCC representatives
met with SCLC leaders on March 5, two days before the planned march,
to discuss their differences. Despite their opposition to the march, the
‘Alabama SNCC staff agreed that, in view of their personal commitment
to local residents, they should continue to provide promised assistance.
Meeting in Atlanta later that day and the next, some members of SNCC’s
executive committee argued that SNCC should join the march in order
to counteract SCLC influence. The meeting ended with the decision that
SNCC remain officially uncommitted. Recognizing, however, that a few

Marchers along U.S. Highway 80, named in honor of the president of the Confederacy, as
they make their way toward Montgomery, the state capital, 1965, Alabama.
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SNCC workers, including its chairman John Lewis, were already involved,
the executive committee voted to allow SNCC workers to participate as
individuals. The committee also agreed to draft a letter to King describ-
ing SNCC’s position and requesting a meeting with SCLC leaders.!

The Effect of Bloody Sunday

To the surprise of SNCC workers, King did not join the two thousand
marchers who began their trek from Selma to Montgomery on the after-
noon of Sunday, March 7, but returned to Atlanta to deliver a sermon
instead. His absence left leadership of the march in the hands of Hosea
Williams of SCLC and John Lewis and Robert Mants of SNCC. At the
Pettus Bridge on the outskirts of Selma, the marchers encountered a
combined force of deputies and state troopers commanded by Sheriff
Jim Clark and Major John Cloud. Cloud ordered them to disperse
within two minutes, and when the marchers refused they were attacked
by police using billy clubs. “We passed the word back for everybody to
bow down in a prayerful manner,” Lewis recalled. “Then the troopers
came back at us again, this time with tear gas as well.” Lewis’s skull was
fractured in one of the attacks, but he managed to regroup the marchers
and lead them back to a church. Before leaving for a hospital, he angrily
remarked, “I don’t see how President Johnson can send troops to Viet-
nam [and] the Congo ... and can’t send troops to Selma, Alabama. Next
time we march, we may have to keep going when we get to Montgomery.
We may have to go on to Washington.”?

The brutal assault on marchers at the Pettus Bridge dispelled the pre-
vious reservations of many SNCC workers. Four carloads of Mississippi
staff members suddenly left a Council of Federated Organizations meet-
ing in Jackson in cars assigned to the Mississippi projects to drive to
Selma. Another group attending the executive committee meeting in
Atlanta decided to charter a plane rather than make the five-hour drive
to Selma. This response revealed the deeply ingrained desire for militant
action even among hardliners who believed that protests were counter-
productive.

“We were angry;” recalled Cleveland Sellers, SNCC’s program secretary.
“And we wanted to show Governor [George] Wallace, the Alabama State
Highway Patrol, Sheriff Clark, Selma’s whites, the federal government,
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and poor southern blacks in other Selmas that we didn’t intend to take
anymore shit. We would ram the march down the throat of anyone who
tried to stop us.”® Concern for those who had been attacked and an
understanding of the value of protest activity as a training ground for
those who would sustain the struggle prompted the SNCC workers’ reac-
tion, but it also indicated an absence of staff discipline and the tendency
of SNCC’s decision-making process to break down in a crisis.

Once in Selma, SNCC workers openly criticized SCLC tactics. For-
man and other SNCC militants condemned Federal Judge Frank John-
son’s request for postponement of the march as a condition of hearing
SCLC’s demand for an injunction against state officials. King initially
agreed to march despite federal warnings but decided against a con-
frontation with police after discussions with Attorney General Nicholas
Katzenbach and other government officials. King did not inform SNCC
workers of his intentions, however, when on March 10 he joined a group
of more than one thousand protesters confronting a police barricade
outside Selma. The SCLC leader led the group in prayer and then told
marchers to turn around and go back. King’s action angered many
SNCC workers and local residents. The open road to Montgomery, an
obvious police challenge, heightened the marchers’ anger. “With an
irony that must have graven itself into the minds of the SNCC students,”
wrote King biographer David Lewis, “the three thousand demonstrators
headed back to the church, many of them singing ‘Ain’t Gonna Let
Nobody Turn Me *Round.”*

Shortly after the abortive march, local whites attacked three white
ministers who had joined the demonstrations. One of the ministers, the
Reverend James Reeb, died a few days later. In sharp contrast to the ear-
lier death of Jimmy Lee Jackson, the killing of Reeb brought an imme-
diate national response. Civil rights supporters from across the nation
arrived in Selma for a memorial service. Thousands of demonstrators
demanded federal intervention during sympathy protests in many
northern cities. On March 15 President Johnson, who had sent a plane
to transport Reeb’s widow back to her home in Boston, used the Selma
crisis as an opportunity for a nationally televised address proposing new
voting rights legislation.

Many SNCC workers heard Johnson’s speech while leading demon-
strations near the Alabama capitol in Montgomery. Conceding SCLC’s
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- dominance in Selma, SNCC organizers had mobilized black students at
~ Tuskegee Institute and at colleges in the Montgomery area in order to

keep pressure on state officials.
Although Executive Secretary Jim Forman would later be criticized
for unilaterally spending about five thousand dollars of SNCC’s scarce

- funds to support the Alabama demonstrations, he could not resist the

opportunity to “radicalize the students,” and the Montgomery demon-

“strations of mid-March succeeded beyond expectations. Along with

organizers Bill Hall, Bill Ware, and Willie Ricks, Forman encouraged the

- students to continue their demonstrations near the capitol and tried to

counteract the influence of moderate black ministers and SCLC officials.
“I saw the demonstrations as a vital learning experience and as a basis
for commitment,” he later wrote. “The only way to get the students
involved, it seemed to me, was to get them in motion, try to make them
militant, explain—for example—what the ministers were doing” On
Monday, March 15, violent clashes took place between demonstrators
and police, and the following night about six hundred marchers, includ-
ing Forman, clashed with mounted police with billy clubs and electric
prods. Moderate black leaders and administration officials tried to
restrain the student protesters, but SNCC workers retained the support
of a hard core of several hundred students. At a rally called on March 16
m% SCLC officials hoping to assert their control over the demonstrations,
Forman revealed the escalating verbal militancy that accompanied
the protests when he told an audience that included many newsmen
and ministers, “If we can’t sit at the table of democracy, then we’ll knock
the fucking legs off” Although he immediately regretted using such
strong language, he later wrote that “the charge by the posse earlier that
day . .. was still in my mind. It was difficult not to speak out in anger.”’

When the march from Selma to Montgomery finally occurred it was
anticlimactic in contrast to the tumultuous demonstrations of previous
weeks. About 25,000 people marched peacefully to the state capitol,
where a mass rally was held on March 25. King delivered a rousing
address while the subdued governor George Wallace sat in his nearby
office. Southern white resistance remained fierce, however. After the
tally, Mrs. Viola Liuzzo, a white housewife from Detroit, was shot to
death while driving back to Montgomery after transporting protesters
to Selma.
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Victory and Disillusionment

In retrospect, the Selma campaign was a victory for King’s protest strat-
egy. If his presence interfered with SNCC’s long-range efforts to develop
self-sufficient local black leadership, it also provided the spark for a
crucial confrontation between Alabama blacks and obstinate state offi-
cials, which in turn contributed to a favorable climate of public opinion
outside the South and to subsequent passage of Johnson’s voting rights
proposals. Despite this decisive victory, the Alabama campaign con-
tributed to the further disillusionment of SNCC workers. Even activists
who still believed in the power of nonviolent direct action had begun to
doubt whether the resulting reforms were worth the sacrifices.

“We’re only flesh,” remarked Lewis. “I could understand people not
wanting to be beaten anymore. ... Black capacity to believe [that a white
person] would really open his heart, open his life to nonviolent appeal
was running out.”%

Other SNCC workers who had long since decided that appeals to the
national conscience were useless saw the Selma and Montgomery
protests as a confirmation of their attitudes. The bitterness verging on
spite felt by many staff members was expressed in Stokely Carmichael’s
complaint that the march to Montgomery, which began as a protest of
the death of a black man, Jimmy Lee Jackson, attracted major national
attention only after the death of Reverend Reeb.

“Now, 'm not saying we shouldn’t pay tribute to Rev. Reeb,”
Carmichael explained. “What 'm saying is that if we’re going to pay trib-
ute to one, we should also pay tribute to the other. And I think we have
to analyze why [Johnson] sent flowers to Mrs. Reeb, and not to Mrs.
Jackson.”?

The GﬁmﬂmmrmL‘PMmhMQ

SNCC’s most important contribution to the modern African American
freedom struggle was to develop a style of organizing that encouraged
the development of grassroots movements and leaders. Although SNCC
organizers were not equally effective, the most successful ones under-
stood the need to engage in sustained community organizing so that
local leaders could be identified and allowed to gain confidence in their
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ability to carry on after the organizer left—thus, SNCC’s slogan was “our
job is to work ourselves out of a job” SNCC'’s legacy can be found in the
many parts of the South where individuals inspired by SNCC are still
providing leadership for social justice struggles.

Effective grassroots organizing still occurs, but unfortunately many
students have chosen to work for social change in ways that increase
rather than decrease reliance on top-down leadership styles and decision
making (usually by professionals, such as lawyers). I would hope that
students today can learn from SNCC’s organizing efforts in Selma and
elsewhere to acquire a better understanding of how oppressed people
with limited resources can free themselves and make the world better.

That democratic fervor is found in the beacon calls for imaginative self-
creation in Ralph Waldo Emerson, in the dark warnings of imminent self-
destruction in Herman Melville, in the impassioned odes to democratic
possibility in Walt Whitman. It is found most urgently and poignantly in the
prophetic and powerful voices of the long black freedom struggle—from
the democratic eloquence of Frederick Douglass to the soaring civic ser-
mons of Martin Luther King Jr., in the wrenching artistic honesty of James
Baldwin and Toni Morrison, and in the expressive force and improvisatory
genius of the blues/jazz tradition, all forged in the night side of America
and defying the demeaning strictures of white supremacy. The greatest
intellectual, moral, political, and spiritual resources in America that may
renew the soul and preserve the future of American democracy reside in
this multiracial, rich democratic heritage.

—CORNEL WEST, AUTHOR, COMMENTATOR, AND PROFESSOR
OF RELIGION AT PRINCETON UNIVERSITY

W T T

It has taken forty years and more to put in place a framework of civil rights
enforcement, a framework now threatened on several fronts. Organizations
dedicated to overturning the gains of the civil rights movement now
dictate public policy. Their very names are fraudulent and their aims are
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rightening. They've stolen our vocabulary and now they want to steal the
ust spoils of our righteous war. Sophisticated and well funded, over the
»ast decade they've already won several victories in the plot to dismantle
astice and fair play. So the stakes are high, higher than ever in recent
nemory, the consequences of loss almost too dire to bear. African Amer-
zans are our nation’s largest racial minority and will remain so in the future.
‘heir centrality to victory can't be overlooked and it cant be left to last
ninute afterthoughts or early November drive-by politics. If we want to
ount on these voters we have to ensure them that their votes will count.

—JULIAN BOND, CHAIRMAN OF THE NATIONAL ASSOCIATION
FOR THE ADVANCEMENT OF COLORED PEOPLE (NAACP)

”,..M_._ J; Hﬁmm ARITHMETIC
§ OFPOWER

Is the Glass Half Empty or mmm Full?

After the victory of the Voting Rights Act of 1965, it was
tempting for people to think that there was going to be
a direct link between voting E.mm:m and racial advance-
ment. The publisher Bill Cox, then a young activist,
reflects that optimistic view. Pragmatists like the attorney
J. L. Chestnut knew otherwise, but admitted that once
the federal registrars arrived in Selma, “in six short weeks
the number of black registered voters rose from less
than seventy to ten thousand.”

The political analyst Ronald Walters suggests the vic-
tory was greater than the inevitable disillusionment. He
discusses how, over time, the election of blacks to power-
ful positions helped to integrate the South and paved the
way for Jesse Jackson’s historic Democratic presidential
campaigns. Professor Carol Swain takes the position, how-
ever, that race-based voting rights strategies may be back-
firing by improving the electability of black candidates,
but reducing the influence of black voters overall. Kenny
Whitby frames the legal and social dilemma succinctly,
proving that race still matters in elections today.

—TAvis SMILEY
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Bloody Sunday

I’VE BEEN BACK to Selma many times since that fateful Sunday afternoon. Nor-
mally I'm with a large crowd, gathered for one anniversary or another of that '65
march. The town is alive with noise and excitement on such days, but the rest of
the time it remains today what it was back then: a sleepy, dying little Southern
community. Many of the storefronts along its downtown Broad:Street are boarded

~ up, with-handwritten FOR LEASE signs taped -on the windows: The businesses that
are left— Rexall Drugs, the El Ranchero cafe, Walter Craig Sportsman’s Headquar-
ters. (“TONS OF GUNS” is its slogan) — point more to the past than they do to the
tuture.

The Dallas County Courthouse is still there, its steps that same pale green,
though the building itself has now been painted the color of cream. Brown’s
Chapel, of course, still stands as well, with the same arched whitewashed ceiling
inside, the same rows of folding, theater-style seats up in its U-shaped balcony.

There’s a monument in front of the church, a bust of Dr. King, which, on my
most recent visit there, was coated with a thin dusting of snow. The unlikely
snowfall had brought out children by the dozen in the dirt yards of the Carver
projects, across the street from the church. They were hooting and hollering, trying
valiantly to make snowmen out of the sprinkling of powder that lay on the ground.
A couple of them were having a snowball fight, hiding from one another behind
tllc:streetside markers that commemorate the history that was written here in 1965.

None of those children were alive back then, but most-of them know better
than any historian the-details of what happened on March 7 of that year. They've
heard the story so many times, from parents and grandparents, from neighbors and
friends — from the people who were there.

How could anyone ever forget a day like that?

It was brisk and breezy, a few puffs of purplish clouds scattered across the
clear blue sky. By the time [ arrived at Brown’s Chapel, about half past noon, there

. were already close to five hundred marchers gathered on the ballfield and basket-
- ball courts beside and beyond the church. Some of the SCLC staffers were holding
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impromptu training sessions, teaching the people how to kneel and protect their
bodies if attacked. ‘

Hosea and Bevel were off to the side, huddled with-Andy Young, the three:of
them talking animatedly, as if something was wrong. .And- there was something
wrong. Dr. King, it turned out, had decided late the day before to postpone the
march until Monday. He’d missed too many preaching commitments at his church
in Atlanta, he explained. He needed to deliver his sermon that weekend. The
march from Selma, he decided, would have to wait a day. That was the message
Andy Young had been sent to deliver.

Hosea was clearly upset. So was Bevel. The people were here, and they were
ready. There was no way to turn them back home now.

This was the first I'd heard of this news. Later T would learn that there were
other factors that had affected Dr. King’s decision, the most serious being a death
threat, of which there had been several during the previous two months. Dr. King
was initially leaning toward still coming, but his staff talked him out of it. :

Or so the story goes. There is still disagreement and speculation today among
many people about King’s decision not to march that day. There is still resentment
among a lot of people, especially SNCC. members, who saw this as nothing but
abandonment, a cop-out. Ce ‘ :

I don't feel that way. First of all, I can’t imagine anyone questioning the
courage of Martin Luther King Jr. Beyond.that, in terms of the specific circum-
stances of that Sunday, no one in SNCC was in any position to criticize Dr. King:
As far as I was concerned, they had lost the right to pass judgment of any kind on
this march the moment they decided not to take part in it.”

After seeing that the march could not be stopped; Andy Young went inside
the church and called Dr. King in Atlanta. They talked over the situation, and
King instructed Andy to choose one among thern — Andy, Hosea or Bevel —to join
me as co-leader of the march. The other two would remain behind to take care of
things in case there was trouble.

Andy returned with that news, and the three of them proceeded to flip coins
to see who would join me. The odd man would march; the other two would stay.

The odd man turned out to be Hosea, and so that little slice of history was
settled — by the flip of a quarter. o ,

It was mid-afternoon now, and time to assemble. A teamn of doctors and nurses
from a group called the Medical Committee for Human Rights had arrived the day
before on a flight from New York and set up a makeshift: clinic in the small
parsonage beside the church: We expected a confrontation.'We knew Sheriff Clark
had issued yet another call the evening before for even more deputies. Mass arrests
would probably be made. There might be injuries. Most- likely, we would be’
stopped at the edge of the city limits, arrested and: maybe:roughed up a little bit.
We did not expect anything worse than that. : :

And we did not expect to march all the way to Montgomery. No one knew for
sure, until the last minute, if the march would even take place. There had been a
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feasure of planning, but nowhere near the preparations and logistics necessary to
move that many people in an orderly manner down fifty-four miles of highway, a
distance that would take about five days for a group that size to cover.

Many of the men and women gathered on' that ballfield had come straight
from church. They were still wearing their-Sunday outfits. Some of the women
had on high heels. I had on a suit and tie, a light tan raincoat, dress shoes and my
backpack. I was no more:ready to hike half a hundred miles than anyone else. Like

~ ‘everyone around me, I was basically- playing it by:ear. None of us had thought

miuch further ahead than that afternoon. Anything that happened beyond that—if
we-were allowed to go on, if this march did indeed go all the way to Montgomery
— we figured we would take care of as we went along. The main thing was that we
doit; that we march. : ey

It was close to 4 p.M. when Andy, Hosea, Bevel and I gathered the marchers
around us. A dozen or so- reporters were there:as well. I read a short statement
aloud for the benefit of the press, explaining why we were marching today. Then
we all knelt to one knee and bowed our heads as Andy delivered a prayer.

And then we set out, nearly six hundred of us, including a white SCLC staffer

named Al Lingo — the same name as the commander of Alabama’s state troopers.
i We walked two abreast, in a pair of lines that stretched for several blocks.
Hosea and I led the way. Albert Turner, an SCLC leader in Perry County, and Bob
Mants were right behind us —Bob: insisted on marching because I was marching;
he told me he wanted to be there to “protect” me in case something happened.

Marie Foster and Amelia Boynton were next in line, and behind them, stretch-
ing as far as I could see, walked an army of teenagers, teachers, undertakers,
beauticians— many of the same Selma people who had stood for weeks, months,
years, in front of that courthouse.

At the far end, bringing up the rear, rolled four slow-moving ambulances.

I can’t count the number of marches I have participated in in my lifetime,
but there was something peculiar about this one. It was more than disciplined. It
was somber and subdued, almost like a funeral procession. No one was jostling or
pushing to get to the. front, as often happened with these things. I don’t know if
there was a feeling that something was goingto happen, or if the people simply
sensed that this was a special procession, a “leaderless” march. There were no big
names up front, no celebrities. This was just plain folks moving through the streets
of Selma.

There was a litfle bit of a crowd looking on as we set out down the red sand
of Sylvan Street, through the black section of town. There was some cheering and
singing from those onlookers and from a few of the marchers, but-then, as we
turned right along Water Street, out of the black neighborhood now, the mood
changed. There was no singing, no shouiting—just the sound of scuffling feet.
There was something holy about it, as if we were walking down a sacred path.
It reminded me of Gandhi’s march to the sea. Dr. King used to say thereis
nothing more powerful than the rthythm of marching feet, and that was what
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this was, the marching feet of a determined people. That.was the only sound
you-could hear. AR EE R S i

Down Water Street we went, turning right and: walking along the river until
we reached the base of the bridge, the Edmund Pettus Bridge.

sThere was a small posse of armed white: men there;igathered in front of .m»m ;
Seltna Times-Journal building: They had ‘hard -hats on their heads and clubs-in

their hands. Some of them were smirking.: Not-one said-a'word. I didn’t think'too
much:of them as we walked past. I'd seen men like-that so many times.

“‘As:we turned onto the bridge, we were carefulitosstay:on the narrow sidewalk:
The road-had been closed to traffic; but:we still stayed ‘onrthe walkway; which-was
barely wide enough for two people. FE P e

I noticed how steep it was as we climbed toward the steel canopy at the topsef
the arched bridge. It was too steep to see the other side: T looked down at the river
and saw-howsstill it was, still and:brown. The: sutface: of the:water was stirred justza
bit:by the late-afternoon breeze. T noticed: my-trenich coat was riffling a little from
that same small wind. = - S e L - SR
-.-\When'we reached the crest of the bridge; I stopped dead still.
=12:50-did Hosea. SREREE Lo g
-There, facing us at the bottom of the other side, stood: a'sea of blue-helmeted,
blue-uniformed Alabama state troopers, line after line -of them, dozens of battle:
ready-lawmen stretched from one side of U:S: Highway 80-to the other.

~Behind:them were several dozen more;armed men~— Sheriff Clark’s posse —
some+on: horseback, all wearing khaki-clothing; many-carrying clubs the size of
baseball bats. - e z

:7On one side-of the road I could see:a‘crowd of -about a hundred whites;
laughing and hollering, waving Confederate flags. Beyond them, at a safe distance;
stood a:small; silent group of black people. -+« i un

Tcould:see a crowd of newsmen and reporters gathered in the parking lot of a
Pontiacidealership. And I could see a line of ‘parked police and state trooper ve-
hicles. Isdidn’t know it at the time, but Clark and:Lingo were'in one of those cars:

s#It-was a drop of one hundred feet fromthe:top.of that bridge to the river
below: Hosea glanced down at the muddy water and said, “Can you swim?”

“Ne,” I answered. R T R
---“Well,” he said, with a tiny half smile, “neither can 'L+

““But,” he added, lifting his head and looking straight ahead, “we might

have to. S ‘
= Then we moved forward. The only sounds were:our footsteps on the bridge
and the snorting of a horse ahead of us. = =o' B o i o :

T noticed several troopers slipping gas masks overtheir faces as-we approached:

At-the bottom ‘of the bridge, while-we:were stili-about- fifty feet from the
troopers, ‘the officer in charge, a Major:John'Cloud, stepped forward, holding a
small'bullhorn up te his mouth. i ‘

' Hosea and I'stopped, which brought the others to-a standstill.
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“This is an unlawful assembly,” Cloud pronounced. “Your march is not con-

ducive to the public safety. You are ordered to disperse and go back to your church

or'to your homes.”
“May we have a word with the major?” asked Hosea.
. “There is no word to be had,” answered Cloud:
- .Hosea asked the same question again, and got the same response.

Then Cloud issued a warning: “You have two minutes to turn around and go

back to your-church.”. . ey
 T.wasn’t about-to turn around. We were there. We were not going to run. We
couldn’t turn and go back even if we wanted to. There were too many people.

We could have gone forward, marching right into the teeth of those troopers.
But that would have been too aggressive, I thought, too provocative. God knew
what might have happened if we had done that. These people were ready to be
arrested, but I didn’t want anyone to get hurt.

We couldn’t go forward. We couldn’t go back. There was only one option left
that I could see. . o

“We should kneel and pray,” I said to Hosea

- He nodded. o

We turned and passed the word back to begin bowing down in a prayerful
manner.

But that word didn’t get far. It didn’t have time. One minute after he had
issued his warning— I know this because I was careful to check my watch — Major
Cloud issued an order to his troopers.”

“Troopers,”he batked. “Advance!”

And then all hell broke loose.

The troopers and possemen swept forward as one, like a human wave, a blur
of blue shirts and billy clubs and bullwhips. We had no chance to turn and retreat.
There were six hundred people behind us, bridge railings to either side and the
river below. :

I remember how vivid the sounds were as the troopers rushed toward us—the
clunk of the troopers’ heavy boots, the whoops of rebel yells from the white onlook-
ers, the clip-clop of horses’ hooves hitting the hard asphalt of the highway, the
voice of a woman shouting, “Get "em! Get the niggers!”

And then they were upon us. The first of the troopers came over me, a large,
husky man. Without a word, he swung his club against the left side of my head. I

-didn’t feel any pain, just the thud of the blow, and my legs giving way. I raised an

arm — a reflex motion —as I curled up in the “prayer for protection” position. And
‘then the same trooper hit me again. And everything started to spin.
1 heard something that sounded like gunshots. And then a cloud of smoke
roseall around us.
‘Tear gas.
-~ T'd never experienced tear gas before. This, I would learn later, was a particu-
“larly toxic form called C-4, made to induce nausea.
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I began choking, coughing. I couldn’t get air into my lungs. 1 felt as if I was

taking my last breath. If there was ever a time in my life for me to panic, it should

have been then. But I didn’t. I remember how strangely calm I felt as I thought,
This is it. People are going to die here. 'm going to die here.

I really felt that I saw death at that moment, that I looked it right in its face.
And it felt strangely soothing. I had a feeling that it would be so easy to just lie
down there, just lie down and let it take me away.

That was the way those first few seconds looked from where I stood — and lay.
Here is how Roy Reed, a reporter for The New York Times, described what he saw:

The troopers rushed forward, their blue uniforms and white helmets
blurring into a flying wedge as they moved.

The wedge moved with such force that it seemed almost to pass over
the waiting column instead of through it. .

The first 10 or 20 Negroes were swept to the ground screaming, arms
and legs flying, and packs and bags went skittering across the grassy divider
strip and on to the pavement on both sides.

Those still on their feet retreated.

The troopers continued pushing, using both the force of their bodies
and the prodding of their nightsticks.

A cheer went up from the white spectators lining the south side of the
highway.

The mounted possemen spurred their horses and rode at a run into the
retreating mass. The Negroes cried out as they crowded together for protec-
tion, and the whites on the sidelines whooped and cheered.

The Negroes paused in their retreat for perhaps a minute, still screaming
and huddling together. .

Suddenly there was a report like a gunshot and a grey cloud spewed
over the troopers and the Negroes.

“Tear gas!” someone yelled. ;

The cloud began covering the highway. Newsmen, who were confined
by four troopers to a corner 100 yards away; began to lose sight of the action.

But before the cloud finally hid it all, there were several seconds of
unobstructed view. Fifteen or twenty nightsticks could be seen through the
gas, flailing at the heads of the marchers.

The Negroes broke and ran. Scores of them streamed across the parking
lot of the Selma Tractor Company. Troopers and possemen, mounted and
unmounted, went after them.

:

I'was bleeding badly. My head was now exploding with pain. That brief, sweet
sense of just wanting to lie there was gone. I needed to get up. I'd faded out for'f
don’t know how long, but now I was tuned back in.

There was mayhem all around me. I could see a young kid—a teenaged
boy —sitting on the ground with a gaping cut in his head, the blood just gushing
out. Several women, including Mrs. Boynton, were lying on the pavement and the -
grass median. People were weeping. Some were vomiting from the tear gas. Men
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on horses were moving in all directions, purposely riding over the top of fallen
people, bringing their animals’ hooves down on shoulders, mS.Bmorm and legs.

The mob of white onlookers had joined in now, jumping cameramen and
reporters. One man filming the action was knocked down and his camera was
taken away. The man turned out to be an FBI agent, and the three men who
attacked him were later arrested. One of them was Jimmie George Robinson, the
man who had attacked Dr. King at the Hotel Albert. ,.

I was up now and moving, back across the bridge, with troopers and possemen
and other retreating marchers all around me. At the other end of m..m bridge, we
had to push through the possemen we'd passed outside the Selma Times-Journal
building.

“Please, no,”1 could hear one woman: scream.

“God, we're being killed!” cried another. .

With nightsticks and whips— one posseman had a rubber hose wrapped with
barbed wire — Sheriff Clark’s “deputies” chased us all the way back into the Carver
project and up to the front of Brown’s Chapel, where we tried getting as many
people as we could inside the church to safety. I don’t even recall how I made it
that far, how I got from the bridge to the church, but I did.

A United Press International reporter gave this account of that segment of the
attack:

The troopers and possemen, ﬁ:moﬁﬂoﬁ George C. Wallace’s orders to
stop the Negroes’ “Walk for Freedom” from Selma to Montgomery, nrmm&
the screaming, bleeding marchers nearly a mile back to their church, club-
bing them as they ran. .

Ambulances screamed in relays between Good Samaritan Hospital and
Brown’s Chapel Church, carrying hysterical men, women and children suf-
fering head wounds and tear gas burns.

Even then, the possemen and troopers, 150 of them, including Clark himself,
kept attacking, beating anyone who remained on the street. Some of Em.Bm_.oraa
fought back now, with men and boys emerging from the Carver homes with bottles
and bricks in their hands, heaving them at the troopers, then retreating for more.
Tt-was a scene that’s been replayed so many times in so many places—in Belfast,
in‘Jerusalem, in Beijing. Angry, desperate people hurling whatever they can at the

- symbols of authority, their hopeless fury much more powerful than the futile bottles

and bricks in their hands.

I was inside the church, which was awash with sounds of groaning and weep-
ing. And singing and crying. Mothers shouting out for their children. Children
screaming for their mothers and brothers and sisters. So much confusion and fear
and anger all erupting at the same time.

Further up Sylvan Street, the troopers chased other marchers who had fled
into the First Baptist Church. A teenaged boy, struggling with the possemen, was
thrown through a church window there.
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Finally Wilson'Baker arrived and persuaded:Clark and his men to back off to
a block away, where they remained, breathing heavily and awaiting further orders.
A crowd of Selma’s black men and women had: collected in front of the
church by now, with SNCC and SCLC staff. members moving through and trying

to keep them calm:'Some men in the crowd spoke of going home to get guns. Our:
people tried talking them down, getting them calm.Kids and teenagers continued

throwing rocks and bricks. , : ;
The parsonage next to the church looked like a MASH unit, with doctors and
nurses tending to dozens of weeping, wounded people. There were cuts and bumps

and bruises, and a lot of tear gas burns, which were treated by rinsing the eyes with

a boric acid solution. s
Relays of ambulances sent by black: funeral homes carried the more seriously
wounded to Good Samaritan Hospital, Selma’s largest black health-care facility,

run by white Catholics and staffed mostly by black doctors and nurses.’ One of E
those ambulance drivers made ten trips back and forth from the church to the
hospital and to nearby Burwell Infirmary, a smaller clinic. More than ninety men-

and women were treated at both facilities, for injuries ranging from head gashes
and fractured ribs and wrists and arms and legs to broken jaws and teeth, There
was one fractured skull — mine, although I didn’t know it yet.

I didn’t consider leaving for the hospital, though several people tried to per:
suade me to go. I wanted to do what I could to help with all this chaos. I was so
much in the moment, I didn’t have much time to think about what had happened,
nor about what was yet to come. ‘ L

By nightfall, things had calmed down a w:. Hosea and I and the others had
decided to call a mass meeting there in the,church, and more than six hundred
people, many bandaged from the wounds of that day, arrived. Clark’s possemen
had been ordered away, but the state troopers were still outside, keeping a vigil.

Hosea Williams spoke to the crowd first, trying to say something to calm them.
Then I got up to say a few words. My head was throbbing. My hair was matted

with blood clotting from an open gash: My trench coat was stained with dirt and

blood. > : : :

I looked out on'the room, crammed wall to wall and floor to ceiling with
people. There was not a spot for one more body. I'had no speech prepared. I had
not had the time or opportunity to give much-thought to what I would say. The
words just came. e S .

“I don’t know how. President Johnson can send troops to Vietnam,” I said; #I
don’t see how he can send troops to the Congo:'Fdon’t'see how he can send troops
to Africa, and he can’t'send troops to Selma, Alabama” ,

There was clapping; and some shouts of “Yes!”:and “Amen!”

“Next time we march,” I continued, “we:may haveto keep going when we get U

to Montgomery. We may have to go on to: Washington.”

When those words were printed in' The New York: Times the next morning; .

the Justice Department announced it was sending:FBI agents to Selma to investi
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gate ‘whether “unnecessary force was used by law officers and others.” For two -
moriths we’'d been facing “unnecessary force,” but that apparently had not been

- endugh. This, finally; was enough.

Now, after speaking, it was time for me to have my own injuries examined. I
went next door to the parsonage, where the doctors took one look at my head and
immediately sent me over to Good Samaritan. What I remember most about
arriving there was the smell in the waiting room. The chairs were jammed with
people from the march — victims and their-families —and their clothing reeked of
tear gas: The bitter, acrid smell filled the room:

The nurses and nuns were very busy. Priests roamed the room, comforting
dnd- calming people. When one of the nurses saw my head, I was immediately
taken through and X-rayed. My head wound was cleaned and dressed, then I was
admitted. By ten that night, exhausted -and groggy from painkillers, I finally fell
asleep.

It was not until the next:day-that I learned what else had happened that
evening, that just past 9:30 p.m.; ABC Television cut into its Sunday night movie
a premiere broadcast of Stanley Kramer’s Judgment at Nuremberg, a ilm about
‘Nazi racism —with a special bulletin.- News-anchor Frank Reynolds came on-

sscreen to tell viewers of a brutal clash:that afternoon between state troopers and
_black protest marchers in Selma, Alabama.:They then showed fifteen minutes of

film footage of the attack.

The images were stunning— scene-after scene of policemen on foot and on
horseback beating defenseless American citizens. Many viewers thought this was
soinehow part of the movie. It seemed: too strange, too ugly to-be real. It couldn’*

“be real. o

But it was. At one point in the film clip, Jim Clark’s voice could be heard
clearly in the background: “Get those goddamned niggers!” he yelled. “And get

* those goddamned white niggers.” f

The American public had already seen so much of this sort of thing, countless
images of beatings and dogs and cursing and hoses. But something about that day
in:Selma touched a nerve deeper than anything that had come before. Maybe it
was the concentrated focus of the scene, the mass movement of those troopers on
foot and riders-on horseback rolling into-and over two long lines of stoic, silent,
unarmed people. This wasn’t like Birmingham, where chanting and cheering and
singing preceded a wild stampede-and scattering. This was a'face-off in the most
vivid terms between a dignified, composed, completely nonviolent multitude of
silent protestors and the truly malevolent force of a heavily armed, hateful battalion
of troopers. The sight of them olling over us like human tanks was something that
had néver been seen before.

“People just couldn’t believe this was happening, not in America. Women and
children being attacked by armed men on horseback — it was impossible to believe:

But it had happened. And the response from across thg nation to what would
go down in history as Bloody Sunday was immediat midnight that evening,




June Brindel
THE ROAD FROM SELMA

The road from Selma stretches in the rain
white as a shroud, rimmed with stiff troopers.

The marchers stand bowed, hands joined, swaying gently
their soft strong song stilled.

Then up from a Birmingham bed

rises a gentle Boston man, Jim Reeb,
steps softly back to Selma

and moves among the stilled marchers.

The troopers stir, link arms,
close ranks across the road
stretching from Selma in the rain
white as a shroud.

The Boston man, Jim Reeb, walks toward the troopers
and they straighten and stand guard tight as death.
But someone moves behind them, waves his hand.
"That you, Jackson?" Jim Reeb peers ahead.

"That's right, Reverend. Come on through."

The troopers tighten guard, straight as death
But Jim Reeb doesn't stop.

He goes on through,

right through the stiff ranked troopers
white as a shroud

rimming the road from Selma.

And Jimmie Lee Jackson takes him by the arm
and they march down the road to the courthouse.

Over in Mississippi Medgar Evers stands,

three young men rise up from a dam in Neshoba County
and they all go down the road |

and walk right through the tight stiff trooper line

and down the road from Selma.

And from all over there's a stirring sound.

Emmett Till jumps up and runs laughing like any boy
through the stiff white rim.

Four small girls skip out of a church in Birmingham
and the tall old man in Springfield gets up

and goes to Selma.



And down from every lynching tree

and up from every hidden grave

come men, women, children, heads carried high,
passing a moment among the bowed, stilled troopers
and down the white road from Selma.

Until the age long road is packed
black with marchers streaming to the courthouse.

And the bowed stilled group in Selma

raise their heads, hands joined,

swaying gently, in soft strong song

that goes right through the stiff ranked troopers
white as a shroud

barring the road from Selma.

Copyright © 1965 June Brindel.

http://docsouth.unc.edu/cgi-bin/sohp/search _form.py
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tated; she spoke with my uncle and with the French officer,
She told me to take the chance. I left.

At Fort Noisy-le-Sec, near Romainville, I met up with Al-
gerians from the countryside like myself. They had nothing to
lose. We were promised the salary of a French police officer,
with bonuses . . . We weren’t going to say no . . . [ knew how
to read and write. They taught us to use weapons, handle
.an interrogation. The officer at Noisy found that I learned
quickly and well. It’s true that I liked it. I had a French police-
man’s uniform and a blue army cap. The officer looked at me
the first day: “We don’t recognize you, you're not the same
guy, you are made for this uniform; you are great . . . You'll
have all the women, that’s for sure.” It's true I wasn’t sure I
was still me. From that day on, everything changed. I aimed
at perfection. They were happy with me. I was promoted. I
got to know the Paris medina by heart. As for the FLN net-
works, I helped destroy more than one. I live in a hotel on
Rue Chateau-des-Rentier, in the thirteenth arrondissement
in Paris. I have cousins, harkis like myself, on Boulevard de
la Gare and in hotels in the Goutte d’Or quarter. We meet
in the Barbés cafés. We “make the cellars sing” as the Pari-
sians say. As for the méchoui, our roasted lamb feasts, we had
the best. I was picked with some others for surveillance in
the Nanterre shantytowns and for night raids on FLN sup-
porters. We would break everything in their shacks. On Oc-
tober 17, 1961, we blocked the Neuilly bridge, and on the 18th,
we surrounded the Nanterre shantytowns; they were caught
like rats.

We fired on demonstrators.

We threw demonstrators into the Seine.

QS,&.&@ daytime

I was in the countryside. I was helping my uncle sell
his wares at the market. He gave me vegetables and fruit for
my family. I barely knew my father. He too had crossed the
sea to earn a living. When I was born, he was in France. He
sent money back to his brother for my mother. The first few
years, he did, but then nothing more. We didn’t know if he
was sick or in the hospital, or dead, or if he had married a
French woman . . . To this day I know nothing more. My
uncle contributed to the FLN on our behalf; that worked out
fine. French soldiers occupied the village. The SAS” officers
would come to talk to us, coming into our courtyards. They
would say, “In France you will have work, a salary, not like
here . .. You are young; you will have a future there . . .”
They would give us examples of Algerians who were like us,
young, out of work. Over there, they had made it. “In France,
there is no war, your life will be peaceful.” My mother hesi-
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several and so does Henri. They take in foster children. They
can ask for you.” We said no, and I hid in the flowered pleats
of my mother’s skirt.

That day, I think it was a Tuesday, I saw my mother
searching through the suitcases. She put the linens in the
suitcases, as if we were going on a trip. The suitcases were
always full. We had two rooms with neither an armoire nor
a closet; I never saw the old family trunk. My mother spoke
about it every time she had to dress us up in our Sunday
clothes. The tub was ready for the children’s bath. Between
the planks that served as an. inner courtyard, my mother
washed us, me first, because I was the youngest, then my
brothers. We dressed up in our best clothes. My father said to
me: ‘You are always the prettiest, my daughter.” I was proud.
He would take me by the hand and we would walk in the
city. He told my mother: ‘You go with the little one, and I'll
take the boys. You're not in any danger. You know that . . ./
I didn't understand why we were going separately and why
we might be afraid. He added: ‘it’s peaceful’; several times he
repeated ‘peaceful.” I didn't know why he used that word,
and said it three times. On the blue part of the world map I
had read: paciFic.!! I didn't ask any questions. My father was
in a serious mood, preoccupied. We were not going to take
our usual walk at the end of the day; it was weird. My broth-
ers didn’t say anything. They held each other’s hands, staying
close to my father. His moustache seemed darker and thicker,
Ithought. He had put on a tie, a lovely shirt, a velvet jacket. I
said to him: “Why don't you always dress like this?’ He didn’t
answet. Maybe he didn’t hear me.

We took the bus. My mother held my hand tightly. The
neighbors weren't chatting the way they usually did. We were
all together. We were silent. Défense, Etoile. The bus driver
stopped. That’s when I got scared. Police officers made men
get off the bus, but not all of them, only those who looked Al-
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gerian. I saw men standing with their hands in the air, next to
the bus. The police had billy clubs. Ilooked at my mother. She
smiled at me. Her hand was warm. I didn't cry. I had never
seen Paris. Here was Paris, and I saw nothing of it. Only men
who looked like my father, with their hands on their heads.
The French police and the other policemen wearing blue caps
were stopping people coming out of the metro. They made
them get into busses. Some were hitting those who weren’t
moving quickly enough. My mother’s hand was warm, and
a little clammy. She didn’t speak. The other women didn’t ei-
ther. They got off the bus, we did too, and they said to the bus
driver and the police: ‘We're going home with our children.’
This wasn't true. I heard my mother say to her neighbor: ‘Ré-
publique.” Why République? In school, I learned about ‘la ré-
publique’—the republic—in history class. But here it was a
password . . . That’s what I thought.

Later, my mother told my father and her French friend,
the woman doctor who used to come to the shantytown, she
became a friend, you know; it was Flora, your mother. She
said that from her seat in the bus, that evening, she saw, at a
distance—the police weren't paying any attention to them—
aman, a Frenchman, tall and thin, who was holding a young
Algerian by the arm, as if he knew him; he walked a ways
with him, far enough to make sure he wouldn't be picked
up by the cops. My mother said she was sure the French-

man had wanted to save the young Algerian. Perhaps she was
right. . .”

Silence, The statue of Marianne on the Place de la Ré-
publique and the Tati department stores appear.

Once again the face of Amel’s mother appears: “I forgot
to say it was raining that evening.”
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October 1961

The Algerian Rescued from the Water

Q:ns.&a nighttime

I
t was October 17, 1961. It was raining

I thought I was going to di
e seig e. I'was swallowin, ;
out ot MM: %,MMM& very heavy. I prayed. I rmmwc MMMHMHoE
the café, mlbw. a littl << orle you don't have time, <oﬁm o
the catt, drinka It M\ when rounds are served, it Bmﬁmmo .
L 00 much, but I did drink, and that’ wo:
e e :HHBm. Idrank and the prayer . . . That Dm MH-
e oreeer come vmm‘ the cold water. The Seine mBmEmmW ;
T prap OEQSWQA to me. I prayed; I prayed . mbma.
mas seved. Othery M@ I would have drowned like the ,09 H
e Dodies e MEE carried away by the Seine. Su nwm.
oo were oul Mﬁ day; at night you couldn’t 8_._ <<HM .
 Aserns SOM H.m from the water, their hands m.ﬁm mmb
e ragged ama E”n Mo do that. I don’t understand .HMQ
e N 5. up, and after several blow: 10 the
; o the Seine? Or were there three @éMMmM e

6 Leila Sebobar

The Seine spit them back out. Even the Seine didn’t want
Algerians. Eiow many? Maybe someday we’ll know. And it
seems that some were found strung up in the woods near
Paris . . - Amd what about those killed during the peaceful
amaodm:mﬁ@ﬁ.w 1 know it was vmmnn?r No knives, N0 sticks,
no weapons: those were the orders of the French Federation
of the FLN.E2 I know. They marched with their families—
wives and chiildren, even elderly women—and they shouted
and chanted the national anthem. They WeT€ clapping. The
men did not defend themselves, they did not respond with
violence. They obeyed the orders of the FLN.

And me, 1 found myself alone, 1 don't know how, with
{wo COpS and a “blue cap.” They had nightsticks and billy
clubs. 1 faintexd from the blows. The cold water revived me.
1 don’t know jhow to swim. T'm from the mountains. 1 came
here as a child, but even $O, 1 don’t like the sea; 1 don't like
water. 1 Ewﬁa so hard I didn’t see my compatriots com-
ing towards tiae Seine for me. They saved me. A Frenchman
brought me to ¢he hospital. I told my story.I don’t know if the

doctor believed me. 1 would like t0 have him testify, if some

day - - -
1 was dressed up that day. I wore 2 tie and everything.
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raised me the best she could, half of my childhood; she died
young, and a girlfriend, also a prostitute, took care of me, out
of pity. She taught me the profession, she taught me every-
thing and today I'm in business for myself. I never knew my
father, but from the only photo my mother left—it was in
a large bag where she put everything she owned, taking it
from hotel to hotel—he was an Algerian infantryman. I don’t
know Algeria. I'll never go there. My life is here. They don't
like women over there, and not women like me . . . Women
in the profession, I know all of them in this neighborhood.
They come to my place, to rest, I give them drinks, they pay
for them. There are no parasites, 0o unpaid bills in my bis-
tro. I'm the one who collects the contributions, and there is
never a cent missing, the “Brothers” can be sure of that. I'm
the one who threatens the girls who don’t want to chip in;
even so, once a beating was called for, and it was a “Brother”
who roughed up the “Rebel.” That's what he called her and
she never rebelled again. If I want to close up tonight, I will.
If I don’t want to, I won't. But 1 will close, because I won't
have anybody. I may go to République, if it doesn’t rain. ..
Oops, Ilost the thread of the conversation . . . I'was speaking
about the rug merchant, Ali. I was telling him: “Ali, why do
you always wear a grey jacket? Do you want folks to think
you are a schoolteacher?” He laughed. “I don’t know how to
read, I don’t know how to write . . . I sell rugs, I don't want
to get dirty.” “Are they dirty? Didn’t you say they are new?
And your chechia?'® You're the only Arab in the neighbor-
hood with that thing on your head.” “I'm fine like that.”
“People can tell right away that you're an Arab. In times like
this, that’s dangerous . . . “ Clients at the counter would joke
with Ali: “Is that a flying carpet or a stolen carpet?” “Buy
my carpet, you'll go to paradise with the houris . . .”*" Idon’t
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know who bought his rugs, I never knew. He paid his drinks
1 .59\3 asked him anything, and he never told the story o.,\m
his life.

I don’t run an Arab café. I run a café-cabaret. The cur-
few from 8:30 PM t0 5:30 am didn’t affect me. The police never
threatened me, even though I had Arab clients and Arab
S&oﬂmm. The police knew it, of course, but I had no trouble
>.?. the poor guy. He would come by, calmly. He wasn't mﬁm..
picious enough of the cops. Three cops arrested him that day
October 17, 1961. They hit him, he was holding his mﬁoanr\
they took him away, I never saw him again. If what meH
pened to him was what happened to some others, from what
I heard, they dumped him in the Seine. \




Y31y "a1njeu [njadead pue UI[ED B I JUOIWIOS Se PIQLIDS
-3p 3q 1,UEd NOK, 11 Peal SUI 19] ‘POOS) (UL IAII[2q 1,UOP NOX
‘Juelrodur s,31 ‘I peal auwl 197 ‘snirenides ¢cudis oA s,1eYM
11ed Ul ‘ISEI 1V “YINI 9Y3 S, ‘OSED STY) Ul INg ‘I 2A3[2q
1,U0p I, ,{OP NOX ¢3eyl 2Aa1[2q NOA puy,, , * * udls Aut s,1eyL,
:sAes o9H ,, UMBIPYIIM OS 2q 1, U0J ‘NOA MNOge SUIALIOM SI
UOJUIOS *"IPISE 1S Y] IARI[ PUE SAATIOE [NJasn 10f AZ1oUd
INOA 3sM) :S3ITY,, Ppnoj[ INO Spear 9y ‘sawres pue 3dodsOI0H
Jo a8ed ay1 1€ sdois of "1eapd [[V "PAIDESSEU SIFE[[IA OU ‘ST
-11> 9] Ul IO PISAIIUNOD URLIdZ[Y 9] UI IOYID ¢ SelUIN 911
AqQ PO SIS1101191 OU ‘Aepo], "smau oN ‘s Suro§ st Suryy
-A19AF ‘eLId8[V 10] SUI0O[ SI 9 'SIIed Ul SI2IUNOD Jed JO
dedsmau 3p01s Y1 ‘UasLivg 27 YSNOIYl SJes] IewW( ‘PUY
10} WIBAID JO 11q B M 0ssa1dsa ue ‘IauI() 10§ 0ssa1dxd [qnop
B ‘9JED ISBUUIAD 1]} JO I2IUNOD Y] I8 I3JJ0D IapI0o AJY],
"9Jed I2UIO0D Y] 121U
‘pIeAd[NOQ 3] SSOID ‘“UONEIS J[PANON duuog Y} e[ Aoy 1

JaW( pUB |sWy "8||9ANON suuog

II.SInO’I "
I ‘[PUWY, :T:
9y ‘Aep ay3
-ms oy u

s1qnop 9H
-18 STy i
-nN Y1 O
ST 3] “I9JUL
SIre[rH-1ul
-18 snouwte]
TV pautt
1871 UBpIS
A101S 91 T:
-ue 194 ‘A
1y8noiq 2
~UIDAON U
“UITY 2snU
311 01 e
sadatd Aut
TN
Aioistg e
Jeswity St
‘11 Adndoo
JO swreaIg
S9111M OH
‘Pury 01

-yeads a1
1sn[ ‘stre,




76 Leila Sebbar

now, you are moving in all directions \\mwm\aob\ﬁ WDWSH ,H\M“Mw
way to turn.” So, is this true or Do.%. H.H S somew M omiuw
Amel says, not knowing if Omer .G joking or not. aving
- the metro at Strasbourg Saint-Denis, Amel Sww a nmwvmzm%
to her by an African. She gives it to @an H,“ you mw eve
in it, you will know everything, HooH.ﬁ ZH.. Kaba, mHMSR
dium, great clairvoyant . . . authentic Eﬁwnmb w§§ﬁ Q.:.T
Protection against your enemies . . . H.uob t w@m:wmo. w o
tact Mr. Kaba's office.” If you want U.a address, it is w_bm e
18th arrondissement, Rue des Poissonniers. .<<m are Mzm_w o
Faubourg-Poissonniere, we're E&Q the sign of M M Omb o
day. The fish is a lovely &\Bcow.\. did you know t mM on the
radio, you can listen to the special Eomn.mBm Qomomvn o calr
voyance. You’'ll have no more bad surprises . . . | Mbm mer
rupts Amel: “In Algeria, fortune ﬁ:mam. .mHm 8.. e <§_ wm:\m
they are being persecuted by Emb&n militants; severa ave
had their throats slit. Islamists forbid m_nowor ﬁocmnMo‘ g o
bling, music, newspapers, and fortune telling. For t Qw.r a ”
for others as well, God is the sole master of the destiny ;
men, his creatures. Every individual who Eﬁm:mm ﬁ.u Hmm-
the future must be punished. No freedom. ma.\mwﬁ?.bmwm pre
determined. No choices in one’s life. Maybe it .m easier. .
The café owner is a bosomy blond. m.rm is about mcﬂwm
five years old. She handles the cash Rmﬂwﬁmb serves Wﬁm o
bar, nrma with the clients. Amel asks her: <<m\8 you a M i, W
here thirty-five years ago? In 1961?” The café owner bu

out laughing: “Well . . . I was far, far away at that time, and ‘.
I didn't think I'd have a bistro some day. We don't always do

<<rn.*<<m want to in life, you know . . . Z@.H believe in fate.
I came to France, to Marseille. I had nothing. In 1962, MM:
must know, the Algerians chased us o:.ﬁ They sent us @w Qm
ing, taking everything, the villa, the business . . . we HMMM”MP
compensation in tiny doses. I was young. I had no chi
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My husband was a courageous man, thank God. He never
took part in the dirty war. He managed to pull through, and
we picked up a small business in Marseille, and then one
in Paris. We weren’t doing great, but it was OK. We bought
the Gymnase Bistro ten years ago. My husband died; he was
killed in a car accident three years ago. I didn’t want to take
On a manager. I prefer to be on the job . .. But, why are
You asking me this question? 1961. What happened then? we
were packing our bags over there. We knew we couldn’t stay
on. They didn't like us, and we didn't like them either. of
course, in a café, all clients are served and in Marseille, the
Porte d’Aix neighborhood, where there were only Arabs, we
served them. They never meant us any harm; after all, they
weren't at home here either. Me, I've been French forever, but
I had never been to France. My fami Y was Maltese and Span-
ish. For me, France was far away. Now, 1 get along really well
with Arabs. My cook is Arab. Isn’t that true, Mourad?” An
Algerian walks past the counter; he is 3 tall, thin, handsome
man wearing a white jacket and apron; his hair is curly, salt
and pepper. He dries his hands on his apron, goes towards
the cash register, smiles at his boss. “Mourad, tell them we

what I would pay a Frenchman. You eat at my table. You're
a good worker . . . Maybe you were a waiter in 1961? You
would have been VETy young at the time, of course, How old
were you then? Sixteen? Seventeen? You weren'’t a waiter;
you weren't of legal age. Were You in Paris in 19617” The
cook looks at his boss, then at Omer and Amel to whom he
asks: “Were you the one asking about 1961?” “Yes, I wanted to
know about October 17,1961 and what happened on the bou-
levards, Bonne Nouvelle, Poissonniére, and on the sidewalk
in front in the Rex cinema . . . You can see the Rex from here,
and next to it the Quick fast food restaurant, and across the
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street, MacDonald’s . . .” “Oh my . . . None of them existed in
1961. The Rex, yes, and the Gymnase, too, with the Gymnase
Theater next to it. All of that was there, but the rest . . . I'was
young. I think I was 16 years old at the time. And I saw it all,
well, everything . . . from where I' was. 1 haven't forgotten any
of it.” He doesn’t look at the café owner as he tells his story:
“] was with my uncle that day. He wasn’t a militant but
he wanted to take part in the march in Paris with the Algeri-
ans demanding an end to the curfew. He had witnessed E.m.
settling of old scores between the MNA and the FLN in his
neighborhood. It had made him sick, and so that’s when he
decided that politics for him . . . instead of coming together,
they kill one another . . . Well, it’s the same today between
the FFS! and the RCD.?° Wouldn't you think they could
come together so Algeria might change? The BESH.@ the
police, they get stronger and stronger, so democracy In our
homeland . . . We came in from Argenteuil, with others who
worked in construction like us, a group of workers with their
families. My uncle was a bachelor at the time. We had barely
gotten out of the metro at Bonne Nouvelle when the cops—
Papon’s French and Arab police—stopped us. I learned later
that the head of the Paris police was Papon, the same civil
servant who signed the deportation order for the Jews ar-

rested in the Gironde region, the same one sent on a special -

mission to Constantine during the Algerian war . . . I've read
lots of books about the war. I was too young at the time, and
I wanted to find out about it. I went to a library in my neigh-
borhood. The director was married to an Algerian; she gave
me books to read. Today, I'm a cook working for Madame
yvonne, but I could have worked in a library . . . I'm not go-
ing to tell you my life story ... We left the metro to join
the demonstration, and there were cops everywhere. I dont
know why it went bad. None of us provoked anything. I'ma
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witness to that, no one. The men tried to protect the women
and children. They took the blows; there was an indescrib-
able melée. I lost track of my uncle. I ran to the Gymnase to
protect myself, like others. I ran into the Rue du Faubourg-
Poissoniere. The police were in front of the Gymnase theater,
the café, and the Rex cinema. I heard the cops say: ‘They’re
like rats, they keep coming out . . . They are vermin. We have
to destroy these rats. They think they’re at home here. Just
let them see if they can do what they want . .. And those
sluts, those French women, what are they doing here with
them? . .. Those sluts, they want to get laid by Arabs. I tell
you, they are all sluts . . .” They were hitting the Arabs while
insulting them. They were full of hatred. They thought their
co-workers had been wounded; that’s what the radio wanted
them to believe. Lies. When I came back towards the boule-
vards, I didn’t see any wounded cops either in the street or

on the sidewalk. I saw miy compattiots, several bodies stretched
out in front of the Gymnase and the Rex. Algerians had bul-
let wounds, not just injuries from the beatings. And the folks
looking down from the balcony of an apartment building
were taking pictures. That was clear. I saw them at number 6,
Poissonni¢re Boulevard. Journalists were there too. They can
testify as well. There were hats, scarves, shoes scattered on
the concrete. All of that was lost, abandoned in the panic. I
wanted to testify, but there was never an occasion, and now,
here I am at this bar talking about it to you, for the first
time in thirty-five years. Over the years, I forgot. You have to
work, and when you work, you forget. It was the Papon Af-
fair that brought it all back. I didn't even speak about it with
Madame Yvonne.” The café owner listened to the cook until
the end, without interrupting him. Clients were left waiting
to be served. They stayed at the bar, attentive to Mourad’s
story. The café owner said: “And we folks, over there, we
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heard nothing about any of this. That’s mﬁwmbm.m. How .noEa
that be?” Mourad murmurs: “Did you take an 583\& ﬁ the
Algerians living in Paris, you, pieds noirs?"* \‘Zw‘ you're right.
We didn’t give a damn about Algerians in Paris. We already
had enough Arabs to deal with. Those guys over ﬁrﬁﬂ they
scared us, that’s for sure.” Mourad hands Amel a v.anw of
paper: “Go see my undle; here is his ma.&nmm. He still lives
in Argenteuil. He is married; he has children MBH: age . m
They will know about it too.” The café owner m.wwm“ My .moo -
ness . . . Inever heard about this. In any case, it’s past history.
You can’t cry about it now . . . Hey, let me offer you whatever
you'd like. What would you like?”

Amel drinks a Coke.

Omer has a pint of Leffe on tap.

October 30, 1961
The French Student

\SN.&P daytime

I was at the Solferino station that day, October 17, 1961.
The French had not been invited to participate in the Paris
demonstration by the Algerian organizers of the French Fed-
eration of the FLN. Out of solidarity, some would have been
there. One of the directives of the resistance network was to
observe, witness, but not participate directly. Photographer
friends risked their lives, taking photos at Concorde, Solfer-
ino, the Neuilly bridge, Nanterre. One of them, a friend of my
parents, Elie Kagan, went across Paris on his Vespa scooter
to Nanterre where he knew Algerians had been killed. I saw
very few photos of that tragic day. On the whole, journalists
didn’t do their job.

At Jean-Baptiste-Say high school, my friends and I in our
senior class organized a strike protesting the Algerian war.
We were not suspended. Our fathers were not workers at the
Renault plant in Boulogne-Billancourt. They were engineers,
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production heads, business executives. The principal didn't
dare punish us. I had a Kabyle friend. He came with me, one
July 14th—Bastille Day—to distribute pages of the banned
book The Question that Jerome Lindon had published with
Editions de Minuit. These kinds of tracts had been published,
“good tracts,” as they were called in the publishing world, to
expose the fact that the military was practicing torture in Al-
geria. Henri Alleg dared write the book. I believe he was liv-
ing in Algeria. This was in 1958 or 1959. I have already forgot-
ten the dates . . . My memory is weak.

I knew about the demonstration scheduled for October
17, 1961. I had read the tracts put out by the FLN. My father
had brought some home. I said that I would either go to Place
de 1'Etoile or Place de la République. My mother tried to dis-
suade me. Violence scares her, maybe because of the succes-
sive exodus of Ukrainian Jews . . . Her family left the Ukraine
at the beginning of the century, to settle in France, like many
Russians, Jews and non-Jews. My father said the march
would be peaceful and familial.

When I arrived at Solferino, the station was deserted. A
man was seated all alone on a bench. He had been wounded
in the head. Blood was flowing from the wound. He was dis-
oriented. I helped him. I took the metro with him. He didn't
want to go to the hospital. He said it wasn't serious. I accom-
panied him to Argenteuil. He had worn his Sunday clothes, a
tie, a vest under his suit jacket. His white shirt was spattered
with blood.

At home, I turned on the radio. Everything was calm in
Paris. It was as if nothing had happened. They were announc-
ing Ray Charles’s concert scheduled for October 20 at the Pa-

lais des Sports, in Paris. I listened to Ray Charles and I read"
The Deserter by Maurienne that I had bought at “Maspero’s
bookstore,” that’s what we called “La Joie de lire,” the book.
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shop on Rue Saint-Séverin owned by publisher Francois Ma-
spéro. Like The Question, it was published by Editions de Mi-
nuit. I don’t know the name of the author who had deserted.
I'll find out some day. The book tells the story of a young

French conscript who refuses to fight the Algerian revolu-
tionaries. He deserts.




October 17, 1961
The Bookseller of Rue Saint-Séverin

Qlutside, nighttime

Friends had warned us. They knew that Algerians would
be demonstrating with their families today in Paris. They
said it was important, after everything that had happened
recently: arrests in the shantytowns of the suburbs, raids in
the Arab cafés, arbitrary arrests, detentions in camps, mobi-
lization of the Paris police, CRS, mobile squads, “blue caps.”
A police chief who had sent Jews to their death . .. We also
knew that the settling of scores by rival political factions was
taking place in Algerian neighborhoods. Frangois Maspéro
did not want to close the bookstore—his bookstore, “La Joie
de lire,” on Rue Saint-Séverin—where militant revolution-
aries, neighborhood students, intellectuals involved in po-
litical struggles, those supporting liberation wars, all came
by. His clients call it “Maspéro’s bookstore.” It's like a liter-
ary and political salon. Everyone kmnows what’s going on and
everything that is important; that day, people thought Alge-
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rians were right to call for an end to the curfew. Books that
couldn’t be found in other bookstores, particularly banned
books, those condemning the Algerian war, the massacres,
the torture, those books were not on the shelves, but they
were available to anyone who asked for them.

We told each other that because of the rain, the demon-
stration would not be successful. The organizers were antici-
pating thousands of Algerians from the suburbs coming with
their wives and children. The cops cordoned off the neighbor-
hood as if they were expecting a riot. Police vans were sta-

tioned around the Saint-Michel fountain, and in the neigh-

boring streets. We heard the cops. They were speaking loudly:
“What do those lousy Arabs think . . . They are not at home
here. They come here looking for trouble. The street doesn’t
belong to them; neither does the city. France is not Alge-
ria. They come with their Fatmas and their whole clan. They
call for security forces of order. Security forces, that’s us .
We didn't get rid of enough of them, those Fellouzes® . . . If
anyone had listened to me, there wouldn’t be many more
FLN left . . . Yeah, we'll see. We could have won Indoching,
and we lost. We’re not going to lose Algeria . . .”

I saw it, and I am not the only witness. There were my
colleagues, and Maspéro as well. We all saw the unleashing
of hatred and violence, the cruelty of some of the cops. They
were using rifle butts, billy clubs, whips. They were hitting
men, women, they didn’t even spare the women. They were
hitting old people. They beat up an old man. His turban was
no protection. He was in the gutter, covered with blood. Some
Algerians ran to the riverbank. The Seine is not far, just be-
hind us. Some people threw themselves into the river; others
fell over the side of the bridge . . . Panic. Surely at the Saint-
Michel Bridge, the Seine was red. I didn’t see the color. Along
with Maspéro, we tended to the wounded in the bookstore,
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and accompanied Algerians to the pharmacy. I don't know
what happened in other parts of the city: République, Opéra,
Etoile . . . the Grands Boulevards . . . We’ll know tomorrow.
It will be in the papers. But I saw bodies around the foun-
tain, the wounded, and lost children crying . .. The owner
of the Oriental cabaret, the Djezair, on Rue de la Huchette,
helped us along with other Algerians and French people from
the neighborhood. The police arrested hundreds of Algerians.
They took them away in busses, but where did they go?




October 1961
The Cop at Clichy

Outside, daytime

I am not the only one who witnessed it. Several of us did,

not many, that’s for sure, but some of us. ©n that day, October
17, 1961, the Algerians had not come to Paxis to create havoc; it
was a peaceful demonstration. They did not fire on us; they
were not armed; maybe the security forees . . . Nothing was
found on them when they were searche«d and their pockets
emptied. I don't particularly like Arabs. ¥n fact, I don’t know
much about them. I haven’t been in Paris for very long. Be-
fore then, I was in Poitiers where you éfon’t see Arabs. My
youngest brother, the one who was suppmwsed to work on the
farm, was sent to Algeria. He writes lettexrs home. He doesn’t
mention Arabs. He says everything is fine. He doesn’t want to
worry the old folks. So, we don’t know mmaich. I have been in
Paris for two years now. I never worked writh the “blue caps.”
It seems those guys are the worst; they’re: fierce. I have heard
they work in the cellars, and they’re not gentle, even though
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their prisoners are Muslims like themselves. They use what
they call the “Méchoui method.” I have never seen it, but my
colleagues have told me about it. They attach the prisoner by
his hands and feet to a stick, like a deer or a lamb. They spin
him around hitting him with a whip or a billy club .

I never saw that, but I did see—I was there, I didn’t dream
this up, and there are other witnesses—I saw cops shoot Al-
gerians and toss them over the bridge into the Seine. I saw
this; there were several of them. I couldn’t intervene. I was
too far away, and it happened too quickly. Some cops have
blood on their hands, that’s for sure, and it’s Algerian blood.
I'm clear about that. I saw blood on the bridge parapet. ..
It wasn't pig’s blood . .. It was Arab’s blood. At that spot,
the Seine was red, I'm sure. Even though the visibility was
poor and it was dark and rainy. I'm going to testify. I know
I'm risking my job, and if I am demoted, I'll be sent back to
Poitiers; so much the better. I'm prepared to testify as needed.
I'm sure that these colleagties of mine served in Indoehina
or somewhere similar . . . In my opinion, that day, they dis-
graced the reputation of the Paris police. That’s what I think
and I'm not alone. The newspapers are going to report it, if
they are honest.

October 17, 1961, is a dark day for the Paris police. We can
call it Black October ... because the River Patrol recovered
Algerian bodies, and not only in Paris. How many? We’ll
know someday. Not just three or four, several dozen, I'm
sure. We'll know. No other possibility. We’ll know. In a few
years, maybe ten, twenty, thirty . . . we’ll know. Word always
gets out.

Louis

Louis calls Flora. He doesn’t talk about Amel. He says: “I'm
leaving for Egypt. I'm taking the plane tomiorrow morhing. I
don’t know how long I'll stay there. I am going to see Dad. I
know where he works. He went back to the place he brought
me to fifteen years ago. I'll find it. I'm taking the novels about
Alexandria, ‘the quartet’ . . . T know they are yours, and that
You are attached to them. I'll be careful. Bye.” He hangs up.
Flora didn't have the chance to speak.




The Mother

“My father wasn’t at home. My brothers were. They had
eluded the police thanks to my father’s friends, French people
who were not in the march but were on tke sidewalk, ob-
serving. Flora will tell you about that. My mwother waited all
night. The next day, she went to see the organizers. Many
people had been arrested. They told her that she would prob-

~ably find her husband in one of the detentiom centers where

the police were holding the Algerians they had arrested, more
than ten thousand of them ... They mentioned the Palais
des Sports, the Sports Arena. I was at Flora’s. I wanted to be
with my mother, but she said no. I knew abouit the Palais des
Sports. She spoke about it to Flora when I was there. I heard
it all. Hundreds of men were jammed in, confimed. They were
beaten, bruised, clubbed . . . They had to empty their pockets
in one place. There were billfolds, cigarette: packs, match-
boxes, combs, watches, handkerchiefs, metro tiickets, bus tick-
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ets, chewing tobacco tins . .. There was a stack three feet
high. No bathrooms . . . They stayed there until they were de-
ported. My father was one of those deported.

They were taken to Orly. They couldn’t contact anyone,
neither relatives nor friends. On October 19, 1961 a load of Al-
gerians considered ‘undesirable on French soil” boarded two
Air France planes, under the surveillance of the CRS. They
went back to ‘their home villages,” which were detention cen-
ters. My mother learned several days later, via Flora’s friends,
that my father was being held in a camp near Médéa, on
a farm. He stayed there until the ceasefire. Meanwhile, the
Palais des Sports was evacuated, and cleaned up for the Ray
Charles concert scheduled for October 20, 1961. The concert
took place.

On October 20, with Flora, my mother decided to par-
ticipate in the Algerian women’s rally, called by the French
Federation of the FLN. Their slogans were ‘Freedom for our
husbands and children,” ‘End the racist curfew,” ‘Full inde-
pendence for Algeria.” I was with them in Paris. We marched
to Sainte-Anne Hospital. I didn’t know it was a psychiatric
hospital or why women and children were meeting there.
Maybe because it was not far from La Santé prison where
Algerian men were locked up . . . You will have to ask Flora
or my mother about that. There were several hundred women
and children. The police were armed. Nurses helped us. We
escaped through the back door. This time I wasn't scared.

We learned later that Algerians had been killed. It was
already known in Nanterre; there, we didn’t have to wait for
the official report. The River Patrol had brought up dozens of
bodies. The exact number was never known.

We waited for my father. I didn’t want to go back to
school. I didn’t want to leave my mother. We watched for the
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mailman. When my mother received the first letter, she said
to me: “Your father is well. He sends you hugs and kisses. He
says that you must be good. He will be back soon.’ T under-
stood. The next day I went back to school.”







