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To Esme and Gregory






“The sleeping are coworkers and fabricators of the things that happen in the world. . . . To those that are awake there is one world in common, but of those that are asleep, each is withdrawn to a private world of his own. . . . The people must fight for their law as for their walls.”

—HERACLITUS, ONE OF SAUL’S FAVORITE WRITERS
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INTRODUCTION

Looking down from Heaven or up from Hell—Saul Alinsky’s preferred postmortem abode—he must be pleased. He loved attention and these last couple of years he has been getting it. His books are selling by the thousands, he is being credited with electing a president and hundreds of thousands who had not heard his name five years ago are clogging cyberspace reviling him.

The man who invented community organizing, “the big, laughing, brazen, sensitive, contradictory, gutsy, utterly outlandish head of everything,” as Georgie Anne Geyer referred to him, is getting the credit or the blame for being the formative factor in the political development of Barack Obama.

The organizing techniques used by the Obama people in the 2008 Iowa primary, which changed Obama from a long shot to a serious candidate, are supposed to have been copied from Alinsky. He is also blamed for having put a drop of his power elixir into the goblet of President Obama’s secretary of state, Hillary Rodham Clinton, who wrote her senior college thesis about his work. Were you to listen to their enemies, you’d believe that the  number of Washington politicians who have drunk Saul’s Kool-Aid grows by the month.1


Even right-wingers are following his lead. Those who have taken to breaking up town hall meetings with their disruptive shouting have read or misread Alinsky’s book of tactics with the same assiduity as the Left. Were Saul alive he would delight in this hurly-burly. He thrived on days of tumult and nights of stress. He would have liked to have been a legend in his own time, but becoming one forty years after his death must be a satisfaction to his mischievous spirit.

If historians dwell on how much of an influence Alinsky had in the election of the first African American president they may overlook his less visible but more durable contributions. Directly and indirectly through countless organizations which spring from him he taught millions of Americans that their best and only chance of determining their lives is by organization. From him they learned that a large crowd flashing slogans on cardboard signs and demonstrating on the Mall or being dragged off by the police at an occasional sit-in cannot substitute for the power of lasting organization.

Without power, he explained, nothing can be done, no rock moved, no law written, no wrong righted. Power, Alinsky taught, comes in two forms only: money and people. If you have the money you don’t need people. Without money the way to power is to organize the people.

Organization was an Alinsky specialty, as were tactics at which he was infernally creative. He was so good at them that some people mistakenly take him to be an amoral figure whose major  accomplishment was the perfection of tactical monkeyshines. Through the medium of the Industrial Areas Foundation (IAF) which he began and other entities which he inspired, scores of organizations in various shapes and forms have built hundreds of thousands of homes for low-income people even as they have protected civil liberties, achieved a living wage for countless workers, gotten jobs, paved streets and schooled children. In the aggregate millions have helped themselves by banding together.

Like the heirs of the Prophet, Alinsky’s legatees squabble over the true meaning of the master’s teachings. How ironic are these arguments about one of the least-dogmatic and most flexible of men. Alinsky believed that liberty was to be redefined and rewon by every generation according to its circumstances and the demands of its time. The constant was not this or that method or these or those tactics; the constant was democracy, a form of government as arduous to keep as it is to gain. That was Alinsky’s life work.

This book is not biography or an exegesis on his thinking. It is an homage, a portrait of Alinsky by someone who knew him well and loved him. There are only three or four of us still living.

A word of note: The quotes attributed to a published source can be considered accurate. Those without attribution are the author’s best recollection of things said a very long time ago.






ONE


MY BLUNDERING ATTEMPTS TO ORGANIZE; MEETING SAUL AND BEING HIRED; APPRENTICESHIP IN THE URBAN WILDERNESS; WHAT IT IS AN ORGANIZER DOES AND WHY ONE WOULD EVER TRY TO DO IT; WHERE ALINSKY CAME FROM AND HOW HE WAS SHAPED; OUR SHARED OPINION OF THE RICH AND TOO POWERFUL



If the ends don’t justify the means, what does?

—SAUL ALINSKY

 



 



 




At the time I first met Saul Alinsky, circa the summer of 1953, I was twenty-two years old and believed that I had my impulses for saving the human race under control. I was involved not with Saul, whom I had not yet met, but with one of his favorite authors, Alexis de Tocqueville. I was trying to write a radio dramatization of the Frenchman’s visit to America for a high-minded appendage to the University of Chicago, the name of which I’ve forgotten. My knowledge of the world or anything else was blotchy at  best. My outstanding trait was talking, which I did not well but often.

With my wife and small son I was living in a dingy neighborhood on Chicago’s South Side, an area that had seen a recent influx of Puerto Rican immigrants. Though most of the residents would have liked to kick them back out that was not possible, so they took them for every penny they were able to cheat, trick or con the new arrivals out of.

Rene and Yolanda, a flamboyant Cuban couple who ran a little restaurant-cum-bodega, made me see the difficulties facing the newcomers and I took it into my head to organize a mutual self-defense group of some kind. I had no idea exactly what kind since my previous though limited experience was with political organizations and labor unions.

The outcome of these exertions was an entity called El Comité Latino Americano. Although I was highly visible in its formation I cannot claim to have done much organizing. When seen I was roaring around the neighborhood pushing my son in a stroller, flapping my arms and waving my mouth. In so doing I had blundered into a home truth about organizing: Good organizers don’t organize. They get other people to do it.

The real organizing was done by Lester Hunt, who spoke fluent Spanish, and Juan Sosa, who worked at the Sherwin-Williams paint plant on the far southeast side of the city. Sosa was proof you do not have to be large and noisy to organize. You could hardly hear him speak.

Lester, working under the auspices of the Episcopalian Church, had spent several years in the mountains of pre-Castro  Cuba teaching the children of poverty-racked peons. When it was time for him to say good-bye the people were too poor to buy him a farewell present, so they made one out of a discarded, rusty railroad spike, which they hand-polished until it gleamed like silver.

We were running a social first-responders service, trying and failing to get people jobs, saving them from landlords or, as we did one morning at 2:00 a.m., extricating them from the police lockup. One of our people had called from the Grand Crossing police station where he and seven or eight of his buddies had been taken after the cops had raided their card game. They were being charged with a first-offense misdemeanor: failure to grease a police palm while engaged in a game of chance.

I in turn called Abner Mikva who would one day become a congressman, a federal appeals court judge and White House counsel during the height of President Bill Clinton’s legal troubles. He climbed out of bed without pause or hesitation, the Bill of Rights in hand. It was first light before Ab had gotten the last of our people out of the hoosegow. I did not know that such acts of generosity could not by themselves build an organization. That and other points I would later come to appreciate under Alinsky’s tutelage.

Although mostly I banged around trying to make myself understood by drawing on my high school French and speaking in a loud voice, I did know enough Spanish to understand when a panicky and frightened man stopped me on the street and told me his wife was having a baby. I was not to keep congratulating him, he said; I was to come with him. In his cramped third-floor  apartment a woman lay on a bed near to giving birth. A semicircle of frightened children stared at their mother.

I went back downstairs and knocked on the building manager’s door. It opened just wide enough and long enough for the woman to hear what the situation was before she slammed it. There was a pay phone in the hall and I called the Chicago Maternity Center and explained the emergency. They said they did not attend to births by mothers not registered with them.

Returning to the apartment, I tried to make the woman comfortable. I indicated I needed boiling water since every frontier doctor in every western movie I had seen had commanded it. I shooed the children away. The water came and while I debated with myself about how to use it, nature did what needed to be done. Several days later I ran into the father and asked him, expecting a small show of gratitude and some recognition of my obstetric skills, what he and his wife had named their little boy.

“Guillermo.”

Not long after that I met Saul.

My coming to work for him began with Jack Egan, a smallish, invincibly likable man, a priest who was neither sanctimonious nor preachy. Though Egan spoke in a clipped fashion that made him sound hard, his besetting sin was softness; he lacked the faculty of suspicion and thought far too well of every layperson he met. Church politics was another thing.

He and another priest, Msgr. John O’Grady, had taken an interest in El Comité Latino Americano, providing what little money we had. It was a rickety organization and its lack of funding guaranteed that it was not going to last long. The Latin  American Committee garnered the goodwill and loyalty of the newcomers but the Puerto Ricans did not run it. We auslanders did.

O’Grady and Egan thought some guy I’d never heard of—Saul Alinsky—might be interested enough to step in and save El Comité. Egan arranged for us all to have dinner at the Palmer House Hotel Grill.

With the heaviness of its linens and the muffled clink of its silver, the Grill felt more like the Union League Club than a steakhouse. The man sitting with Egan and O’Grady wore glasses that shielded exophthalmic eyes and his every gray hair was smoothed into place. I had been promised a firecracker but what I was getting was a middle-aged businessman.

Egan invited me to give a description of what we were doing at El Comité. I offered up a picture of the Puerto Rican situation to a blank-faced Alinsky and then described the work of El Comité, omitting only Guillermo.

When I finished and Egan asked Saul what he thought, his answer was, “It’s a bucket of shit,” a judgment that prompted me to throw my napkin on the table, rise and let loose a speech to the effect that Saul might be tired, over the hill, no longer able or willing to fight the good fight, but I etc., etc. This callow Billingsgate bounced off Saul with no visible effect, although I think while he listened he mistakenly saw in me himself as a young man.

After I had finished, he flipped his hand at me, softly and slowly, indicating I should resume my seat. He repeated exactly what he thought the El Comité was full of and then said he’d  give me a job with the proviso I got a haircut and a decent suit. Though the Latin American Committee was not dumped, it was nursed along for some years by others and I went to work for Saul.

Years later he told me that he hired César Chávez and me on the same day, but Chávez had already demonstrated enormous promise. On his first day on the job, Chávez had plenty to do in California putting together the Community Service Organization (CSO), the forerunner of the United Farm Workers. He was an experienced and talented organizer. I, on the other hand, had shown little more than the ability to wave my mouth around. All I had to offer when I reported for work was a haircut and a new suit.

I had no very precise idea what I had been hired to do or be. I have no recollection of the term “community organizer” being used. Saul ordinarily referred to what we were doing as “the work,” saying he was going to get business cards printed that would read “Saul Alinsky—Have Trouble, Will Travel.” It expressed his attitude of being up for anything the time and circumstances offered.

It may have been that Saul had no idea what to do with me. He had no ongoing organizational drive and probably thought that letting me return to the Comité would have reinforced the bad habit of doing emergency social work in place of laying the foundations of an independent organization. He told me to go out to the Near West Side, find out what was going on—he was no more specific than that—and send in a weekly report containing what I had learned, along with my expense account including  all receipts. Under no circumstance was I to call him, turn up at the office or in any other fashion make my existence on the globe known to him. If and when he wished to see me I would be told. Otherwise I was to vanish.

In time I learned about the West Side. The part closest to downtown had become an area of first settlement for African Americans recently come north. They lived in wretched housing under the political suzerainty of the Italian branch of organized crime. Farther to the west they lived in a little better housing under the suzerainty of the Jewish branch of organized crime.

I met ordinary people picking a way through the physical ruins toward a better life. I met small businessmen, real estate agents, city employees, some of whom were showing up for work and making a stab at getting something done. I fell in with a terrified alderman who met me at hamburger stands because he said that his office was bugged by organized crime or “the syndicate” as it was called then. I met another alderman who said nothing of the sort and was later found kneeling, his hands handcuffed and a bullet in the back of his head.

I found Saul’s spoor everywhere. My investigative wanderings took me at one point to the rectory of St. Philip Benizi Parish on the Near North Side, across the street from the Cabrini Green Homes public housing project. St. Philip’s pastor, Father Luigi Giambastiani, was an Italian from the Old Country known for his views on race. “It is true that some idealists dream of an American millennium when all the races will be found fused into one American race,” he wrote in a 1922 parish bulletin, “but in the meantime it is good that each think of his own. . . . Italians  be united to your churches . . . give your offerings to the Italian churches who need it.”1


In the early 1940s Saul had used this prejudice to overcome Father Luigi’s objection to what would become a prototype for the nightmare of public housing. The priest had clout strong enough at city hall to veto the project, but Saul had sold him on the idea that the new housing would be for Italian people and thus would strengthen the parish.

It had worked out otherwise. Even then, in the early ’50s, you risked life and limb if you took an unguarded stroll through Cabrini Green. When I knocked on the rectory door Father Luigi guided me into the dining room, a dark place dominated by a heavy table in Grand Rapids baroque. We sat there drinking tea as he recounted what had happened to his parish. “What’s there now? Niggers! Niggers as far as you can see!” he said, pulling aside the heavy drapery. Before making each point he prefaced it with, “You tell Saul” or “You tell your boss” how the people were gone, the slums had come, the school was falling down, the collection plate was empty and the parish was broke.

The latter was of particular importance to Father Luigi, who was the most nickel-nursing miser in the archdiocese. Stories of his avarice provided comic material in rectories all over Chicago. When one of his assistants lay dying, Father Luigi, who had a special cost-cutting arrangement with a local printer, conferred with the doctor on how long the man might live. Twelve to eighteen hours at most, said the doctor. As was the church’s custom, a death announcement, elegantly printed on heavy paper with the time and place of the funeral, was rushed through and sent  out to the several thousand priests, nuns, brothers and important laymen of the archdiocese. The twelve-hour line was crossed and the assistant still lived. At the eighteenth hour he began to recover. Mourners next received a postcard saying that there had been a hitch and the obsequies were on hold.

After leaving Father Luigi, I ran into Eye-in-the-Sky O’Keefe, a blind bookmaker who practiced his calling a block or so away on Clark Street. I said something about Luigi’s money complaints, and Eye-in-the-Sky told me that Father Luigi was anything but broke. The priest had his cancer shrine in a separate nearby building, he reminded me. How could that help, Sky? There couldn’t be room for more than seventy-five people in that little place. The rear was much larger, Sky explained, and was consecrated to secular purposes. The back was a warehouse where “the characters” stored their slot machines and other wagering devices, a use of the shrine for which Father Luigi was compensated.

In my wanderings, I also found traces of Saul’s doings as a young criminologist when he was studying, if that’s the right word, gangsters who were gunfighting up and down Taylor Street. I met men who told me stories of Saul holding some of these young men after they had been shot.
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Over the years when people came to Saul to ask, “How do you do it?” he would say, “Start where you are.” He was less forthcoming about how a person could find out where that was and  if he had talked about the process few would have listened; they were fixed on the starting point. Saul did not tell them that the finding-out part is where the magic is.

Here is the proposition. You are to go to a strange place where you do not know anyone, where you have not been supplied with any contacts, where you will be telling people that you are employed by a funny-sounding organization called the Industrial Areas Foundation, which they have not heard of and which carries no clout or status. You are alone. You are a nobody.

When you have no leverage, nothing to offer in exchange for your intrusion into another person’s life, even if that intrusion is only in the form of a few questions, you’d better have a few tap-dancing steps in your repertoire. When I was organizing in a low-income black neighborhood in Chicago, I’d dress to the nines. I’d wear a blue pin-striped suit with a big gold watch on a chunky gold chain in the pocket of the red vest from A. Sulka. I sported a bowler hat and a chesterfield coat. One more flashy detail and I’d have been over the line into pimpdom but as it was I gave the impression of prosperity in a great gray, glum part of a big-city slum. It worked for me. Without saying anything I conveyed the completely false impression that I was in the money and if you listened to what I had to say you might be in it too.

That rig fitted me and the moment. But as Saul repeatedly said, you cannot count on the next organizing situation being like the last one.

The need to adapt to the situation was a lesson Saul learned when he was in graduate school at the University of Chicago and set out around 1931 to study organized crime. There was no reason  the mobsters should give him the time of day. But there was one man who told such terrible jokes that others at the table would get up and leave when he said, “Did I tell ya the one about? . . .” Saul made his first friend in the Mob by laughing at this guy’s jokes. Although when I first knew Saul I took it for granted that the Palmer House Grill was his favorite restaurant, I later figured out it was the gangster hangout on the city’s Near North Side.

It comes to you slowly that before you learn anything about the people into whose midst you have dropped yourself, you are going to have to learn about yourself. Otherwise you will not be able to explain yourself to the people whose cooperation you must gain. Organizing or doing whatever it was Saul had sent me to do on the gangster-ridden Near West Side is not like selling Bibles or vacuum cleaners door-to-door. You cannot flamboozle people with a spiel, make your sale and hop off down the road. You will be coming back. You are building a relationship. You are not the only one who gets to ask the questions; they get to ask them too and you had better have convincing, honest answers.

The unknowable, knowable self is an organizer’s greatest aid and worst obstacle. As a stranger from the outside one of the things people want to know about you is why you are doing this. Barack Obama wrote about how he handled or did not handle that question:
Over the past five years, I’ve often had a difficult time explaining my profession to folks. Typical is a remark a public school administrative aide made to me one bleak January morning,  while I waited to deliver some flyers to a group of confused and angry parents who had discovered the presence of asbestos in their school.

“Listen, Obama,” she began. “You’re a bright young man, Obama. You went to college, didn’t you?”

I nodded.

“I just cannot understand why a bright young man like you would go to college, get that degree and become a community organizer.”

“Why’s that?”

“Cause the pay is low, the hours is long, and don’t nobody appreciate you.” She shook her head in puzzlement as she wandered back to attend to her duties.

I’ve thought back on that conversation more than once during the time I’ve organized with the Developing Communities Project, based in Chicago’s far south side. Unfortunately, the answers that come to mind haven’t been as simple as her question. Probably the shortest one is this: It needs to be done, and not enough folks are doing it.2






I had a half-dozen answers to the question of why I was doing this work seven days a week, twelve hours a day, but none that were full and complete because I didn’t know myself. Saul would say that he did it because he could not think of anything else that he would rather be doing; if he did, he would go do it. He did it, he said, because he hated bullies. In the 1950s and ’60s the work was stormy, exciting and fun because it was a historic time and though we may not have been making history, we were contributing to it. That, as Saul, would point out, is a powerful motive. 


Even though Saul would often imply that in me he saw himself as a young man, our backgrounds were totally different. Saul used to say that he was a slum kid. Technically he was since he was born in the Maxwell Street neighborhood of first settlement for Jews. It was the Chicago ghetto, its streets lined with push-carts and the houses crammed with sweatshops. There on Maxwell Street his father had his tailoring establishment but Saul was six when the family moved just to the west into the Lawndale area of the city, which was not a slum then though later it would become one.

Lawndale in Alinsky’s childhood was a solid community of Jewish strivers, including his father who prospered to the extent that he was able to buy an apartment building. Saul was the child of his father’s second marriage, the first having produced three children. I cannot recall Saul’s mentioning his two half-brothers, and if he mentioned his half-sister, it wasn’t often. As for his father, there were few words for him and none were flattering to this narrow, limited and meager-spirited man.

Saul’s parents, being hardworking and religiously Orthodox, fitted in well in the community but not with each other. Saul was thirteen when they divorced and his father left for Los Angeles where, when his son came to visit, he stashed him in a boardinghouse. There was some benefit to the ostracism; Saul had an affair with a young woman five or six years older than he. As was his habit, he called it “shacking up,” but whenever he mentioned his nameless partner, it was with a certain affectionate warmth.

His mother, who was a generation younger than Benjamin Alinsky, went on to have three or possibly more husbands. Saul’s  biographer, Sanford Horwitt, is uncertain on the point. Saul was devoted to his mother, a woman whom others considered a termagant. Of Sarah’s roiling ways he was oblivious. Her Old World views and her Yiddishisms amused her son, and the succession of husband-stepfathers might not have existed as far as I could tell.

As a kid Saul was mad for a radio, one of the miraculous developments of his boyhood years. He sent away for a radio kit that, I believe, cost twenty-five cents, a lot of money for a boy in those years. When it arrived and he opened the box, all that came out was “a crystal and a few wires” to his lasting disillusionment. Forty years later Saul was still talking about how cheated he had felt.

As he grew older Saul traded his enthusiasm for radio for the glamorous career of the period—aviation. He spent his idle hours running errands and helping out at Checkerboard Field, the Chicago base for the country’s nascent airmail service. Charles A. Lindbergh flew into Checkerboard on his mail run from St. Louis before he became a world-famous figure.

When Saul was there, the dominant personality at Checkerboard Field was Tony Yackey, pilot, builder of planes and promoter of the new industry. It was for him that Saul ran his errands until, as the Chicago Daily News reported, “The crumpling wing of an airplane of his own manufacture late yesterday cut short the career of one of Chicago’s pioneers in commercial aviation when Wilfred A. (Tony) Yackey plunged to his death while making a test flight near his factory in Maywood.”3 Saul, who had hoped that Yackey would give him flying lessons, saw him die in the crash. He gave up the idea of flying.

The big events of his growing up were the battles with the Polish boys on the other side of Crawford Avenue, his breaking his leg and spending a year in a plaster cast and the “older woman” at the California boardinghouse.

With the discovery of King Tut’s tomb in 1922 mummies seemed to have won the same place in the imagination of American children as dinosaurs have today. Saul was crazy about them and his interest continued into his undergraduate years at the University of Chicago, where his major was archaeology. “I fell in love with the subject. It was all very exciting and dramatic to me. The artifacts were not just pieces of stone and clay. My imagination could carry me back to the past so that when I stood in front of an old Inca altar I could hear the cries of human sacrifices.”4


Until the Depression hit, Alinsky’s interest in democracy and social justice was faint. In his undergraduate days when Calvin Coolidge was president and the stock market was soaring, Saul with a group of classmates brought food to striking miners in southern Illinois. But by his own description questions such as wages and working conditions for industrial workers were not uppermost in his mind.

Other questions were inescapable. In Saul’s time anti-Semitism permeated the social life of the University of Chicago, as it did schools everywhere. The Quadrangle Club, then a private organization serving as the school’s faculty club, did not admit Jews. When a friend of Saul’s invited Saul and his girlfriend to a dance at the club, the friend was threatened with expulsion.

The Depression dried up money for archaeology and for a time Saul got by on his wits and the indulgence of his Swedish landlady. Then he was awarded a fellowship in criminology, one  generous enough so that he would be able to earn a doctorate in the field. Somebody up above must have been watching over him. Saul said that he had never applied for the fellowship, that one day it had simply come in the mail from Robert Hutchins, the university’s president.
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Like Saul’s, my parents separated when I was young, but there the similarities ended. My mother was born in Weehawken, New Jersey, in a family with roots in Pennsylvania and Missouri. She was a feminist, a pacifist and if not a socialist, which was too regimented for her, at least a trooper for social justice. Having spent part of her childhood in Hazleton, Pennsylvania, in the anthracite fields, she had seen a little of the battles between the coal miners and the mine owners and had become, like Alinsky, an admirer of John L. Lewis. Of coal mining as an occupation she would say, “They cannot print enough money to pay those men!”

She was, as I used to tell her, the only poor dentist in New York City, poor because she took so many patients who had low-paying or no-paying jobs. She was also a bohemian whose life was chockablock with painters, writers, acupuncturists, vaudevillians, anarchists and one-of-a-kind persons whom there is no way to categorize and no room to describe here.

My father was an ex-czarist officer with political opinions different from my mother’s. I was seven years old before I realized that “thegoddamnreds” might not be one word. He made a slender  living being an explorer, photographer and adventurer engaged in such things as capturing animals in Australia for American zoos and taking rich men on African safaris.

The adjective “dashing” does not do him justice. Between wars, duels, scrapes and hair-raising escapes it is said that Papa followed a ballet dancer with whom he was smitten from St. Petersburg to Buenos Aires. He spent years in remote places in the Far East and told eye-popping tales about events he was party to across the globe but he suffered from a stage-four Munchausen complex (a disorder of the hyperactive imagination that I may have been the first to isolate). Though others may have, I did not question stories such as his sneaking into a Moroccan seraglio to meet a harem wife who said she had been kidnapped from her native Georgia (then part of Russia) and trundled off to North Africa.

Much of his life revolved around the Explorers Club, where I believe he was the chairman of its entertainment committee. In that capacity he supervised the Safari Dinners at which he fed the membership dishes with names that sounded to me like Hippopotamus Wellington and Anteater Rockefeller. When I was a lad he would take me to the Explorers Club where there was a parrot they said belonged to Amelia Earhart. The frightening animal would take hold of my father’s thumb by its beak, and the two of them would go about their business at the club together. On some visits I was brought forward to shake hands with some of America’s most famous admirals and generals, which thrill was destroyed as I cringed, watching my father lose his dignity making over the millionaires whose money kept the club going.  Like Saul he understood money is power, but unlike Saul he gave them both unthinking and unreserved deference.

At the other end of the parent continuum my mother struggled to make ends meet, in part because such rich patients as she had made it a point to delay paying their bills for months at a time. One of her patients was Loton Horton, the head of Sheffield Farms, a major dairy supplying milk to New York City. He was sitting in the dentist’s chair one day during the Great Depression when he told my mother with considerable satisfaction that he had five “girls” working the switchboard and they all had Ph.D.’s. Mother, who was ordinarily the politest of women, fixed him with her frightening blue eyes and said, “You ought to be ashamed of yourself!”

Saul and I came to our dislike and distrust of the rich by different paths, but it was one thing we had in common.
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Out on the Near West Side with no boss, no set schedule, no place I had to be, I was burdened with the freedom of puzzling out what to do, which led to asking myself why I was doing it and who I might be. On the West Side I was an outsider, but Saul believed there was a place for the outside organizer. Moses was one of his favorites, Saint Paul another. Saul, a Jewish intellectual from a background vastly different from that of the people he worked with, knew what it’s like to play the part of the stranger. Saul believed that although once in a blue moon spontaneous organizational combustion happens and people come together on their own, more often they need the outside person who brings new 
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