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         To the children across America who have had so much to teach us — and whose lives have become our nation’s history.

      


      In loving memory of Jane, and to our children and grandchildren; and with grateful thanks to Eric H. Erikson and Anna Freud

            for their constant encouragement, instruction.

      


      With grateful thanks also to Terry Adams, whose careful interest and concern very much enabled and gave shape to this book.

         

      


   

      

         “Outside

      


      outside myself


      there is a world,


      he rumbled, subject to my incursions


      — a world


      (to me) at rest,


      which I approach


      concretely —”


      Book Two,


      Paterson


      William Carlos Williams


      “All that each person is, and experiences, and shall never experience, in body and mind, all these things are differing expressions

         of himself and of one root, and are identical: and not one of these things nor one of these persons is ever quite to be duplicated,

         nor replaced, nor has it ever quite had precedent: but each is a new and incommunicably tender life, wounded in every breath

         and almost as hardly killed as easily wounded: sustaining, for a while, without defense, the enormous assaults of the universe.”

      


      Let Us Now Praise Famous Men


      James Agee

         

      


   

      


            Introduction



      

      What follows are words that were meant to give an account of American children of various backgrounds who grew up in the 1960s

         and 1970s. Those boys and girls became, in their own way, teachers. They sometimes spoke loud and clear about what crossed

         their minds, or they used crayons or pencils or paintbrushes to show through artistic representation what they saw, experienced,

         wanted to convey through portraits of themselves, of others, or through the rendering of particular faces, buildings, scenes.

         Over time the stories of those children, their remarks, as heard by the doctor who came to know them, became the subject matter

         of a series of five books, each called Children of Crisis, with the subtitles spelling out one or another aspect of a nation’s social geography: the South’s embattled racial climate

         of opinion and habit during the 1960s; the rural life of Dixie and beyond — up the hollows of Appalachia, and in the farms

         across the nation that require the traveling hands of laboring men and women (and sometimes children, too) if crops are to

         be planted, harvested; the cities of the North, which received so many thousands of needy and vulnerable families, eager to

         try the new kind of life available away from sharecropper cabins, migrant labor settlements, or the mountain hollows of, say,

         West Virginia, Kentucky; out West, the people who claimed the land, or worked it, now called Native Americans, once described

         as Indians, or now called Spanish-speaking citizens, once summoned as Chicanos, and up Alaska, those whose Eskimo bearings

         in distant communities gave way to the accessible life of a far northern state’s busy commercial and even industrial life;

         and finally, those who, across a continent, have risen to the top, acquired money and the privileges that go with it — the

         not rare sagas of “rags to riches” that a nation has long savored, treasured.

      


      

      In a sense, then, the Children of Crisis books tell a story of a nation’s people, whose lives take place under a broad variety of circumstances; but those volumes,

         published between 1967 and 1977, also tell another story, that of a physician who left the bounds of a particular profession

         as it once exerted its hold on one of its practitioners — only to find himself taken up in the somewhat different manner that

         social observers find convenient, useful. Since all stories have their beginnings, perhaps it is best to go way back to the

         very start of this one — to a time that preceded by almost five years any of the work and writing that would initiate the

         Children of Crisis series. In 1955, I was learning to be a pediatrician at the University of Chicago’s Billings Hospital. One of my young patients

         was dying of leukemia and had no chance of survival. He was ten years old, Jimmie was, a policeman’s son, quite lively in

         nature, and ever ready to converse with his hardworking physician, who was constantly worried about what to do, when, on behalf

         of a whole ward full of desperately ill youngsters. I can still see his alert, watchful face as it scrutinized my worried

         effort to hear his heart, elicit the reflexes of his arms, his legs, keep track of his pulse, and his sweaty, blotched skin.

         Yet for all the exhaustion exacted by his mortal illness, he could be not only friendly, but ever forthcoming in response

         to my neophyte’s questions. Once, as we talked, he asked a favor of me: Would I want to meet his three “best buddies”?

      


      Yes, of course — and soon enough I was sitting with Carl, Johnnie, and Larry, who were asking questions about their pal’s

         medical condition, his prospects, even as they let me know that they understood well what would soon be happening. “He’s going

         to die, Jimmie is,” Carl told me — and then, of a sudden, I was shown a picture of Jimmie that this friend had drawn, even

         as I was offered an explanation: Carl’s mother was an elementary schoolteacher, and she encouraged him (as well as her classroom

         students) to draw pictures. Carl was good at drawing, liked to do it a lot, and had carried with him a large “sketch,” he

         called it, of Jimmie. Now I realized what was in the folder he had in his right hand, and soon enough I was looking at a picture

         of Jimmie — and hearing this from Carl: “He’s a great hitter, and he’s always wanted to be a baseball player.” Silence, and

         then a boy’s lowered head, after which these words got spoken: “I figure, if Jimmie doesn’t get better, I can remember him

         this way, standing near the base, ready to swing his bat and knock a bases-loaded homer — he’s done that, you know.”

      


      I remember those words, decades later, because I wrote them 

         down, so touched was I by them, by the earnest goodwill of the lad who spoke them, and by the large, multicolored picture

         given me — a solid Jimmie standing with his bat in his hands, and before him a full baseball field, with a pitcher at the

         ready, and a friendly, cloudless sky above, the sun beaming a smile on all that stretched below it.

      


      Weeks later, Jimmie would be gone from his family, his friends — and his stricken mother would be asking me if I might want

         to keep Carl’s drawing. He’d initially shown it to me; I’d handed it to Jimmie, who had asked his mother to “save” it, at

         home — and now I was holding it, affecting and compelling both, in my hand for keeps. To this day, I think of that boy, Jimmie,

         pictured, and I think of his neighborhood friend, Carl — the picture drawn, the words spoken, amidst a tragic time in a child’s

         life, and that of his family and friends. I go back to that early clinical experience in my life, because I learned so much

         then — a moment when a crisis, this one medical, prompted poignant expression, both verbal and visual.

      


      A year later I was in Boston, working first at the Massachusetts General Hospital, then at the Children’s Hospital — learning,

         in a few years’ time, to move from pediatrics to child psychiatry. So doing, I got to know many boys and girls who were having

         trouble at home or at school or in one or another neighborhood — to the point that they were referred to us at the hospital,

         in the hope that what prompted their worries or fears or outbursts of anger would somehow yield to the understanding that

         physicians aim to acquire as they closely attend their patients. In 1956, as I worked with those young people psychiatrically,

         an epidemic of polio broke out across New England, and soon enough I was working with my fellow doctors to do all we could

         for youths now paralyzed in one way or another. The Salk vaccine had not yet been developed, and polio was a much and justly

         feared disease that changed the lives of those it struck. All day, every day, we doctors did the best we could (precious little,

         alas, so often) on behalf of the children we came to know on wards now all too full of immobilized patients and their frightened,

         grief-stricken parents.

      


      One day, as I talked with Tim, a fourteen-year-old high schooler, an accomplished student and a fine athlete, I heard him

         move from a specific discussion of his legs, their sudden seeming lifelessness (for him, a fast runner, an especially disastrous

         development), to a broader consideration of what had happened, what might be in the offing not only for him, but for others:

         “My mom says there’s always hope — but you have to be realistic. This is a big crisis for all of us in the family, 

         not only me. I got sick, and here I am, trying my best to get better, to get those legs back to where they were; but there’s

         just so much you can do with concentration and determination. Dad would say to us, he taught us: ‘Where there’s a will, there’s

         a way’ That’s true to some extent, I guess — not all the time, though. In a crisis, a real tough one, you find out a lot you

         never knew. You find out what’s true for you, in your situation. Mom is a teacher, and she tells us you learn different things

         at different times in different ways. I’m going through this crisis, and I hope I get out of it walking — and smarter about

         life. I heard my mom telling that to one of the doctors — that I’d be a lot smarter when all this is over. She meant that

         I’d take a lot less for granted, and I’d know when to appreciate the small things in life — that are, really, the rock-bottom

         big things: your family, your friends, your hometown, and your country, and the sun shining on your green lawn, the birds

         circling around, for a nibble here and there, and your dog, looking and looking at you, for a bite of food, or for some direction

         — and don’t we all need it, search hard for it!”

      


      I was so fortunate to have a tape recorder at hand as those words came my way. I was trying to document, in a hospital setting,

         the manner in which young people responded to certain medical problems that beset them — whereas, then and there I was in

         the presence of something else, something far more precious: a thoughtful person giving voice to impressive, even haunting

         wisdom. Over and over I played that tape, and as I listened, the word crisis kept staying with me — polio was a wide-ranging physical disease, a serious crisis, yes, but it also was an ironically enabling

         presence of sorts in the minds of those afflicted: an instrument of probing, personal reflection in those unlucky enough to

         have caught it.

      


      Over a year’s time, I got to hear quite a lot from Tim, about his present prospects and future aspirations. I also heard other

         young patients talk about the dreaded disease, now become for them an aspect of daily living. I heard about the trials and

         tribulations of children, for sure, but I also heard about the strengths those youngsters found and mobilized mightily: new

         ways of thinking, of seeing life, its possibilities and opportunities as well as its downsides — all in all, the risks of

         disease become the daily experience of it, sometimes for the bad, sometimes for the good. Eventually, I got to attend Tim’s

         graduation from college, from law school. He would always have a “weak left leg,” he called it; but with the help of daily

         exercises, he managed to “limp along,” then “run, limping,” and eventually even think of his “bout with polio” as a “big prod”

         to his educational and professional life — 

         he, who would go to college, then law school, and become a defender in courtrooms of individuals injured in accidents, or

         laid low by life’s bad turns.

      


      “I got knocked down by a virus,” Tim told me on his fiftieth birthday, “and here I am trying to lend a hand to some folks

         who can’t take very much for granted, and are staring at poverty or illness, and hoping someone will knock on their door,

         and say, ‘You bet, I’ll lend a helping hand.’ ” A lawyer was looking back, was remarking on fate, on “chance and circumstance,”

         as George Eliot put it so succinctly in Middlemarch. So it went for Tim — fate tapping him on the shoulder; and so it goes for all of us, to our possible benefit occasionally

         or, sadly, to our utter detriment.

      


      In 1958, under the old doctors’ draft law, I had to put in two years of military service — and, accordingly, ended up in Biloxi,

         Mississippi, where I helped run a psychiatric service in the hospital of Keesler Air Force Base. When I went down South to

         start working there, I was not by any means celebrating this new episode in my professional or personal life; soon enough,

         though, I’d be getting to know an America I’d not before witnessed, never mind had any reason to try to comprehend in its

         variousness — the ironies and paradoxes of a region’s everyday life. Yet such an assignment, reluctantly embraced, with no

         small amount of melancholy, would become an enormously significant one for me; a whole new education unfolded before my once

         dismayed eyes (speaking of ironies) — the civil rights struggle that children, among others, steadfastly pioneered: past mobs

         shouting hate, threatening injury, six-year-old African-American children walked into the school buildings of New Orleans.

         On my way to a medical meeting I saw one of those children, Ruby Bridges, trying to approach a school’s steps, while men and

         women assailed her with words, waved placards bearing messages of contempt, rage. Even as I heard the voices of ill will,

         I saw a child forthrightly walking, policemen to her side — and so observing, I heard in my mind the voice, the words, of

         a Boston boy, Tim: here, too, I realized, was a young one going through a crisis, a nation’s lessons become her very own.

      


      Within weeks, my wife, Jane, and I were visiting Ruby Bridges at her home — making our acquaintance with her, and with her

         mother and father. There were other children initiating school desegregation in New Orleans at that time — encountering mobs

         in front of a school. Jane and I got to know them as well — all in weekly visits, on occasion biweekly ones. Jane, a high

         school teacher, spoke at greater length with the parents and teachers of the children. I sat with one 

         child, then another, in their homes — talking and observing the children draw, even as, sometimes, I tried to follow suit.

         We had a great time with those many crayons, all of us, I think it fair to say: a social and educational crisis become ours

         to attempt sketching, coloring, getting down to appropriate size, shape. For a while I listened, recalled afterwards; then

         I began lugging a tape recorder around, much to the amusement of the children, who noted readily my mechanical incompetence,

         my chronic frustration. Ruby and others would eventually be of more than help — anticipate my inadequacies, more than address

         them. Later on, Jane and I moved to Atlanta, in hopes of learning from older children, who were initiating high school desegregation;

         we got plenty of valuable advice there about taping and transcribing interviews from youths avidly able to press the right

         buttons, replace exhausted tapes — and quite interested in having their say put down on the record, courtesy of a gadget whose

         workings they had come to know rather well.

      


      By the middle 1970s, a decade after I’d begun talking with Ruby and others in New Orleans, with seven of the “Atlanta ten,”

         as the high schoolers who started desegregation there were called, I’d been all over the United States, become the appreciative

         student, as it were, of “all sorts and conditions” of a great nation’s children — white Southerners as well as their African-American

         school counterparts in that region’s embattled schools, and children whose parents were migrant farm workers, or lived up

         the hollows of Appalachia, or out West, or way north of the Arctic Circle. All the while I was keeping to a set routine: weekly

         visits, transcriptions of conversations, editing of them — no mean job for one who was actually trying to learn to write in

         ordinary language, to do justice, also, to the heart and soul of what he’d heard, observed, concluded. All the while, too,

         I tried to keep in mind the remarks I’d been fortunate, indeed, to hear spoken by Dr. William Carlos Williams, whose writing

         I had studied as a college student, and whom I had come to know, emulate as best I could. So often, in medical school, I visited

         him, went with him on his house visits, his hospital rounds: such a privilege, so much to learn and later keep very much in

         mind. He was aging and ill as I began the work that would eventually be described in the Children of Crisis books, but he certainly was able, as always had been the case, to make bluntly clear his way of working, his manner of connecting

         with certain individuals, then telling others, as a writing doc, what he had come to know. Here he is once, speaking of the

         “doctor stories” he wrote, and of so much else (what an observer gets to know through encounters with fellow          human beings): “The stories develop their own energy; they take over — leaving me behind. I read them, afterwards, and hope

         I will forget that it was me, me, me — me going to visit patients, me glad when I could be of help to them, and me driven

         to write about them and proud that I could. If I’ve managed to get rid of myself as an annoyance to the reader, but still

         give the best of myself and what I’ve experienced to that reader — then the effort has been worth it, and is a success.”

      


      By 1977, I felt that I’d given my all to the kind of “effort” Dr. Williams had put on the table for himself and others (his

         readers) to consider. Perhaps the story of the children whose pictures and words show and tell a good deal in the five volumes

         of Children of Crisis is also the story of a doctor who listened long and hard to a young patient (Tim, in Boston, in 1956) and who found his way

         to the learning places that homes and schools and city streets and country places can provide. Along the way there were teachers

         carried within as well as heard in casual talks that became long discussions: Erik Erikson and Anna Freud, very much my instructors

         (and heroes) in psychoanalytic training, thinking, practice; Robert F. Kennedy, with whom I was so lucky to work, during his

         memorably intense visits to some of the nation’s at-risk children, whose plight (and whose dignity and importance as future

         American citizens) he recognized and sought earnestly, passionately to address. (He was the one who very much encouraged me

         to go west, live in New Mexico and elsewhere, so as to observe, learn from the boys and girls out there.)

      


      “It takes two to make a truth,” said Nietzsche; and so it can go, our humanity thereby affirmed: the observer and the observed,

         the child and the parent, the teacher and the student, the attending (and one hopes, attentive) physician and the patient,

         the speaker and the listener — and the writer and the reader.

         

      


   

      


            I



      A Study of Courage
and Fear


   

      
The South



      

      I came to the South a New Englander, not only by birth but with over a quarter of a century of living and growing up. At the

         end of a psychiatric residency I was called to Mississippi to serve my required two years in the military as a doctor, in

         this case as the chief of an Air Force neuropsychiatric hospital. The Air Force is a memory, but the South has become a real,

         a fresh part of my life. At first it was a region that I cared little to know, in fact it took me from several assignments

         I would have preferred. It has become one whose continuing pull upon my mind and heart prevents me from staying away for very

         long.

      


      It is easy to categorize and give names to experiences once we are done with them. It is often sad that we do, because the

         effort takes away much of their original and spontaneous character. I suppose we need to try — it helps others understand,

         and makes us feel less anxious because more in control of our fate. As I look back at the past years in the South, I recall

         how easily I slipped into its very distinctive life and how pleasant I found that life to be. Only now do I stir anxiously

         at the thought of just how long (weeks turning to months) it took me to develop the dim awareness that became the vague uneasiness

         which marked a change in my thoughts and habits while living there.

      


      One way of putting it is that I was a white, middle-class professional man, and so I easily fitted into that kind of Southern

         society. Only gradually did I begin to notice the injustice so close at hand, and as a consequence eventually take up my particular

         effort against it. (There would be those various categorical “stages” in such a development, ranging from faint glimmers to

         horrified, full recognition.) In the South, of course, anyone who begins to discover “injustice” in the world is in fact noticing

         the existence of a caste system wherein Negroes have an inherited position in a social organization which both needs them

         and yet notices their skin color before any individual attainments or accomplishments.

      


      

      I think the major conclusion that I now draw from my first stay in the South is less one of deliberate accommodation to its

         social evils than of intense preoccupation with a brief but demanding interlude in my life — a new kind of job in a new location.

         The world cries out with its innumerable trials and horrors — the betrayal of human life, made cheap and stripped of its dignity,

         in every nation. The very nature of the human mind forces us to limit our interests and compassion, or else we drown in their

         diffusion and our own extreme pain.

      


      In any event, toward the end of my second year South I was interrupted one day on a bicycle trip along the shore of the Gulf

         of Mexico by the sight and sound of a vicious battle. To this day I can remember my mind working its way toward some comprehension

         of what was happening, fighting its way through its old attitudes for a moment, then slipping back to them in relief. I saw

         a scuffle, and at first I wondered why people would want to behave that way. For a few seconds, I suppose, my lifetime — and

         I don’t think only mine — was recapitulated: its innocence, its indifference, its ignorance, its sheltered quiet, its half-and-half

         mixture of moral inertia and well-intentioned effort. For a while I could only see people fighting. I heard shouts and cries. Some nasty and vulgar words fell upon my ears. I recall thinking for a moment that it

         was a Sunday, a beautiful Sunday; and it was a shame that people could be so mean-spirited and irreverent on Sunday, on any

         day, on such a clear, warm morning in early spring. I pedaled faster; I almost had the scene out of sight; but I can remember

         today slowing down, hesitating, only able to stop by lifting my body from the seat of the bike, by using my dragging, scuffing

         feet. I let the bike lie on its side, and stood still.

      


      Not only was there a fight, but among the people I could see several women. A woman screamed that a man had smashed her watch and stepped on her glasses. Before I saw that she was a slender, middle-aged

         Negro lady, that he was a young, athletic white man, I felt the sympathy and horror that the weak share with the weak against the powerful. With that feeling I also knew for

         a moment that I would not easily be able to go to the woman’s aid. In another flash, however, I realized I could justify my

         reluctance: it was a racial incident; the truth of what was happening was that the people were not simply people, the men and women not simply that.

      


      I can still feel myself standing there, benighted, frightened, seized with curiosity, suddenly quite restless. I was not morally

         outraged. I did not want to join in the Negroes’ protest for equal access to that essentially useless, shallow bit of seashore.

         Eventually, I simply wanted 

         to go away; and I did. Riding home I condemned all the antagonists for fighting, for choosing to fight for such absurd stakes, for being the kind of people who would fight. I am not now very proud of those minutes. Yet if I forgot them, I would be even more ashamed.

      


      That night I worked in the emergency ward of the base hospital, a duty which fell on each doctor with unnerving regularity.

         I had come to know the local police quite well during those evenings; they were on call, too, and we shared the long stretches

         of dark silence in that small town. The incident I had inadvertently witnessed was very much on the minds of both policemen,

         and their insistent talk about it made it impossible for me to forget it. We had never before mentioned the subject of race,

         but not, so far as I know, out of self-conscious or fearful avoidance in any of us. I liked those two policemen. They were

         kind, polite, and quite intelligent — considerably more so than many I had met in similar situations in certain Northern hospitals.

      


      Like the event itself, I recall the first words: “They’d be dead now if it weren’t for the publicity they get these days,”

         followed by an avowal from his companion that “They will be if they try it again. We’re never going to have mixing in this

         state.” They had been talking with me; suddenly I felt them talking to me — at me. Their voices tightened. They spoke as crisply as a Southern drawl will permit — the honey in it had crystallized. They

         seemed aloof, yet fiercely determined to make their feelings clear to me, to the others nearby — now I realize to themselves.

         I found myself slipping into a psychiatric posture with them, noticing their defensive anger, their accusations — diffusely

         directed at history, at Northerners. I decided that they were afraid, but I really didn’t know why. I said little in reply. I wondered how men so strong, so appealing, so sensible

         could be aroused by an event I had managed to put out of my mind. Then a patient came in, and I was strangely glad to see

         him. His minor infection kept me exceptionally busy. If he hadn’t been there … I remember thinking that I would not have told

         my friends that I had seen the “swim-in.” I saw their mood, observed their tension, felt their resentment, sensed their irritability,

         and feared my own involvement in any of them. Psychiatrists, of course, learn to watch for the unreasonable, avoid entanglement

         with the irrational. I imagine it was handy for me to be able to call upon such professional practices.

      


      By morning we had talked of town news, the fishing and shrimping, the new shopping center going up, the meaning to the area

         of a projected increase in the population of the air base. That dawn we left, friends to one another as before. During the

         next weeks I continued 

         with my usual tasks of work and play; but something had taken place. I can recollect, for instance, picking up the Jackson

         and New Orleans papers, reading in them of the coming probability of school desegregation in nearby New Orleans. It was well

         before the fateful day of its start, but the New Orleans papers were bitter and the Jackson papers almost incredulous. Somehow

         that news didn’t manage to slip by me the way some news does, out of the impossibility of keeping totally abreast. It wasn’t

         simply my reading, however, that was being affected. I started noticing where Negroes lived, where they didn’t; where they

         were in evidence, where they were not; how they behaved with white people, and white people with them.

      


      This new consciousness took root over several months. I find it hard to do justice to whatever growth and consolidation of

         feeling may have occurred during those months, because to think about that time now often invites in myself a certain scornful

         disbelief — that I could have lived so long under such a clearly oppressive social, political, and economic system, only to

         have been so blithely, so very innocently unaware of its nature. Yet I was.

      


      Today there may be other problems than blindness facing many people living in the South. Large numbers of people in the region

         have awakened to the racial problem, and many of them, like me, must be freshly sensitive to the limitations which all human

         beings discover in their involvements and sensitivities. As if that were not enough, many probably are also coming to know

         that strong commitments push and tug at one another with their various demands, so that new kinds of indifference — even arrogance

         and hate — can follow old blind spots or prejudices. For example, there is the fighter’s need to shed himself of much of the

         ambiguity of life, to sacrifice perspective, kindheartedness, and even, at times, good judgment to the interests of the hard

         battle. When I look back at my first days there I am glad that I came to know the South as I did; but I also feel torn and

         paralyzed when I think of those times too long. I enjoyed one kind of life then, and that kind is gone for me.

      


      Of course the South has always had its moments of paralyzed nostalgia. Nostalgia can be for anyone a valuable way to avoid

         the terrible strain of the present by forsaking its reality in favor of the more pleasant world of memory. There is a painful

         ambiguity to Southern life: the genuine beauty of the landscape, the very real tradition of generosity and neighborliness,

         the long-standing sense of persecution, moral as well as economic, at the hands of powerful and hypocritical Americans from

         other areas. Effective protest, even against many open 

         and declared social evils, does not always easily find a voice; and segregation in the South has hardly been considered anything

         but inevitable for both whites and Negroes: each in their own way have known for generations the futility or risks of trying

         to change so awesome and peculiar a social system.

      


      The protest I witnessed at the seashore in Mississippi showed that whatever balance it had taken to keep a way of life from

         being seen as a social evil was beginning to be upset. Not only was the protest no accident, but the restraint of the town’s

         police was no accident either — whatever solemn excuses they offered for it. The South was feeling the swift encouragement

         (and consequent fear) of a chain of events connected to world history as well as our own nation’s. My life is no “average

         white Southerner’s” (hopefully none of our lives submit to approximations like that), and I am not sure that sit-ins such

         as I saw that day affect the majority of the South’s white population as they do many of us who live elsewhere. Yet I think

         most people of the South — Negroes and whites alike — have experienced some of that same surprise I did, a jolting flash when

         one kind of world begins to collapse, another begins to appear, and it all becomes apparent.

      


      My work of the past years has been to study what happens to people in the midst of such social changes, how they relinquish

         their old ways and take up new ones, how, that is, they manage the various stresses and exertions of doing so. I shall never

         know how those Negroes and whites felt whom I saw that day on the Gulf Coast of Mississippi, but I think I have some fair

         notion about how others like them have felt in equally tense if not so vicious encounters — the children in desegregated schools

         in Louisiana, or in Georgia, where I lived for two years; the sit-in students from all over the South, and the whites who

         have been confronted by them; some leading segregationists, whom I came to know over a good number of months; and most recently,

         some sharecroppers and migrant workers, the poor of both races whose hands harvest our cotton and food for little enough reward

         indeed.

      


      Doing such work has required so much travel throughout the region that I know much of it better than any part of the North

         where I have lived. Even before I started studying some of the problems in the South, however, I had become somewhat sensitive

         to it through the astonishing contrast there with all that New England taught me to expect from nature and people. The very

         names of the towns were surprising. Some were familiar enough, but there are special preferences, too, such as the Greek and

         Roman names given to town after 

         town in state after state: Rome in Georgia, Mississippi, and Tennessee; or Sparta in Georgia, Tennessee, and North Carolina.

         The ancient city of Carthage on the Gulf of Tunis is no more, but of fourteen cities which carry on its name over the world,

         six are in the South. There are other names less classical but in their sum a story of the region: Laurel, Enterprise, Liberty,

         Eufala., Senatobia, Natchitoches, Yazoo, Magnolia, Opelouses, Amite, and the Fayettevilles and Waynesboros, telling of flowers,

         ideals, Indians, and the French or English who lived there or came to do so.

      


      The South’s difference from the rest of the nation depends upon more than villages named in honor of Indian tribes or patriots

         to be celebrated. The South is not only its history, of those towns, of slavery, of rebellion. The skin feels the bouts of

         winter warmth, and must live with the heat in summer, dry in Atlanta, steamy in New Orleans; for heat is the South, and the weather is indeed kinder in winter and fatiguing in the summer. Whole theories of human nature have centered

         themselves on climate, and most often they seem single-minded or excessive, except for a moment in February when a soft wind

         rises from the bay and comes into Mobile, and with it a warm sun which brings out azaleas and high spirits both; or a time

         in midsummer when the damp heat in Louisiana has gone on long enough to make nerves already worn thin become frayed beyond

         recovery.

      


      The earth, too, is special, much of it red with copper. The growth is different; tropical plants and palm trees, the famous

         wisteria and symbolic magnolia. The water is particularly abundant and rich in its variety: wide rivers, their tributaries

         weaving through the entire region, and the still smaller bayous, and canals, and the swamps with the mist over them. Lakes

         are everywhere, and much of the oceanside shows a tropical green band when it touches the shore.

      


      The people have their own ways, too — their words, their food and stories, their kind of churches and praying. It’s been noted

         so often, but an outsider like me coming from Northern or Western cities is surprised at first by the very few names that

         are not Anglo-Saxon; those names, of course, shared by Negroes, who are not simply confined to ghettoes as they are so predominantly

         in the North, but are everywhere. They take care of homes and often live near them; they work in stores, gas stations, office

         buildings, and on the farms which still dominate the area; they cultivate and harvest crops, sharing in some of the profits

         in exchange for land and house, or moving from state to state to wait for harvests and gather them.

      


      White and Negro alike, the people are, I suspect, church-going beyond 

         all others in the nation. The land seems covered with churches, and their denominational variety is astonishing. Revivals

         are common, and strict tithing by no means rare. The Bible is read literally in many towns throughout the section, which is

         still rural, strong on family and unashamed patriotism. Many whites have not yet surrendered their intensely suspicious regional

         and national pride, and many Negroes have till now found no reason to let go of the apathy and dependency, the alternation

         of good-natured frolic and sulky aloofness which characterized for so long their lack of pride in both themselves and their

         condition. Both races share some of the social form of the society — the expressions like “Y’all come back,” said frequently

         out of meaning as well as ritual, or the food, like pecan pie, grits and okra, which come upon any visitor fairly soon and

         which one “favors” or is “partial to.”

      


      The federal roads are coming in, television with its widespread news and “culture” is everywhere, and national loyalties have

         always contended with local ones. The region, though, for good and bad has had a stubborn power, not only in its social and

         economic system, but in its history, its earth, its language and literature. Certainly what I have described about the South’s

         particular nature is familiar to most of us, and has been repeatedly described before. I had read those descriptions and “knew”

         their message before going to live there. Yet the experience of those differences of living and thinking made for a sharper

         kind of awareness in me of the very real effect of those differences on the outsider who comes to live there as well as the

         lifelong inhabitant of the section. Too much can be made of these “local” variations; but then too little significance can

         be granted them in an age that recognizes perhaps rather exclusively the grossest kinds of political and economic power, or

         dwells with a certain preoccupation upon the unqualified sovereignty of early childhood experiences.

      


      My work has been concerned with changes in Southern life as it moodily breaks with the past. For well over a generation a

         “new South” has been anticipated and hailed, but its arrival is now certain. As I walk through Atlanta or Charlotte the people

         can be seen in all their hurry, dressed out of New York, their office buildings as new, ugly, and efficient as those in other

         “growing” sections. The airports are the same boxes of never-ending buoyant music, and the runways as hungry for jets as all

         others. Yet Southerners have resisted as well as yielded to and even welcomed our modern nearness to one another. In studying

         the adjustment of white and Negro children (and their parents and teachers) to school desegregation I have learned to expect

         

         just that unusual blend of affection and reserve, accommodation and resentment which characterizes not only racial relations

         as they change in form and substance these days, but the South itself — recasting itself, but in its own fashion.

      


      No one interested in the individual as he encounters a society in swift transition will be bored by Mississippi or the Carolinas.

         Some of the South’s people hurt and exploit others, but the region itself has been ruthlessly exploited over the generations.

         Many of its people are poor, ignorant, and capable of an absurd kind of defensive chauvinism, but many are sturdy, hardworking,

         and kind people, so that as a whole every bit of Faulkner’s vision seems sound. For all the shrill and resentful voices there

         have been many silent warriors in hopeless causes, many silent sufferers reduced to poverty and defeat; and now their descendants

         fight against hateful mobs and the mean conditions of life which generate them.

      


      These past one hundred years have not been a pretty story, and distress has not fallen upon one race alone. The kind of political

         tyranny practiced by whites over Negroes has gained little for large numbers of whites, and the saddest part of studying whites

         hating Negroes by forming mobs or being nasty to them in schools, or sharing their fate on the collapsing farms of the region

         or in the flow of migrant farmers which travels through it each year, is how very treacherous that “psychological satisfaction”

         of racial superiority has really been to the lives of those who have sought nourishment from it, and sometimes almost it alone.

      


      A nation within a nation, emerging from years of exile and hardship, the South’s people today are showing individual dignity

         and courage as well as fear and desperation. Today, when some of us wonder whether our social order is in fact becoming drab

         and lifeless through its ability to make many of us fearfully similar and compliant, the South still clings to its almost

         biblical struggles between those willing to risk and dare and those anxious to flee and hide. Perhaps out of no special virtue

         except its own tragic history, the people there are fighting one another with an intensity and consistency which is rare indeed

         in our country.

      


      The protagonists have been ordinary people, but all of them have found themselves in a place and a time which have given heroic

         and symbolic proportions to their struggles. I am thinking, in this connection, of a white woman in New Orleans whose four

         children, with only a very few others, defied the mobs attempting a total boycott of an elementary school in opposition to

         one little Negro girl. Why did 

         this woman, deeply of the South, not by any means committed to “integration,” hazard her life, the lives of her husband and

         children? I was in the company of those who tried to find the answer; a reporter, a sociologist, a psychiatrist, each of us

         worked at our common curiosity about human nature and its motives. I think we were all baffled — perhaps because we were all

         eager for the categorical solution, afraid of the clumsy, undefined, paradoxical flow of life and its events which may, in

         fact, be the truth of it.

      


      Again and again — I talked with this woman over a period of two years — she came back to her only reply: she hadn’t planned to dispute the angry, threatening crowds; she didn’t think she was actually in favor of desegregation when all the uproar

         started; perhaps she was now, though; but she had always believed in education for her children, and she also felt a deep

         loyalty to the South’s tradition, as she put it, “of good manners.”

      


      One day she was at her most open, and most persuasive: “My heart is divided, and at the worst of it I thought we’d die, not

         just from dynamite, but from nervous exhaustion. I wasn’t brought up to have nigras at school with me or my children. I just

         wasn’t…. If I had to do it over, I wouldn’t have made this system, but how many people ever have a say about what kind of

         world they’re going to live in? … I guess in a sense I did have my way with those mobs. But I didn’t plan to, and we were

         near scared to death most of the time…. People blame the South for the mobs, but that’s just part of the South. If I did

         right, that’s part of the South, too…. They just don’t know how a lot of us down here suffer. We didn’t make all this, we

         just were born to it, and we don’t have all the opportunity and money down here that they do in the North…. I told my children

         the other day that we’re going to live to see the end of this trouble, and when we do I’ll bet both races get on better down

         here than anywhere else in America…. Why? Because I think we’re quieter down here, and we respect one another, and if we

         could clear up the race thing, we really would know one another better…. We’ve lived so close for so long….”

      


      A full transcript of what this woman has said at various times tells more than any comments from those who have heard her.

         She is not alone in her courage. The South is filled with an underground of sly liberals in the midst of situations hardly

         likely to support their efforts. It is filled with a tradition of solid, dignified Negroes and ashamed, confused whites, enough

         of both so that it would take a bold man indeed to separate and weigh their respective suffering. It is also, however, filled

         with bitter, spiteful whites and fearful, apathetic Negroes, 

         some of them capable of exploiting their own people or demeaning them.

      


      Perhaps nowhere in America is there so much that is good and bad about human beings so clearly in evidence. Few would want

         to keep the region’s special virtues at the price of its outrageous faults. Yet, it is a beautiful land to see, and its people

         in their guilt and distress may have a good deal to teach us all. The United States as a whole has known little frustration

         and defeat for some time. The South has lived intimately with both, and it may have some wisdom to offer from that experience.

         This is surely a time in our national life when we need any help we can get about how to live properly and sensibly in the

         face of prolonged uncertainty, ambiguity, and even the frustrations which come from not winning every battle in every war.

         The South has not only seen the gloomy and tormented side of man’s destiny; it has seen it and known enough of it perhaps

         to realize also the redemptive promise and power in human suffering. Sorrow may be fated, but to survive it and grow is an

         achievement all its own.

      


   

      When I Draw the Lord
He’ll Be a Real Big Man


      

      In recent years child psychiatrists have steadily increased their ability to understand what is happening in the minds of even

         their youngest or only remotely communicative patients. When Freud insisted upon the extreme relevance of childhood experiences

         to the lives of grownups he did so in a middle-class Viennese climate that held children either innocents in need of progressive

         enlightenment or devilish knaves whose mischief deserved every possible restraint and punishment. On a tide of free associations

         he and his followers carried virtually an entire culture backward to the life of the child’s mind, and as a result the new

         profession of child psychiatry came into existence.

      


      Within the psychoanalytic tradition his daughter Anna took the lead in giving the profession purpose and competence. In fact

         she 

         turned the new interest in children to a continuing study of them; to a concern with childhood she added her concern for children.

         Soon, in the twenties and thirties, the influential pull of psychoanalysis came to be felt by academic psychologists and anthropologists,

         so that children in all sorts of cultures eventually were watched, while children in the Western world were observed, tested,

         and measured as carefully as adult ingenuity permitted.

      


      Once children became so significant to doctors or social scientists, ways had to be found to learn what was going on inside

         them as well as what they could or could not do at various ages. Direct observation was — and still is — championed by Anna

         Freud. The psychoanalytically sensitive can discover in the “ordinary” or “random” behavior of children, be they in the nursery,

         classroom, or clinic, a number of patterns and clues to what holds their attention and concerns them, or worse, troubles them.

         No tests or questionnaires are necessary, only watchful eyes and attentive ears. When such direct observation is coupled with

         conscientious interviews of parents and teachers, the child’s behavior becomes reasonably well understood.

      


      Yet those who treat children have a task rather different from those who study them. They have to not only find out what they

         can, but so reach and affect the child’s mind that he no longer ails. The child must be helped to comprehend what bothers

         him, and he must then settle the problem so decisively that he no longer feels upset, or indeed shows any signs to the ever-watchful

         clinician that he may still be troubled “deep down.” To accomplish that goal in young children of five or six, to exchange

         views with them, to learn what they feel, commonly requires in the doctor a willingness to abandon his reliance upon one of

         his chief assets in his work with grown-ups, or for that matter older boys and girls — the service of the spoken word.

      


      In the case of very young children, say of six months or a year, by the nature of things the child psychiatrist will direct

         a heavy share of his attention to the parents, or those standing in for them by choice or necessity. Infants and toddlers

         who refuse food, develop unusually cranky dispositions, and in general show signs of poor emotional or neurological development

         that cannot be explained by the presence of a physical illness are babies responding to unduly apprehensive care, or worse,

         to cruel care or no care worthy of the name. As a result a generation of therapists have appreciated the value of holding

         the baby, playing with him and feeding him, so that what he does not obtain outside the office he at least consistently gets

         inside. What must be communicated by the doctor at that age is solicitude and affection.

      


      

      As children go into the third year their interest in play becomes quite reliable and developed, an obvious result of their

         increasingly organized and purposeful mental life; in brief, they have more going on within them that seeks engagement and

         expression with the outside world, both of people and things. During the thirties and into the forties child psychiatrists

         took increasing clinical advantage of that fact, harnessing toys and games to their investigative and therapeutic efforts

         — a development stimulated by the simple yet revolutionary psychoanalytic tenet that all behavior, however discrete or frivolous,

         makes sense and is likely to express something more (or other) than what is apparent.

      


      In contrast, much less clinical attention has been given the drawings children so abundantly produce from three and four until

         adolescence. For that matter, the grown artist has both confused and fascinated psychoanalysts. Freud looked closely at the

         lives of a number of them, but was careful to acknowledge that what actually makes the artist, what separates him from others

         (non-artists whose lives and problems resemble his, or would-be artists who never seem to make the grade) is unaccountably

         nonspecific, i.e., not by itself derived from any necessary, particular — or at least presently obvious — kind of psychological

         experience or development.

      


      A few psychoanalysts have continued to struggle with the twin problems of what makes for creativity, and what can be learned

         from artistic productions, be they ordinary or outstanding. Ernst Kris gave close attention to those who paint and what they

         produce, and particularly demonstrated the revelatory nature of drawings and paintings done by the psychotic: illness finds

         its way to the canvas in both themes and styles of representation. Henry Murray spent years perfecting the Thematic Apperception

         Test, an imaginative and practical way to take advantage of our everyday inclination to look at pictures and talk about them

         in ways that tell some truth about ourselves. With the development of the Children’s Apperception Test boys and girls also

         could be asked to say what a series of pictures — photographs of drawings or paintings — meant to them.

      


      Of course for several decades social, experimental, and educational psychologists, or those interested in measuring neurological

         development, have used drawings in studying the attitudes children have, how competent and coordinated they are with their

         hands, or how they see themselves or others. Asking a child to draw himself, his parents, or simply a boy or a girl has become

         one of a number of ways 

          to appraise growth, development, intelligence, and in some cases a patient’s psychological status.

      


      In therapy, however, child psychiatrists often use toys and games rather than crayons and paints. Even in research the significant

         work done by social scientists on the child’s growing sense of racial identity, his awareness of prejudice or his capacity

         to have it consistently, has involved the use of dolls and other toys coupled with questionnaires or a series of picture cards.

         Such methods have the advantage of being standard, somewhat measurable ways to evaluate children and compare their feelings

         on one or another issue.

      


      On the other hand, to ask a child to draw whatever he wishes to draw in order to learn about his racial attitudes, or even

         to request from a series of children that they each draw the same person, place, or thing for such a purpose, is to court

         the subjective and the individually variable, usually thought of as the clinician’s job. Consequently any “results” that emerge

         from that sort of endeavor must rest upon the validity of case histories, upon the cumulative insights of a very particular

         kind those histories may offer. In this regard, I am offering the analysis of many hundred drawings as evidence only of what

         they suggest to a child psychiatrist who has come to know those who drew them. I value these pictures for what they have told

         me about individual children, rather than children in general or children of one race or another. The fact that many other

         children, under certain social and historical circumstances, share feelings that these children have been willing to indicate

         with crayons and paint is probably a fair assumption. That is as far as I would care to take the matter of what scientific

         relevance this study has.

      


      The reader is entitled to know why, how, and where these drawings came into being, and who did them. As I have already mentioned,

         my work in the South studying school desegregation fell into three rather distinct categories: weekly (at a minimum) interviews

         with high school children of both races; weekly interviews with young children — from five to eleven — of both races; and

         periodic interviews with the parents and teachers of all these children. I was able to talk with the adolescent youths (say, in Atlanta) and the adults who taught them or were their mothers and fathers or grandparents.

         Young children, however, are often uninterested in conversation. They want to be on the move, and they are often bored at

         the prospect of hearing words and being expected to use them. It is not that they don’t have ideas and feelings, or a need

         to express them to others. Indeed, their 

         games and play, their drawings and finger paintings are full of energetic symbolization and communication. It is simply that

         — as one eight-year-old boy once told me — “Talking is okay, but I don’t like to do it all the time the way grown-ups do;

         I guess you have to develop the habit.”

      


      Before I ever started my work in the South I had been interested in what the children I treated would tell me with crayons

         and paints — and chalk, for I always kept a blackboard in my office, and often a child would suddenly want to use it, then

         just as quickly apply the eraser to it. Because of my own interests I made a point of asking children whether they would like

         to sketch whatever came to mind, or indeed draw for me their home, school, parents, or friends. Some did so eagerly, some

         reluctantly; some would have no part of my schemes for a long while, though in the course of treatment those who refused invariably

         changed their minds, as if they recognized that now they were able to let me know something once unmentionable and as well

         forbidden to representation.

      


      I kept those files with me when I went South — a stack of drawings made by the middle-class children who make up the major

         population of a child guidance clinic and a child psychiatrist’s private practice. When I started visiting the four little

         girls in New Orleans whose entry into the first grades of two white schools occasioned the strenuous objection of mobs and

         a boycott by most white children, I carried with me paper and crayons. From the very beginning I made a point of asking those

         girls to draw pictures for me: of their school, their teacher or friends, anything they wanted to draw. I also took an interest

         in the artwork they did in school, always a favorite activity for children in elementary school. There is no doubt about it,

         they learned that I was interested in their sketches, and without exception they have furnished me an increasing abundance

         of them over the years.

      


      That same school year (1960–1961) a few white children trickled back to the boycotted schools, in spite of tenacious mobs

         that in varying strengths constantly besieged the two buildings. I began going to the homes of those children too, and I encouraged

         those children to draw as well as play games and talk with me. (They were five children from three homes.) During the second

         year of desegregation, from 1961 to 1962, I continued my studies in New Orleans and expanded them there (while also starting

         them in Atlanta) just as the city itself, by coming to some terms with its unruly elements, enabled its harassed schools to

         return gradually to normal. I started interviewing the eight Negro children who were added to the roster of pioneers; they

         

         went into three additional elementary schools. (I also expanded the number of white children I was seeing so that I could

         include their classmates.) All in all in New Orleans I was following up twelve Negro children and twelve white children that

         second year, as against the four Negro and five white children who in the first year were at one point the entire population

         of two schools.

      


      In addition to those children I was seeing regularly and continually, I traveled widely in the South, spending a week or two

         in other villages, towns or cities where younger Negro children were initiating (and white children were experiencing) school

         desegregation. I lived for a while in Burnsville, North Carolina — a small, rural mountain village — and nearby Asheville,

         its metropolis. I spent several weeks in Memphis, and later I worked in Birmingham. Finally, in 1964, I divided three months’

         time between Jackson, Mississippi, and the little farming community of Harmony, near Carthage, Mississippi. In all these instances

         I tried to gain some impression of how children other than those I knew in New Orleans were managing the social and personal

         trials of desegregation. At times I felt rude and presumptuous asking children I scarcely knew to draw a picture of their

         school, a friend, eventually of themselves. Yet these children (and especially their parents) found it easier to draw than

         to talk; in fact I came to see that they expected me to ask them to do something, to test them in some way.

      


      Television reaches across the barriers of race and caste, class and neighborhood, bringing our self-consciousness, our preoccupation

         with knowing and measuring the “normal” and “timely” in the child’s growth and development, into cabins and tenements otherwise

         far removed from our national life. For example, I was astonished to find the mother of a six-year-old boy in an isolated

         Mississippi town relax visibly when I took crayons from my pocket, placed them on the paper of my clipboard, and asked her

         whether her son and I might draw pictures together. “Son, the doctor is going to learn about you and find out how good your

         thinking is, like they say it has to be done on TV,” she told the boy, and they both seemed able, finally, to comprehend my

         purposes. David drew eagerly, as if taking an examination at school, and his mother no longer worried so openly about just

         what the white doctor had in mind. “It’s testing you’re doing,” she told me, answering her own silent questions aloud, “and

         I’m sure grateful for that because David will do better in school if he knows what his mind is about.”

      


      In New Orleans, as the months passed by, a firm relationship between 

         the children and me developed, so that our drawing and painting exercises became more enthusiastic and personal. I encouraged

         the children to draw whatever they wished. The troubles and joys of their lives gradually took on form and color, and so did

         their shifting feelings toward me. At times I tried to direct their attention toward one or another concern I had: how they

         regarded themselves; how they felt they were managing at school; what skin color meant to them, and to others in their neighborhood

         or the city; why the mobs formed, and to what purpose; how they saw themselves getting along with their white or black classmates;

         how they viewed their teachers, and how they felt their teachers felt toward them as children, or as representatives of a

         race or a group of people. (One white child brought me up short at the very beginning of my work by telling me she thought

         her teacher prejudiced toward her: “She wishes my daddy made more money, so I could dress better. She always talks about the

         nice kids she used to teach in the Garden District, and how good they behaved. I think she minds me as bad as the nigra girl.”)

      


      What have these children had to say in the drawings they have done these past years? Is there any reasonable way to categorize

         and classify their pictures so that the individual child’s feelings are preserved, and yet more general conclusions made possible?

         I think the answer to the second question is yes, and I will try to show why by describing the interests and concerns these

         children reveal when they take up crayons or a brush.

      


      Drawings and paintings can be compared in a number of ways: the use of color; the subject matter chosen; the child’s command

         of form; his desire to approximate the real or his ease with whatever fantasies come to mind; his willingness to talk about

         what he draws and explain it, to expand upon its relevance or significance — for his own life or the lives of others around

         him. Moreover, anyone who has worked with children and watched them draw over a period of time knows how sensitively the child’s

         activity and performance will respond to his various moods. One day’s chaos on paper may give way to another’s impressive

         order and even eloquence. The child’s fear and shyness, his doubts and suspicions about adults, especially doctors or visitors

         to his home, are translated onto the canvas: little may be drawn, mere copying is done, or only “safe” and “neutral” subjects

         are selected. Often the child may say that he has absolutely nothing on his mind, or that in any event he does not know how

         to draw. Weeks later that same child may ask for crayons or pick them up quite naturally. What he said in the past is of little

         concern to him; at last he feels safe, 

         or interested in exchanging ideas and feelings with his doctor, that older stranger who keeps returning to his home.

      


      Any discussion of what a given child (or one of his drawings) has to say about racial matters, school problems, or mob scenes

         must take pains to put the child’s social observations, his prejudices and partialities, into the context of his home life.

         By that I mean to insist upon the young child’s strong inclination to reflect his parents’ views; but even more, transfer

         to the neighborhood his personal tensions and struggles, so that other children, not to mention teachers or policemen, take

         on a meaning to him quite dependent upon how he manages with his parents, brothers, and sisters.

      


      I am saying that each child’s particular life — his age, his family, his neighborhood, his medical and psychological past

         history, his intelligence — influences what and how he draws. I am also saying that the way these children draw is affected

         by their racial background, and what that “fact” means in their particular world (society) at that particular time (period

         of history). My task in the analysis of these drawings has been not only to understand them, but to learn to appreciate their

         significance in clinical work with adults. Over the years I have heard grown-up Southerners of both races recall their childhood

         experiences, their “old” attitudes; but there may be a distinct difference between the memories we have and the actual feelings

         we once had (or didn’t have but now claim to have had) years ago. For that matter, it is often interesting to obtain the reactions

         of a parent or a teacher to a given drawing. A mother in New Orleans said to me once: “I looked at Mary’s picture and all

         I could see was that she didn’t draw it as good that time as she does others.” The girl’s teacher had this to say about the

         same picture: “Mary had trouble keeping the drawing accurate. She must have lost interest in it, and the result is a poor

         picture.” Mary herself had the following appraisal to make: “Maybe I tried too hard, but it’s a better picture than the easy

         ones I do.” In point of fact, for the first time she had tried (and struggled) to include herself (and her brown skin) in

         one of the landscapes she usually did so easily.

      


      The first Southern child to put my crayons and paints to use was Ruby. She and I started talking, playing, and drawing together

         when she was six years old, and braving daily mobs to attend an almost empty school building. Upon her first meeting I told

         Ruby of my interest in drawings, and she showed me some she had done at school and brought home to keep. Over the years she

         has drawn and painted during most of our talks, so that I now have over two hundred of her productions. Many of the topics

         were her choice, while other pictures were 

         started in response to my specific suggestion or even request. I would ask her to draw a picture of her school, or of her

         teacher. I would ask her to paint a picture of anyone she knew, or wanted to portray. I might ask her one day to try putting

         herself, her brother, or her sister on paper, while on another occasion I might ask her to sketch a particular classmate or

         schoolmate of hers. (For many months there were only two or three of them, the children of the few whites who defied the boycott.

         We both knew them, and each of us knew that the other spent time with them, Ruby at school and I in visits to their homes.)

      


      For a long time — four months, in fact — Ruby never used brown or black except to indicate soil or the ground; even then she

         always made sure they were covered by a solid covering of green grass. It was not simply on my account that she abstained

         from these colors; her school drawings showed a similar pattern. She did, however, distinguish between white and Negro people.

         She drew white people larger and more lifelike. Negroes were smaller, their bodies less intact. A white girl we both knew

         to be her own size appeared several times taller. While Ruby’s own face (Figure 1) lacked an eye in one drawing, an ear in

         another, the white girl never lacked any features (Figure 2). Moreover, Ruby drew the white girl’s hands and legs carefully,

         always making sure that they had the proper number of fingers and toes. Not so with her own limbs, or those of any other Negro

         children she chose (or was asked) to picture. A thumb or forefinger might be missing, or a whole set of toes. The arms were

         shorter, even absent or truncated.

      


      There were other interesting features to her drawings. The ears of Negroes appeared larger than those of white people. A Negro

         might not have two ears, but the one he or she did have was large indeed. When both were present, their large size persisted.

         In contrast, quite often a Negro appeared with no mouth — it would be “forgotten” — or she used a thin line to represent the

         mouth; whereas a white child or adult was likely to have lips, teeth, and a full, wide-open mouth. With regard to the nose,

         Ruby often as not omitted it in both races, though interestingly enough, when it appeared it was in her white classmates a

         thin orange line.

      


      Hair color and texture presented Ruby with the same kind of challenge that skin color did. So long as she kept away from brown

         and black crayons or paints she had to be very careful about the hair she drew. White children received blond (yellow) hair,

         or their hair would be the same orange that outlined their face — always the case with Negro children. Many people of both

         races had no hair. No Negro child had blond hair.

      


      

      The first change in all this came when Ruby asked me whether she might draw her grandfather — her mother’s father. It was

         not new for her to ask my permission to draw a particular picture, though this was the first time she had chosen someone living

         outside of New Orleans. (He has a farm in the Mississippi Delta.) With an enthusiasm and determination that struck me as unusual

         and worth watching she drew an enormous black man, his frame taking up — quite unusually — almost the entire sheet of paper

         (Figure 3). Not only did she outline his skin as brown; every inch of him was made brown except for a thick black belt across

         his midriff. His eyes were large, oval lines of black surrounding the brown irises. His mouth was large, and it showed fine,

         yellow-colored teeth. The ears were normal in size. The arms were long, stretching to the feet, ending in oversize hands;

         the left one had its normal complement of fingers, but the right was blessed with six. The legs were thick, and ended in heavily

         sketched black boots (a noticeable shift from the frayed shoes or bare feet hitherto drawn).

      


      Ruby worked intently right to the end, then instantly told me what her grandfather was doing, and what he had to say. (Often

         I would ask her what was happening in the place she drew or what the person she painted was thinking.) “That’s my momma’s

         daddy and he has a farm that’s his and no one else’s; and he has just come home to have his supper. He is tired, but he feels

         real good and soon he is going to have a big supper and then go to bed.”

      


      Ruby’s father at that time was unemployed. It was not the first time, though never before had he been fired simply because

         his daughter was going to one school rather than another. He tended to be morose at home. He sat looking at television, or

         he sat on the front steps of the house carving a piece of wood, throwing it away, hurling the knife at the house’s wood, then

         fetching a new branch to peel, cut and again discard. He also suffered a noticeable loss of appetite — the entire family knew

         about it and talked about it. The children tried to coax their father to eat. His wife cooked especially tasty chicken or

         ribs. I was asked for an appetite stimulant — and prescribed a tonic made up of vitamins and some Dexamyl for his moodiness.

         I gave him a few sleeping pills because he would toss about by the hour and smoke incessantly. (In a house where eight people

         slept in two adjoining bedrooms with no door between them it seemed essential to do so not only for his sleep but the children’s.)

      


      I asked Ruby whether there was any particular reason why she decided to draw her grandfather that day. She told me she had

         none by 

         shaking her head. She smiled, then picked up the crayons and started drawing again, this time doing a pastoral landscape (Figure

         4). Brown and black were used appropriately and freely. When it was finished she took some of her Coke and a cookie, then

         spoke: “I like it here, but I wish we could live on a farm, too; and Momma says if it gets real bad we can always go there.

         She says her daddy is the strongest man you can find. She says his arms are as wide as I am, and he can lick anyone and his

         brother together. She says not to worry, we have a hiding place and I should remember it every day.”

      


      She was having no particularly bad time of it, but she was rather tired that day. By then she also knew me long enough to

         talk about her fears, her periods of exhaustion, her wish for refuge or escape. Only once before Ruby decided to draw her

         grandfather and a countryside scene had she mentioned her impatience with the mobs, her weariness at their persistence: “They

         don’t seem to be getting tired, the way we thought. Maybe it’ll have to be a race, and I hope we win. Some people sometimes

         think we won’t, and maybe I believe them, but not for too long.”

      


      It took Ruby several more months to be able to draw or paint a Negro without hesitation or distortion. From the beginning

         I wondered whether it all was my fault, whether she was in some way intimidated by the strange white doctor who visited her,

         with his games and crayons, his persistent curiosity about how she was getting along. Though in fact I am sure she was, there

         is reason to believe that the pictures she drew reflected a larger truth about her feelings than the undeniable one of my

         somewhat formidable presence. Her mother had saved many of the drawings she did in Sunday school (all-Negro) before either

         desegregation or strange visitors came into her life, and the same pattern was to be found in them: whites drawn larger and

         more intact than Negroes; brown and black used with great restraint, just enough to indicate the person’s race but no more.

         It was as if Ruby started drawing all people as white, then turned some of them into Negroes by depriving them of a limb or

         coloring a small section of their skin (she preferred the shoulder or the stomach) brown.

      


      It seemed to me, then, that on my account Ruby had merely tightened up a preexisting inclination to be confounded and troubled

         at the representation of racial differences, not to mention the implications those differences had for how people lived. Eventually

         I asked her why she thought twice about how much brown she would give to a colored child. She was then eight, and we had known

         one another for two years. She replied directly: “When I draw a white girl, I know 

         she’ll be okay, but with the colored it’s not so okay. So I try to give the colored as even a chance as I can, even if that’s

         not the way it will end up being.”

      


      Two years later Ruby and I could talk even more openly. At ten she was still the outgoing, winning girl she always had been,

         though of course each time I saw her she was taller, thinner, a bit more composed, a little less the child. She wasn’t very

         much interested in drawing any more. She preferred to talk. She and I looked over many of her drawings and at various intervals

         she made comments about them, much as if she were a colleague of mine. Almost in that vein I commented that her most recent

         work was less prolific but very accomplished indeed: “You didn’t draw much this past year, but when you did the people were

         really alive and very accurately shown, and the buildings look as real as can be.” She smiled and answered quickly: “I guess

         when you grow older you can see better, and so you can draw better. My teacher told me last week that my handwriting was getting

         better, too.” A few minutes went by and I decided to persist with my comments on her artwork, this time with a bluntness I

         can only justify as feeling quite “right” and appropriate at the time: “Ruby, you know my wife and I were looking at your

         drawings last night, and we both noticed how differently you draw Negro people now, in contrast to the way you did years ago

         when we first started coming to see you. Do you think there’s any reason for that, apart from the fact that you’re now a better

         artist in every way?”

      


      She paused longer than usual, and I began to feel in error for asking the question and nervous about what she might be feeling.

         I was scurrying about in my mind for a remark that would change the subject without doing so too abruptly when she looked

         right at me and spoke out: “Maybe because of all the trouble going to school in the beginning I learned more about my people.

         Maybe I would have anyway; because when you get older you see yourself and the white kids; and you find out the difference.

         You try to forget it, and say there is none; and if there is you won’t say what it be. Then you say it’s my own people, and

         so I can be proud of them instead of ashamed.” When she finished she smiled, as if she had delivered a hard speech and was

         relieved to have it done. I didn’t know what to say. On the one hand she was still the same Ruby I had known all those years;

         yet she now seemed grown-up. Her arms were folded quietly in her lap; her language was so clear, so pointed; and she somehow

         seemed both content with herself as she was and determined to make something of herself in the future. “Ruby is an exceptionally

         alert child,” one of her teachers 

         wrote on her report card a few days before Ruby and I had this talk. The teacher realized that her pupil had gone through

         a lot and had gained an order of understanding, of worldliness, that is perhaps rare in elementary school children, at least

         in more sheltered ones.

      


      Ruby had for several years a classmate named Jimmie, a lively, agile, particularly freckled boy whose blond hair tended to

         fall over his forehead. She drew several pictures of him for me; he sat near her and they knew one another rather well. When

         I first asked Ruby to do a picture of any school chum she wished (there were only three at the time) she obliged with a painted

         picture of Jimmie that certainly did not ignore his hair and eyes (Figure 5). (I could not help contrasting the painting with

         one of a Negro boy [Figure 6] Jimmie’s age and size she had done the day before.) “He is a good boy, sometimes,” she said

         of Jimmie, adding the last word of qualification after a genuine moment of hesitancy. In point of fact Jimmie’s behavior troubled

         her. One minute he would be attentive and generous, anxious to play games or even share food with her. Yet in a flash he could

         turn on her, and not just as one child will do with another. Ruby knew why, and could put it into words: “Jimmie plays with

         me okay, but then he remembers that I’m colored, so he gets bad.” I asked whether he was “bad” at other times — fresh or spiteful

         simply out of a moment’s impulse. She handled my question rather forthrightly, even with a touch of impatience: “Well, he’s

         bad sometimes when he wants things his own way and someone won’t let him get it; but I mean it’s different when he gets bad

         because I’m colored. He can be my friend and play real nice with me, and suddenly he just runs and says bad things, and he

         even gets scared of me and says he’s going to leave; but he comes back. He forgets, and then he remembers again.”

      


      Jimmie’s parents had it no easier. Like him they could not establish in their minds a clear-cut set of attitudes toward colored

         people. When riots made their son’s school attendance dangerous they kept him home. As the mobs achieved their purpose, a

         near-total boycott, the noise they made and the terror they inspired in passersby gradually subsided. A few white families

         sent their children back to the schools involved, some in direct defiance of the small crowds that persisted, others rather

         quietly, almost secretly, through rear doors or side doors. Jimmie’s parents sent him back as soon as it was safe to do so

         openly. When I saw him come to the school, neatly dressed, carrying his lunch box, I thought the very spirit of sanity resided

         in him, and with him was returning to the deserted halls and classrooms of the building he so casually and confidently entered.

         There was something 

         very open and calm about him as he walked along — and I guessed something refreshing, something unsullied, also.

      


      As I came to know Jimmie and his family I realized how unfair I had been to the boy when I first saw him. I pictured him as

         Ruby’s hope. In fact he returned to school in spite of Ruby because his parents did not want him to waste months of time learning

         nothing. When he first met Ruby he told her the facts rather explicitly: “My mother told me to stay away from you.” Ruby told

         me what she had been told, then informed me that Jimmie had contradicted his own words only seconds later by asking her to

         join him in a game. “So I did” was her way of letting the matter drop.

      


      When Jimmie and I started drawing together he made his feelings about Negroes rather clear: either they were in some fashion

         related to animals, or the color of their skin proved that if they were human they were certainly dirty human beings — and

         dangerous, too. I don’t think Ruby ever knew the fear she inspired in Jimmie, nor did Jimmie have any idea how very much Ruby

         strived to portray herself with his features and coloring, as if then she could be less afraid of him.

      


      When I asked Jimmie to draw his school as it appeared to him the very first day he came to enroll in it — before Ruby’s presence

         caused its various afflictions — he drew a rather conventional brick building; he carefully emphasized its stucco character

         by covering the bricks with some yellow. There were no chimneys. The grass was uniformly green, and flowers were everywhere.

         The sun looked down on the almost bucolic scene with a smiling face. I have seen dozens of such drawings by children of Jimmie’s

         age, though I did take note of his definite artistic ability and his very keen, even meticulous powers of observation.

      


      For a while Jimmie drew pictures of his home, his parents, his friends, and himself. He was particularly fond of landscapes,

         and once did eight of them in two weeks — each surprisingly different, though all dwelling upon trees, grass, and water. When

         I first asked him to draw a picture of Ruby he looked at me quite in dismay and said he couldn’t. I asked why. He now appeared

         cross: “Because I don’t know what she looks like. I don’t look at her close if I can help it.”

      


      I asked him whether sometimes he couldn’t help noticing her. “Accidents happen sometimes, Jimmie, even when we try to do as

         we feel we should.” He nodded, and allowed that he had managed a few glimpses at Ruby, and would try to draw her. He started

         to do so rather furtively, then somehow lost his nervousness, so that by the end he was the confident and scrupulously attentive

         craftsman and landscapist 

          he always was — except, that is, for what he had done to Ruby (Figure 7). It was almost as if he had suddenly embraced surrealism.

         In the midst of a stretch of grass he abruptly placed her, without feet, legs inserted in a piece of land left strangely sandy

         and barren in contrast to what surrounded it. He made Ruby small, though her arms were larger proportionately than those he

         usually drew. She had only the thinnest line of a mouth (Jimmie usually was careful to show teeth and indicate lips by double

         lines) and pinpoint eyes. Her hair was frizzly black, yet curiously and inappropriately long. She was brown-black, much more

         strikingly so than Ruby’s medium-brown complexion justified.

      


      I asked what Ruby was doing in the picture. Jimmie said that he didn’t know. I asked whether he could imagine something she

         might be doing, even if it wasn’t apparent from the drawing. He thought about it for a few seconds, looking intently at what

         he had done and at the crayons. I saw his eyes fall upon a bottle of cola and some crackers. A second later he had his answer:

         “Maybe she is drinking a Coke and eating candy or something. My mother says niggers eat stuff like that all day long, and

         their teeth rot away because they’re no good for you all the time.” The sweet tooth he was learning to master only with difficulty

         Ruby somehow was permitted to enjoy, though he felt sure her day of suffering would come.

      


      In time Jimmie was able to develop on paper the various (and conflicting) feelings he had toward Ruby and her race. He drew

         Ruby many times, at intervals upon my request and often because he wanted to do so, or felt that I silently wished him to

         do so. For many weeks she appeared only as a speck of brown or in caricature, sometimes both in one picture, usually on what

         he reminded me was his street. Jimmie had obvious trouble picturing her at all. He hesitated as he did at no other time. He told me that he didn’t

         know what she looked like: “She’s funny. She’s not like us, so I can’t draw her like my friends. Besides, she hides a lot

         from us.” Whereupon I asked him where she hid. “She doesn’t really hide. I mean she stays away sometimes; but if I say something,

         she answers me all right.” I wanted to know whether he had any idea why Ruby might be keeping her distance from him and the

         others. He knew exactly why: “Well, she’s colored, that’s why.” I reminded Jimmie that colored children lived nearby, and

         often played with white children. (In New Orleans large areas of the city are thoroughly mixed racially, and have been for

         generations.) He knew that, too: “That’s different. It’s on the street not in school. My 

         daddy says that on the street it’s for everybody, but inside is where you have to be careful.”

      


      In fact he made a distinction at first between the classroom and the school playground. When I asked him whether he would

         draw a picture of Ruby at school he readily obliged, though invariably he put Ruby in the play area outside the building.

         Finally I mentioned what I saw him doing, and he scarcely hesitated before replying: “The teacher said it won’t be long before

         we go back to normal. She said that if most kids still stay home and the people still make all the noise in front of the school,

         then they’ll send Ruby away and the trouble will be over; she said Ruby still isn’t a regular member of the school, but that

         we have to be polite, anyway.” The yard, for him, was like a waiting room, and in one drawing he put a bench in it — in actuality

         there was none — and Ruby on the bench.

      


      In time Jimmie took Ruby into the building he drew, and in time he regularly came to see her as an individual. Amorphous spots

         and smudges of brown slowly took on form and structure. Ruby began to look human every time, rather than, say, a rodent or

         a fallen leaf one day and a rather deformed human being the next. Eventually she gained eyes and well-formed ears. It took

         more time for her to obtain a normal mouth; and only after a year of knowing her would Jimmie credit her with the pretty clothes

         he often gave to other girls. In describing Ruby’s speech after he had finished his pictures Jimmie for a long time tried

         his best to render a Negro dialect (or his version of one). His parents began enjoying such performances, and also hearing

         from him how “the nigra” was doing in school. They were changing, too — from calling Ruby a “nigger” to calling her a “nigra,” and from wanting no mention of her at home to

         insisting upon information about her schoolwork and her general behavior. By the middle of our second year’s talks Jimmie

         was forgetting himself and telling me in his own words and accent what Ruby might be saying in one of his productions.

      


      Jimmie may have tried to ignore Ruby, he may have consigned her to anonymity, even to the indignity of a dot, or an animal-like

         appearance, but he never really overlooked the difference her presence made to his school. He showed how embattled it was

         by drawing a policeman here, a picket with a sign there. The demonstrators were drawn big and open-mouthed, their arms unusually

         beefy, their hands prominent indeed, a child’s view of the shrill, stifling, clutching power they exercised over the school’s

         population. As they gradually lost that 

         power and began to disband, Jimmie pictured them as the smaller, less galling irritants they were becoming.

      


      The school building itself took on a variety of shapes in Jimmie’s mind and on his paper. At first it was a confusing, almost

         ramshackle building, its walls as flimsy and unreliable as the school’s future seemed at the time. Slowly, though, Jimmie

         realized that — as he put it — “We’re going to make it.” Quite casually, without self-consciousness, he showed that he meant

         what he said. His school grew in size, each time looking sounder and more attractive for all the wear it was taking from its

         assailants. Eventually he allowed the building to dominate everything around it from the shrubbery to the crowd of human beings

         who once impressed both him and Ruby with their persistence and assertiveness.

      


      On occasion Jimmie would confine Ruby to her own section of the building (Figure 8), even as Ruby twice drew herself in the

         middle of a black circle, in turn within the building. Ruby told me each time that she meant to draw her desk, that the circle

         was her version of a desk. Though I never pressed the matter with her, I felt I could be more curious with Jimmie. I asked

         him whether he was assigning Ruby a permanent corner of the building. (It was, I thought to myself, always the corner under

         the chimney, and the chimney was always emitting noticeable — at the very least — or commanding billows of smoke, even on

         the warm spring days Jimmie did the pictures in question.) On the several occasions I questioned him on the matter he denied

         any such intention. Then one day he anticipated my renewed interest by letting me know his ideas on why he placed Ruby where

         he did: “She has to be in the same place, because she always tries to sit near the teacher, and if we take her seat she gets

         upset and says its hers, and once she cried. So I keep her in the same place, and that’s why.” Since Jimmie often complained

         that his teacher talked too much and was moody, perhaps the chimney — in Jimmie’s mind — was meant to symbolize his teacher

         (his disposition black, his talk mainly hot air) rather than racial conflict or the place of the Negro in this world. No matter

         what the doctor makes of a picture, there are often other possible interpretations. It is only after enough of a particular

         child’s drawings have been seen that certain trends or directions in thinking (and representation) can be reasonably established

         — for that child, of course.

      


      From the very start of our talks I asked Jimmie not only to draw Ruby but her parents and friends as well. He occasionally

         saw Ruby’s mother when she accompanied Ruby to school, though I doubt he 

         would have protested lack of acquaintance as an excuse for not attempting a picture. His first drawings showed that if he

         had to distort Ruby’s appearance somewhat he had to caricature other Negroes far more grotesquely. Ruby’s father would appear

         with enormous teeth and animal-like arms coming down to his feet. Her mother came out equally simian. On several occasions

         he put both of them in the same picture; they were above the ground and below a tree, a compromise Jimmie never elsewhere

         felt called upon to make. Quite the contrary, he always started his drawings with broad strokes of brown and green to indicate

         the land, then firmly placed his people and buildings upon it.

      


      For Jimmie, Ruby’s house had to resemble its occupants, even though he knew perfectly well where she lived and what houses

         looked like on that street (it was not far from his own). He labored long and hard on his own house, or his school, drawing

         the walls and windows, the doors and chimneys with increasing skill and refinement over the several years we met. For a long

         while, however, a Negro home had to be clearly seen as just that, some lines hastily sketched perpendicular to one another,

         always brown, often not quite fitting together, so that the homes seemed irregular and exposed, though always warm, for every

         one of them had a chimney stack and plentiful black smoke to justify its presence. It is not that Jimmie has a “fixation”

         upon chimneys or smoke. His own home often as not lacked both. No Negro home he drew lacked either.

      


      He furnished other homes or his school with chairs and tables, even curtains, but not Ruby’s house, or those of her neighbors.

         He piled Ruby’s house and those nearby on top of one another, as if they were a jumble rather than a row of buildings. What

         is more, he denied them grass and for a long time he denied them the sun.

      


      I remember so very well the day Jimmie let the sunshine fall upon those homes. It was, in fact, a rather cloudy and humid

         day, very much an autumn day in New Orleans. I could tell by the slower speed of his drawing hand that he was paying more

         attention to the homes he was “building.” As we often did, he and I talked as he worked. I was drawing, too; sometimes Jimmie

         would assign a topic to me in trade for an assignment from me. He told me to draw the Lake Pontchartrain bridge. “You better

         get a lot of paper, because it’s the longest bridge in the world,” he warned me as we began. As we proceeded I realized that

         he himself would require more time than usual. He was doing an exceptionally meticulous job with Ruby’s house and a nearby

         store. He finished the store first, and then told me about it: “Ruby goes there every day after school and gets herself a

         Coke and some potato chips, 

         and sometimes she gets some extra potato chips to bring to school the next day. She gave us some yesterday; and I like potato

         chips better than almost anything except maybe dessert and candy, and maybe sometimes ice cream.”

      


      From the store Jimmie moved to the houses. Instead of brown he used red, and instead of hasty lines he slowly moved his crayon

         along, sometimes backtracking to broaden and strengthen what he had done. When the construction proper was over, the decoration

         began: a door, two carefully drawn windows, one with curtains, a chair, and outside some grass, a tree, three flowers, and

         finally a blue sky with the sun in it, shining directly over the new building.

      


      When Jimmie had finished he turned to ask me how I was doing. I was still working on the bridge, and he offered to help me.

         After we had finished that we compared our work. Jimmie said he was tired: “That’s a lot we’ve done. I want a Coke.” (We always

         had one at a nearby stand.) I had noticed his drawing, indeed had watched him draw it. He knew that, yet he wanted to make

         sure I took note of what he did: “Did you see my picture?” “Yes, Jimmie, I did, and I liked it a lot. You did a real good

         job with the house.” “Well, I tried to make it strong, like you did with the bridge. If a bridge isn’t strong it could cave

         in, and then someone could get hurt. They could drown in the lake. And if a roof fell down in a house it would be the same.”

         At that point we were ready to leave his living room for the street. I let him turn off the tape recorder — always a great

         pleasure for him — and carry it to my car. When we were outside we felt light rain beginning to fall. Jimmie was annoyed:

         “Why does it rain every time I go outside? I just drew the sun, but it didn’t help any with the weather.” Then he wanted to

         know whether New Orleans had any rivals in America for cloudy, rainy weather. I told him that I didn’t know; but I liked the

         weather there, the semitropical quality of it. He did, too: “It may get cloudy and rain, but the sun comes out a lot, too;

         and when it does, you like it better, because you’ve missed it.”

      


      What both Ruby and Jimmie chose to draw or paint reflected the particular lives each of them lived. I once asked Jimmie whether

         he thought his friends saw things the way he did — whether, for instance, any of them might draw his school, his teacher,

         his classmate Ruby as he did. Once and for all he cautioned me against whatever inclinations I might have to generalize: “I

         don’t know. Which one of them do you mean?”

      


      I followed Jimmie’s advice to the best of my ability as a clinician, so that in all I spent four years getting to know two-score

         children like 

         him and Ruby in New Orleans and other Southern cities. Though each child had his own life — including his own quality of artistic

         interest and ability — there were certain patterns to be discerned in what these children chose to draw. Thus, Jimmie’s drawings and Ruby’s drawings resemble

         one another in the way all children’s drawings do — the style, the sense of proportion, the preoccupations that change from

         year to year. If they also differ because Jimmie and Ruby are different artists, different human beings, the racial crisis

         they both witnessed and experienced served to draw them together by giving them a common experience, a shared number of difficult

         times together. Eventually that crisis influenced not only what they thought but what they drew. Other children in their school,

         their city, all over the South, have been similarly aroused and affected.

      


      For the many I have known there can be no question that in the beginning they fear their white-skinned or dark-skinned classmates.

         Nor can there be any question of the very hard struggle they must contend with inside their minds as they try to sort out

         the hate and envy they have come prepared to feel toward one another, the curiosity, the interest, the confusion over the

         whole matter of black and white, bad and good, wrong and right.

      


      The issue of what skin color means is already confronting the child by three, let alone school age. In my interviews with

         grown-up Negroes and whites their memories hark back to one event or another that marks a first awareness of skin color and

         its implications. Yet, as I have said, the memories of adults are no substitute for direct observation of what children themselves

         see and do. Some of the children I have come to know were three when I first started talking with them — they were the nursery

         school brothers, sisters, and cousins of the older children I was visiting. All in all these children have lived in cities,

         towns, and the countryside. They have ranged in age from three to ten. They have lived in rather comfortable homes or in very

         poor ones. They have been both white and Negro children, both boys and girls. What they all have in common is their American

         citizenship, their Southern residence, and their Southern ancestry. Most were caught up, willingly or otherwise, in school

         desegregation; but I have worked closely with others, too — Negro and white children not going to desegregated schools, though obviously living at a moment in history when the subject has an unprecedented immediacy.

      


      Every Negro child I know has had to take notice in some way of what skin color signifies in our society. If they do not easily

         — or at all — talk about it, their drawings surely indicate that the subject is on 

         their minds. Like Ruby, many have trouble using black and brown crayons and paints. One three-year-old girl obviously avoided

         using those two colors in the pictures she made; instead, she used her fingers as if they were crayons. After watching her use green and orange, then rub her hand alongside them, I asked her what she was doing.

         She said, “Nothing, just trying to make a picture.” Her mother, however, was nearby, and later she unabashedly explained it

         all to me: “She has been telling me on and off for weeks that she knows she can rub some of her brown skin off and use it

         for coloring. My two boys talked like that for a while when they were two or three and then they got over it. So I guess she

         will, too.”

      


      Negro children of elementary school age have not had enough time to set themselves straight about “why” they are colored and

         what that fact will mean for them in the future. Often they will try to deny the fact, or they will accept it so extravagantly

         that it is clear they are yet confused and troubled. Ruby abstained from browns and blacks; another girl of six I knew in

         New Orleans could scarcely use any other color. Her white classmates — like Ruby she was in a desegregated school — were drawn

         Negro, a touch of yellow here or there sometimes giving me the clue to their racial identity. For a long while I assumed that

         my whiteness — and my middle-class, professional whiteness at that — in some way made these children reluctant to color themselves

         brown or made them exceptionally anxious to color everyone brown. When I compared drawings done by the children for me with

         those they did with others, at Sunday school, even at the request of their older brothers and sisters or parents, I learned

         that what I found significant and revealing in their drawings had a consistency and persistence quite its own, quite independent

         of my presence.

      


      Is it true, then, that the words “Negro” and “white” help distinguish the dreams and fantasies of children? That is, do children

         of each race draw themselves and those of the other race quite differently? At two and three have they very different ideas

         about who they are, who they will be, all based on a budding sense of racial identity? I would answer yes to those questions.

         Before he is born the Negro child’s color is likely to matter a great deal to his parents. By the third year of life the child

         is asking the kinds of questions that ultimately will include one about his skin color. A mother of five children in Jackson,

         Mississippi, described it to me rather explicitly: “When they asks all the questions, they ask about their color, too. They

         more than not will see a white boy or girl and it makes them stop and think. They gets to wondering, and then first thing

         you know, they want to know 

         this and that about it, and I never have known what to say, except that the Lord likes everyone because He makes everyone,

         and nothing is so good it can satisfy Him completely, so He made many kinds of people, and they’re all equal before Him. Well,

         that doesn’t always satisfy them; not completely it doesn’t. So I have to go on. I tell them that no matter what it’s like

         around us, it may make us feel bad, but it’s not the whole picture, because we don’t make ourselves. It’s up to God, and He

         can have an idea that will fool us all. He can be trying to test us. It’s the favorite child sometimes who you make sure you

         don’t spoil.”

      


      I asked her when she found such conversation necessary. “I’d say about two or two and a half,” she answered rather quickly.

         A bit deferentially she turned to me and asked: “Do you think that’s too early for children to know?” I said no, I didn’t.

         I said that what she told me confirmed some of my own observations. She smiled, a little proud but still a little nervous.

         She wanted to pursue the matter further: “I know I’m right on the age; I’ve gone through it with too many to forget when it

         happens. But to tell the truth I never have been certain what to say. That’s why I try to talk about God. No one knows what

         color He is. I tell the children that it’s a confusing world, and they have to get used to it. You have to try to overcome

         it, but you can’t hide it from the kids. When they ask me why colored people aren’t as good as whites, I tell them it’s not

         that they’re not as good; it’s that they’re not as rich. Then I tell them that they should separate being poor and being bad,

         and not get them mixed up. I read to them from the Bible, and remind them that the Lord is a mighty big man, and what He thinks

         is not the same as what white folks do, or even black folks. He’s bigger than all of us, I tell them, and I hope that makes

         them feel satisfied, so they don’t dislike themselves. That’s bad, not liking your own self.”

      


      Again and again I have heard mothers talk of similar struggles, and seen their children represent on paper those same struggles

         (and the “answers” to them they have been given or devised on their own). It is not that Negro and white children in the South

         have thoughts unlike those of other children. A thematic analysis of the hundreds of drawings and stories they have produced

         shows their kinship with all children. They draw their mothers and fathers, food and clothes, animals and trees. They show

         how sensitive they are to people: to what their parents say, or their teachers, or their brothers and sisters. They reveal

         the affections they have, and they also reveal the tensions, the conflicts and resentments that are inexorable and shifting,

         part of growing up, part of life ongoing. With only one or two exceptions these children were in no sense “sick.” They had

         no symptoms, gave 

         no clinical evidence of serious trouble with eating and sleeping, with nursery school or regular school, with family and friends.

         They did not come to see me in a clinic; it was I who sought them out because of their role in a social struggle. I had to

         remind myself of that fact constantly. (For that matter, even when — years ago — I treated severely disturbed children in

         a Boston hospital I tried to keep in mind the “healthy” side of their mental life, the strengths and abilities they somehow

         had mustered and consolidated in spite of the afflictions pulling at them and giving them — or those around them — so much

         worry.)

      


      Sometimes I erred by becoming too much the investigator. When I did so, when I emphasized racial matters too much, when I

         seemed to be forcing a point here and there, the child or his mother often managed to bring me up short. One five-year-old

         colored boy had been unusually explicit in both his talk and pictures: he wished he were white, and that was that. He said

         so, and he drew himself so. When I asked him whether he thought he was so, he said no, he was colored, but there was little harm in wishing otherwise. I asked him whether he thought all colored

         children shared his views: “I don’t know, I only know the ones I play with. We all say let’s turn white, then we pretend it’s

         done. But we know it isn’t all the while. And a white boy, he told me in school one time that he plays ‘nigger’ sometimes

         with his friends, and they say they’re black and pretend, and then turn back to being white.”

      


      Being black and being white is, however, a long-term affair, regardless of the minds ability to make believe. Thus, while

         all children draw animals — indeed are quite interested in them — it is the Negro child who is often apt to call himself one

         of them with exceptional consistency. Negro children usually draw themselves and their friends as smaller than white children.

         In the stories they tell that involve the two races (based on the pictures they draw) the white child is almost invariably

         asking the Negro to do something, or having it done. Moreover, again and again I have been assured by Negro children that

         the Negro in the picture is smiling, or working hard at whatever task he has set upon. That there is anger and spite toward

         white people burning underneath is also discernible, though by no means are such emotions easily conveyed to other Negroes

         (even to the child’s parent), let alone a white observer like me.

      


      One Negro mother put rather well the feelings I have heard many others express: “I guess we all don’t like white people too

         much deep inside. You could hardly expect us to, after what’s happened all these 

         years. It’s in our bones to be afraid of them, and bones have a way of staying around even when everything else is gone. But

         if something is inside of you, it doesn’t mean it’s there alone. We have to live with one another, black with white I mean.

         I keep on telling that to the children, and if they don’t seem to learn it, like everything else I have to punish them to

         make sure they do. So I’m not surprised they don’t tell me more than you, because they have to obey me; and if I have to obey

         you and they have to obey me, it’s all the same. Just the other day my Laura started getting sassy about white children on

         the television. My husband told her to hold her tongue and do it fast. It’s like with cars and knives, you have to teach your

         children to know what’s dangerous and how to stay away from it or else they sure won’t live long. White people are a real

         danger to us until we learn how to live with them. So if you want your kids to live long, they have to grow up scared of whites;

         and the way they get scared is through us; and that’s why I don’t let my kids get fresh about the white man even in their

         own house. If I do there’s liable to be trouble to pay. They’ll forget, and they’ll say something outside, and that’ll be

         it for them, and us too. So I make them store it in the bones, way inside, and then no one sees it. Maybe in a joke we’ll

         have once in a while, or something like that, you can see what we feel inside, but mostly it’s buried. But to answer your

         question, I don’t think it’s only from you it gets buried. The colored man I think he has to hide what he really feels even

         from himself. Otherwise there would be too much pain — too much.” 

      


      The task, then, is one of making sure the child is afraid: of whites, and of the punishment his parents fearfully inflict

         upon him whenever he fails to follow their suit. The child’s bravado or outrage must be curbed. In my experience even two-

         and three-year-old Negro children have already learned the indirection, the guile needed for survival. They have also learned

         their relative weakness, their need to be ready to run fast, to be alert and watchful. They have learned that white children,

         as well as adults, are big, strong, and powerful; and that such power is specifically related to the colored man’s defenselessness.

      


      In drawings such attitudes come up again and again. If the Negro child is alone in a white school his loneliness there is

         carried over to the other situations he draws. For example, I asked one Negro boy in Asheville, North Carolina, to select

         a neighborhood chum and any classmate he decided (in his school the child would have to be white), then place them both in

         a landscape the child was particularly fond of drawing for me. I said to him at the time: “Johnnie, I’d like to see how you

         fit the boys and girls you know into that countryside you like so 

         much to draw.” He obliged, showing a rather robust white boy near the summit of a mountain, and a rather fragile Negro one

         well below (Figure 9).

      


      What Johnnie told me was happening in the picture he drew shows how a seven-year-old child can summon the sharpest most outspoken

         fantasy without the slightest embarrassment. “Freddie wishes he were up top, like Billy, but he isn’t, because there’s not

         room for both of them up there, at least not now there isn’t. They’re not talking, they’re just there. Freddie would be afraid

         to be on top. He wouldn’t know what to do. He’s used to where he is, just like Billy is. Billy is a big eater, and he has

         to have food with him everywhere he goes. So Freddie is getting some food for him from the farms and maybe he’ll carry it

         up. But he’ll come right down. He might get dizzy, and Billy would not like for him to stay there too long, because he might

         slip and get killed if the two of them were there when there’s only room for one.”

      


      I wanted to know why Freddie was so small, why his arms were so much less than Billy’s arms, and how they managed when they

         were together, up or down the mountain. “Freddie doesn’t get to be so big, because he stoops over. He picks the crops and

         plows, so his back is bent, that’s why; and his arms are bent for the same reason. But Billy, he can stretch when he wants

         to, and the air up there on top is real healthy for him. When they talk it’s real hard, because they are far from one another,

         so they have to shout.”

      


      Did Johnnie think they both did well in school? “Well, I think so,” he replied. Then he added: “But I’m not sure. Maybe Billy

         does better. He can talk better, so he comes out better in school, too.”

      


      How do boys like Billy look at boys like Freddie? White children in the South have a virtual field day attributing many of

         their own problems and struggles to Negro children. The segregated social system comes to bear upon children as well as adults,

         so that long before a white child goes to school he has learned that good and bad can find very real and convenient expression

         in black and white skin. Negro children are described as bad, ill-mannered, naughty, disobedient, dirty, careless, in sum

         everything that the white child struggles so hard not to be. Moreover, the white child’s sense of his own weakness, loneliness — or angry defiance — are also likely to be acknowledged

         indirectly by being charged up to the Negro. Nowhere is this more obvious than in the drawings of young white children. While

         Johnnie was letting me know how he saw the world, a white classmate of his was doing likewise — and with the virtuosity, I

         felt, of a real draftsman.

      


      

      Allan liked his ruler. He would never draw without it and when he started he did so by putting the ruler on the empty paper,

         as if it would decide, he merely follow orders. Allan liked order and structure. He used the ruler to make sure that the walls of

         his buildings were straight, the pathways of his roads were direct, and the mountains un-deviating from ground to summit.

         Even with human forms or trees he would use the ruler, rounding off his lines when necessary. Allan talked more than most

         children of seven, and one day spoke as follows about Johnnie’s presence in school: “I guess he’s okay. But if we had a lot

         more everything would get bad. The teachers wouldn’t know what to do, and neither would we. Johnnie, he’s not making any trouble,

         but he’s different from the rest of us, and that’s important. So he shouldn’t be with us, any more than we should be with

         him; because differences mean something.” I asked him what differences meant. “They mean that one thing is one way and another

         was made different; and if they didn’t have differences, then everybody would be confused, and they wouldn’t know what’s right

         and what’s wrong to do.”

      


      Later he drew a picture intended to show me what he meant about Johnnie being different from himself. I asked for just that.

         I said, “Allan, could you show me what you mean? Could you draw a picture that shows how Johnnie is different — or is it because his skin color is different

         and that’s it?” “No,” he shook his head, “it’s more than skin color, because if I get a sunburn, I get tan, but I’m still

         not like Johnnie.”

      


      In the drawing he decided to do a street scene. He drew a road, then buildings along each side. A few cars appeared. Then

         he turned his attention to the sky. After that he decided to control the movements of his cars by placing a traffic light

         prominently on one side of the road. Finally he drew Johnnie, leaning on the post that held up the light, turned red. On the

         other side of the street he populated the store windows with several white faces, and put one white man on the street opposite

         Johnnie.

      


      Now some of the details in this drawing were similar to others I have seen white children draw when they have in mind to show

         their social awareness, their realization that Negro children live a less hopeful or protected life. Thus, the sun was noticeably

         on the “white” side of the street, a side whose buildings were far bigger and sturdier than those on the “other” side. Red

         walls, orange windows, green grass and trees contrasted with the makeshift brown and purple lines of the buildings on Johnnie’s

         side of the street. They had no grass or trees nearby. Moreover, clearly Johnnie was the less intact person, his features

         

         in less proportion, his body less carefully and sensibly constructed (Figure 10). It was all very familiar.

      


      On the other hand, I thought the use of the traffic light rather unusual. It signaled a definite, commanding red. Allan told

         me that it was a major road he had drawn, and a dangerous one to cross. The red light was on, a warning to motorists that

         speed had its dangers. I asked him whether there was a green light sometimes. “No,” he said. “This is one of those red lights

         that goes on and off. It’s to warn the cars not to go too fast, but it’s a big highway, and you’re not supposed to cross over.” Did that go for Johnnie as well as the others? Yes, he had no doubt about that. Nor did he think Johnnie in danger of confusion

         either: “He knows about the light; and he’s so close to it that he can’t very well forget it, can he?”

      


      Allan is a very orderly boy. He is sensitive to what he may do, to when and where he may do anything, to the “stops” and “goes”

         of daily life — to be learned (and resisted) by all children. The longer I knew him the more I realized how neatly he had

         assigned the forbidden to Johnnie and others like Johnnie. They were the wrongheaded ones; they were unruly, even messy, disobedient, wild, unpredictable. Allan summarized it all very pointedly

         one day by telling me what was for him an unforgettable incident: “Johnnie dropped his ruler in class and he didn’t even seem

         to care whether he got it back or not.”

      


      Allan and Johnnie, Ruby and Jimmie, the boys and girls I have known these past years have all had in common their childhood,

         their developing sense of themselves and the world around them. Each of these children has learned to identify himself, somewhat,

         by his or her skin color — learned so during the first two or three years of life. What they have learned about their skin

         has been but the beginning of what they will learn. Yet, when they finally know what color they possess and what color they

         lack, they know something more than a few facts; they know something about their future. As one little Negro girl in Mississippi

         said after she had drawn a picture of herself; “That’s me, and the Lord made me. When I grow up my momma says I may not like

         how He made me, but I must always remember that He did it, and it’s His idea. So when I draw the Lord He’ll be a real big

         man. He has to be to explain about the way things are.”

      


   

      
The Students



      

      
The Matter of Chocolate



      There is more to tell about Ruby, whose drawings we have already discussed. She was born in December 1954. She entered this

         world in a sharecropper’s cabin at the hands of a cousin who in the words of the child’s mother “knew about children getting

         born.” She was a warmly welcomed first child. Her father, in his early twenties, had just returned from the Korean War, where

         for wounds received in combat while risking his life to save a white soldier he received a Purple Heart. Her mother was nineteen

         when she married, and the same age when she became a mother. The parents had known one another as children, and grown up together,

         in a hot, sleepy Mississippi town whose existence was confirmed only by several stores, a post office, and a gas station.

         For miles in all directions from the town the rich soil of the Delta stretched, and both their families had worked its soil,

         picked its cotton, for generations.

      


      “Farm work is all I knew before I got into the army,” was this military hero’s summary of his education and occupation. He

         barely knew how to read and write, had attended school only cursorily until twelve, then simply worked at farming. It was

         fortunate for him that in the army he learned how to repair automobile engines because on his return home he married and started

         a family but was quickly confronted with the joblessness of a shrinking rural economy. Some of his brothers took to the nomadic

         if familiar life of migrant farm-workers. His mechanical skills prompted him to choose New Orleans. (“I figured I knew how

         to make cars work, so I could take on the city.”)

      


      The young couple brought their baby daughter (six months old) to the city, and soon were settled in its eastern industrial

         slums, an area whose worn shacks on unpaved streets seemed impressive to two people whose rural homes were hardly more than

         primitive cabins. “I got a good job in a station through a cousin, and we just lived along real quiet like” was the way the

         father summarized their lives before the crisis of school desegregation. By then, the year 1960, they had 

         two more girls and one son, and Ruby’s mother was expecting a fifth child.

      


      The question has often been asked of me, and particularly by my psychiatric colleagues: Why did these parents consent to let

         their children face the ugliness and danger that occurred in desegregating the New Orleans schools? Ruby’s mother at first

         replied tersely, “We just did.” After months of our visits she talked much more openly. Her several answers basically showed

         that little calculation or sleight-of-hand was involved in the decision. She had no burning ideological zeal, no secret desire

         for prominence or profit. They had never expected the trouble they met. If they had, they would never have begun. Ruby’s father

         once said, “we agreed to sign for Ruby to go to the white school because we thought it was for all the colored to do, and

         we never thought Ruby would be alone…. We thought she’d be going with hundreds of them.”

      


      If they had applied out of naïve faith and quiet hope, their first surprise, that their daughter would be alone, was quickly

         followed by their second, that she would by her mere presence at the school occasion an uproar which would plague them for

         months. Indeed, the grim historical facts of the kinds of pressures brought to bear upon this child of six when she started

         school are a matter of public record. Riots greeted her arrival there, and a boycott soon followed. Daily crowds, abusive

         and taunting, hailed her for many months. For a long while she had a classroom and teacher to herself. At one point there

         were only four fellow students, so nearly complete was the white boycott on her account.

      


      I first saw Ruby when she was facing her worst time in the first grade, and I have continued to see her on occasion ever since

         then. During those years she emerged from anonymity to international notoriety, then slowly saw her fame disappear, so that

         in one of our recent visits she could talk about my departure this way: “I told my daddy I miss the people from before that

         came…. Are you coming here for my promotion next year, too?”

      


      What she missed was the excitement and attention she had received, which could now perhaps be seen as pleasant. She had never

         been “sick,” no matter how lamentable some of her experiences, but she had become frightened and anxious, and she had suffered

         private worries unknown to the world which watched her on television and saw her in newspapers. Despite the noise and disorder

         outside, her work in school was good and her attendance regular. For a while it was her parents who were most severely tested.

         Her father lost his job, 

         and he and his wife feared for their lives. Their families in Mississippi were afraid of lynching. Yet they were strong and

         stubborn people — to be alive is an achievement when one grows up in the unspeakable poverty and toil that were theirs — and

         they managed. The father obtained a new job, not from a white man this time. Neighbors rallied round them and guarded their

         home. Significantly, they drew close to their children, but not anxiously so.

      


      Ruby slept well, studied well at school, played regularly after school, and developed only one symptom — a puzzling one for

         her parents, who ate hungrily and heartily if not healthily. One day at the height of the tension her mother described it

         for me this way: “She doesn’t eat the way she used to. Ruby was always a good eater. Now she stays clear of a lot of foods

         and she won’t eat unless we all eat with her.” They assumed she had lost a bit of her appetite because of the strain she faced,

         and in a general sense they were correct. Ruby for a while had to eat alone at school, and she had been leaving her lunches

         untouched, hiding them in various spots of the near-empty building. When she joined her few white schoolmates at lunch she

         ate with them hesitantly, enough so that they noticed it. Slowly she relaxed at lunch, but only because she was very careful

         about what she took to school to eat. At home she ate listlessly, and never alone. Once she had sought snacks constantly and

         with scant discrimination; now she was fussy.

      


      On several visits I asked Ruby about her appetite, and she replied that it was “good” or “pretty good.” She seemed unwilling

         to pursue the matter, but glad to share a Coke with me. One day I again asked about her appetite. Her mother had been particularly

         worried — “I went and got her some vitamin pills today to keep her healthy.” After being questioned, she was silent for a

         few seconds, then looked at our doll house nearby. I asked her whether she wanted to play with it. She nodded with obvious

         relief and enthusiasm. Ruby and I had spent considerable time with this set, or with crayons and paints. The set included

         Negro and white dolls and a house for them. We were arranging the house’s furniture when I asked how her schoolwork was coming

         along. She replied “okay,” then volunteered that “they’re still there.” They were, I knew, and still pretty nasty. “They tells

         me I’m going to die, and that it’ll be soon. And that one lady tells me every morning I’m getting poisoned soon, when she

         can fix it.” She paused a moment, then added, “Is it only my skin?” I wasn’t sure what she meant. I asked her, “Is what only your skin, Ruby?” She did not answer. She picked up her teacups and asked me whether I wanted some 

         tea. I said yes, and we made some. While brewing it we talked about the kinds of cookies we’d have with it and then she volunteered

         that her sisters consumed large numbers of cookies each day, but not she. Had this always been the case? No, she told me,

         and I knew that her parents had said the same. I had known her long enough to recall her sweet tooth on earlier visits, and

         its indulgence in the very chocolate cookies (Oreos) she now steadfastly refused.

      


      Ruby and I had been talking quite regularly about her school experiences. She told me she had especially disliked eating there

         alone, although she didn’t mind being alone with her teacher. In fact, she regretted in certain ways the slow return of white

         children to “her” school. On each of my visits she would give me the tally: “Two more came back.” Talkative about such matters,

         Ruby became quite silent about any discussion of her appetite. Her parents were the ones who were concerned, and they described

         their concern to me one day as follows: “She don’t eat the way she used to, and she only eats what’s hers alone, and she won’t

         share from our food.” Further questioning revealed that the girl was largely rejecting freshly prepared food and favoring

         packaged and processed food, especially potato chips and Cokes. She had always been drawn to fried and mashed potatoes, pork

         chops, cookies and ice cream, and now would have none of them. She was reluctant about peanut butter and jelly sandwiches,

         once her favorite. She shunned greens even though formerly she had not.

      


      Before discussing Ruby’s food habits and home life further, we may indicate what happened to her when she left home each morning

         and approached the school. Anyone who cared to “hear” could learn what this girl was told every day as she approached school.

         “You little nigger, we’ll get you and kill you” was a commonplace. Some of the language is unprintable. But one comment is

         both printable and important. Spoken in a high-pitched but determined voice, its words were always the same: “We’re going

         to poison you until you choke to death.” Its speaker was always the same. In the midst of so much abuse, this threat sounded

         relatively mild. Watching Ruby coming to school I felt that all the rebukes, all the fierce tongue-lashings, were to no avail. She came with federal marshals at first and later with her

         mother, and would invariably march rather firmly and stolidly right into the building. She rarely looked at her accusers,

         though even the slightest of hurried, backward glances from her shoulder sent each of them into excited pitches of slander.

         One seemed to compete with another for the child’s attention.

      


      

      Those backward glances I was to learn in later months were specifically directed and significant. Ruby had been told to ignore

         the crowd, and she told me for some time that she did: “I pays no attention to them. I just goes in.” But she was paying attention to the one who threatened her death by poisoning and choking. She had asked her mother whether that lady

         owned a variety store near her home, the same variety store, white-owned, that had refused to sell Ruby’s mother food when

         the trouble about school desegregation first started. Of course, the woman was not the one who owned the store, but the associations

         in Ruby’s mind might be put together as follows: A woman tells me I’m going to be poisoned. It is dangerous anyway, going

         to school. I can’t get candy and cookies and my family can’t buy other food from our old store — we go to a supermarket now.

         Of course, I’m familiar with threats about food; that is, being told that if I’m bad I’ll be punished by missing meals or

         getting indigestion. My mother has told me I’ll choke on some of my bad words, and she has also kept me from certain pleasant

         foods when I’ve been fresh or cruel with my sisters and brother. So I’d best be circumspect. And since I’m not sure about

         how good and how bad I am, and since I seem to be having a rather bad time of it and therefore may well be “bad,” I’m worried enough to have lost a good deal of my appetite, and to fear punishment — from that lady outside the school

         building, and from my parents, too, who say they are not worried but must be, what with all those threats.

      


      At first Ruby’s food habits changed without her family’s knowledge. She simply pretended to eat her lunch, but left most of

         it untouched, either discarding the food or leaving several days’ total in her desk, to be later done away with in secret.

         By the time this behavior was apparent to her teachers and the few white children in the school, her parents had begun to notice a definite fall in her appetite at home. They also found themselves questioned about what poison is and how

         it works.

      


      “She keeps on asking me, ‘Is it only my skin?’ and I tells her that if she was white there’d be no crowds there. Then she’ll

         ask if we’ll all die if they gets poison to our food, and I tells her that’s foolishness … I tells her nobody’s going to get

         our food like that, but I can see she don’t believe me all the way.” These recorded words helped to discover what was happening.

         They describe Ruby’s fears and her mother’s awareness of them. Is it only my skin?” was a question Ruby asked many times of her parents and of me. The origins of the question are 

         in both public and private matters, a twin derivation that must be emphasized.

      


      What Ruby meant when she asked this question of her family, and of me in our talks and play, was that she comprehended her

         exposure to harassment and wondered about its causes. She is a Negro; she knows that and could hardly help knowing it during

         those months. There are restrictions and penalties associated with her racial condition; she knows that and has been taught

         them. No, she cannot go here or sit there. No, her race’s people do not ordinarily appear on television programs or in movies.

         Yes, she would probably never finish school, because money is short, expenses high, her family large, and opportunities very

         few. Yes, most of her race are poor, and menially employed. You will remember that Ruby drew white children strong and able-bodied;

         Negroes undersized, even stunted. Her doll-house play also showed that she knew the facts of her future life: who was always

         mistress and who had to be servant. Nor was it all sketched and played this way merely for my benefit. Her mother daily confirmed

         and enforced what her children knew, what they had to know as they grew older and left their backyards to face the world of school, buses, and shopping centers.

      


      Yet, Ruby is also a girl in a particular family, and now the eldest of six children. She was a growing girl of six years when

         she was told every day that she would die from something she ate. Her symptomatic reply of appetite loss and sharp sensitivity

         to categories of food and food technology reflected her awareness of her social and racial vulnerability. But her question,

         her play and talk, showed that she vaguely expected other punishment or knew of other causes for worry or guilt.

      


      Once she told me she had been punished that day for striking her sister hard enough to fell her. Her mother had lost her temper

         and punished her with a “good” whipping. Ruby told me that her mother had said words to this effect: “We’re letting you off

         easy and often these days, because we know you’re under a strain at school; but there are limits.” I asked Mrs. Bridges later

         what had happened and she replied, “Ruby has always got on bad with Melinda [eleven months her junior]. She bosses all the

         children too much and they gets angry; so I have to punish her — even now when I know she’s getting it bad at school … but

         two bads won’t make Ruby a good girl.”

      


      Ruby, then, was learning to be a good girl, a rather conventional task for one of her age. Her envies, her feelings of rivalry

         toward others in her family, are not unusual. She is a girl of sound mind and body, 

         a lively, rather perceptive child whose drawings and frolic show imagination even as they indicate the normal anxieties and

         fears of a growing child. Were it not for the intersection of her childhood with a moment of our country’s history, her difficulties

         at school or with her family would not be under discussion.

      


      Anna Freud’s work during the Second World War demonstrated that tensions in the family engage with public tensions; that is,

         the adjustment of children to the various hardships of war depended to a considerable extent on how they managed with their

         parents, nurses, or guardians. True terror can invade and destroy the happiest home; but an unhappy home can be crushed by

         the merest discomfort.

      


      Ruby’s home life seemed basically sound, and her family stable. As a girl of six, she was fast learning the rights and wrongs

         of her world, shaping her conscience to reflect what her family urged. The crisis of school desegregation became involved

         in this development, its perils and punishments fitting in with her prior guilts. Her mother had threatened her often with

         no supper if she persisted in wrongdoing — hitting her sister too hard, failing to obey a command or request. Now segregationist

         mobs were telling her she might be hurt, poisoned, and killed. One member of that mob, impelled by reasons within her own

         life, kept telling Ruby of poison in her lunch or supper, forging in the child’s mind a link between home and school, between

         the child’s personal conflicts and this public struggle which found her a sudden participant.

      


      Small wonder that Ruby developed temporary symptoms and asked her fearful question — one stimulated by racial conflict, but

         also related to her psychological development and the quality of her family life. Small wonder, also, that with slow improvement

         in the city’s crisis and continued growth on Ruby’s part, she is now a normal, even lusty eater. “Lord, she eats the table

         up now,” has been her mother’s consistent report to me in recent years. Ruby is now saying goodbye to childhood, and her school

         is quietly, fully attended on a desegregated basis.

      


      Eventually attending that school with Ruby was the child of a woman who once vowed the contrary, not only for her own child

         but for all other white children. Mrs. Patterson withdrew her son Paul from the third grade when Ruby entered the school,

         and he went without schooling the rest of that year. The following year Paul attended a private school specifically, abruptly,

         and furiously organized for the white children “dispossessed” by the Negro child. The next year the boy’s mother bowed to

         the inevitable. To abide by her principles would 

         cost more money than she could afford. The public school was a better school, a nearer school, a free school, and now hardly

         boycotted. Her boy wanted to go back there. She agreed, saying like others I was interviewing, “There’s only a few of them

         in our schools now, anyway. The real ruin will be for the next generation, when they flood us unless we get them all to go

         North.”

      


      For that matter, as language went this woman’s was mild for a member of the mob that bothered Ruby. Moreover, part of her

         threat to Ruby was one she hurled at her own children. If they misbehave she threatens to choke them. I have heard her use

         the expression commonly enough to indicate that for her it has the meaning of a serious spanking. Her children do not seem

         overly frightened by the threat. She is a cooperative informant and I visited her and her sister and two of their children

         for the same length of time I saw Ruby. I saw and heard her on the streets, angry and shouting. I was introduced to her there,

         by a minister who knew her well.

      


      There is no question that this woman fears and hates Negroes, and there is also no question about her generally suspicious

         personality. She is poor, now in her very late thirties, with little education (eighth-grade) and perhaps too many children

         as well as a wayward, fickle, heavily drinking husband. Most of all she is tired: “I have enough to do just to keep going

         and keep us alive without niggers coming around. They’re lower than our dog in behavior. At least he knows his place and I

         can keep him clean. You can’t ever do that with them. They’re dirty. Have you ever seen the food they eat? They eat pig food,

         and they eat it just like pigs, too.”

      


      When she is weary she becomes surly, and underneath it all very sad and very frightened. She is struggling to manage herself

         and her large family in the face of poverty, ignorance, social isolation (like Ruby’s parents, she comes from a farm in nearby

         Mississippi), and virtual abandonment by her occasionally employed husband. She herself is an obese woman, plucking candy

         from cheap assortments during every visit I made. Her five children are as old as nineteen and young as four.

      


      She has had no history of contact with a psychiatric clinic. One of her children is mildly retarded and mildly spastic, and

         has been followed by one of the free clinics in the city. Her other children are “normal”; that is, they appear to have no

         symptoms warranting referral to a child-guidance clinic. One boy was a bed wetter until fourteen, but seems without major

         emotional troubles now. He is rather tough and laconic, very much like his father. Her husband has bouts of heavy 

         drinking, at irregular intervals, which are followed by pious sobriety. He is a guarded, aloof man, possibly very paranoid

         under his stylized silence or episodic drinking. Yet, he seems less entangled with racism. He will sneer at “niggers,” then

         shrug his shoulders and sit back saying nothing, or very little. His silence is often his wife’s cue for a bitter remark about

         the lowly nature inherently attached to Negro skin. One of her complaints is that her husband cares very little for the education

         of his children. Another is that he is not suitably aroused by the perils of the Negro advance into the white world. I have

         never heard her directly attack her husband’s character or habits of drink and work.

      


      Mrs. Patterson does, however, complain about her own life, even as she can complain about Negroes. Her life is cheated and

         impoverished, and she feels at times lonely and hard-worked with little hope of an end to either condition. Her feelings emerge

         in remarks like this: “I have to do the best I can with little help from anyone, and I’ll probably die young doing nothing

         else.”

      


      There is no very special reason why this woman joined a mob and said what she did while its member. When I asked her why she

         joined she replied with conventional hatred for Negroes, not unlike those of other people who never have joined mobs. She

         was undoubtedly influenced by the attitude of her city, its hesitant police and politicians; that is, by the fact that there

         was a mob, that one was allowed to form and daily continue its actions. She is not a psychotic woman, and when reality changes,

         as it has over these past three years, she makes her ideological and practical adjustment to it. She now defends her right to her school against the claims of “the niggers.” The same Negro child no longer bothers her as before.

      


      As for her choice of threats for Ruby, they surely bear some relationship to her own problems. Feeling her own life frustrated

         and empty, she could only want to poison another’s, but as a devout Baptist she could only allow herself to express such despair and rage at a Negro. She, who ate chocolates so

         passionately, who was so lonely herself, would poison a lonely chocolate-brown girl. The need for a public scapegoat could

         not be more clear. Yet, the history of her life shows that for her, unlike some, the possession of a public scapegoat is no compulsion. Deprived of the outlet of the mob, she goes on, her family goes on, strained, tense at times,

         but law-abiding.

      


      In a sense the chocolates Ruby came to shun and the chocolates one of her hecklers craved were a symbolic link joining their

         fears. 

         Ruby once told me I could choose vanilla cookies because I was white. I have often heard Negro children and adults similarly

         attach importance to the white or brown color of food, clothes, even furniture. Ruby at the height of her difficulties was

         all too Negro. She avoided reminders and “reinforcements” as the poisonous threats she believed them to be.

      


      Her taunter of each morning ate chocolate cake and candy to soften her feelings of desolation. Listening to Mrs. Patterson

         then and listening to her again and more closely on tapes it becomes clear that Ruby’s isolation as a Negro expressed this

         woman’s sense of her own condition. She shouted at the Negro girl because she was moved to cry out and protest her own fate.

         What she called the Negroes she feared herself to be; what she saw in that Negro child was herself, unhappy and isolated.

         She wanted that part of herself to die, and in one of those “moments” which allow people like her “expression,” she said as

         much with her threats toward Ruby. Indeed, the transcripts of her associations during our conversations — the trends in our

         talks — reveal again and again her mind’s unwitting connection of frustration and loneliness with chocolates, with worthlessness,

         with Negroes, with Ruby.

      


      
Pioneer Youth: John Washington



      “We once were slaves, but now we have to free our country as well as ourselves,” said a Negro minister to his flock in the

         summer of 1961. His church is in Atlanta, Georgia, and in the words of one parishioner, “it is a hard-praying one.” It is

         also an old and a new church: the redbrick building housed a congregation of white Methodists for many years; but the neighborhood

         around the church had changed recently, and with it the character of worship practiced in it. “We’re Baptist sometimes,” the

         minister had explained to me, “but sometimes we’re just ourselves. We takes the Bible at its word, and goes off on our own

         kind of original praying.” Most of his flock were new to the city, and their rural ways of worship did indeed persist in that

         church: passion and severity, heaven and hell, sin denounced ecstatically. It was a hot terribly humid day, but everyone was

         immaculately dressed in clothes never worn except in church. They listened attentively, nodding often and occasionally shouting

         their assent to one point or another made in 

         the sermon. It was a sermon meant to bolster the spirit of a community set to accomplish part of its liberation; school desegregation

         would take effect the coming week. Sitting in the church was John Washington, a youth of fifteen who was to be one of ten

         students (in a city of a million, a state of several million) to lead his race out of its special schools and into those shared

         by the rest of the community.

      


      After the church service had ended, I was at a loss to see how John would be able to live up to his avowedly solid faith during

         the time ahead. For one thing, he himself seemed bored and restless during the rather long time of singing, reading, and listening.

         Moreover, I had been in Negro churches better led, more neighborly and warmhearted in atmosphere.

      


      Yet, whatever I felt, in our first interviews John emphasized to me his reliance upon religion, and predicted his ability

         to survive — through faith — whatever dangers and pressures he was soon to face. “If it gets rough, I can always pray and

         go to church, and that will calm me down real fast” was the way he once put it. He spoke quietly and slowly, as if he was

         needing and gaining strength from his own words.

      


      John was born in South Carolina in the early summer of 1946, the fourth child of Joseph and Hattie (Turner) Washington. His

         grandparents grew up in the homes of people once slaves — all of his ancestors worked on cotton for generations. His parents

         took pride in telling me that theirs was the first generation free enough to raise children who would never see a slave. John’s

         birth was attended by his aunt, one of the younger sisters of his mother. His parents were sharecroppers, and until the Second

         World War had been having an exceedingly hard time of it. Their yearly income had never been more than two hundred dollars.

         They lived in a cabin at the edge of a large plantation; the cabin still stands, occupied by Mr. Washington’s younger brother.

         He now averages about a thousand dollars a year for farming cotton and tobacco. The land is rich and seemingly inexhaustible.

         Several times I visited the farm with John — after I had known him for two years — and we both noticed the curious presence

         of shabby, makeshift living quarters amid abundant wild flowers, heavily cultivated land, and well-fed animals — hogs, chickens,

         even a goat.

      


      John’s father never left that farm until he was drafted to fight in the war. He had his basic training in New Jersey, then

         went to Europe, where he served as a cook for troops fighting in France. He says that he will never be able to forget the

         sight of men dying in war, but he counts his time in the army as the best and most influential period of 

         his life: “I never had it so good. I ate food I never dreamed I could, even in battle; and I had a good bed and real fine

         clothes. I saw the world outside, and I figured I wouldn’t stay a ‘cropper’ after that.”

      


      He didn’t. He came home for a year and tried resuming his earlier life. He had married a nearby girl when she was fourteen,

         he sixteen. When he was drafted at twenty they had three children. His wife Hattie very much wanted to remain in South Carolina.

         Her large family lived only a few miles away from his. They were all part of a community. If they were poor beyond description,

         essentially illiterate and almost totally isolated from the social, cultural, political, and economic life of the nation,

         at least they knew it in their bones; and so they feared the risks and burdens of leaving one another as well as a life both

         familiar and communal, whatever else it was not. Some, of course, had left, even before the war. Each family had its son or

         daughter, cousin or neighbor “abroad,” in the Southern or Northern cities.

      


      Hattie finally agreed to leave, to emigrate, but not until John had been born in his grandmother’s cabin. Her husband Joseph

         had agreed to wait for the birth. Hattie had hoped that by the time their new child had arrived, Joseph would change his mind

         about moving. Instead, he was more determined than ever. Their fourth child was their first son; he was given his paternal

         grandfather’s name. Mr. Washington wanted a job in a city. He wanted schooling for his children, particularly his new son.

         He wanted to go northward, to Philadelphia or New York. His wife persuaded him to compromise on Atlanta. “I felt safer going

         to Georgia since we had to go at all,” she now recalls, “and if it was to do again, I’d still rather be here than up there

         North.” She didn’t like cold weather, snow, distance from her family, large cities or the way people get along in them — shunning

         one another, making her feel lonely. In Hattie’s town white people spoke to her on sight, asked after her. Hattie knew Negroes

         had a much tougher life to live, but she wasn’t sure that moving from one place in America to another would solve that problem. To this day she feels this, her own version of the Southerner’s pride. She accepts the higher standard of living

         she now has in the city, and the new-found rights she has there — to vote easily, to ride anywhere on the bus, to walk into

         any store without worrying whether she will be arrested for doing so. Yet, she also will say nostalgically: “I’d sooner have

         an outhouse and all the land we had than live like we do here, crowded together, even if the plumbing is good.” Another time

         she remarked that, “We knew white folks by their names and they knew us; and when we met we were real cordial to one another.

         Now it’s everyone strange to everybody else, and it 

         don’t make any difference what your color is, people will let you die in the street before helping you. My granddaddy had

         his life saved by a white man, on a road right near our house. Now fancy that here.”

      


      In Atlanta young John began to grow up. Six months after he was born his mother was again pregnant. John eventually was to

         have seven brothers and sisters. Two brothers followed him, and two sisters followed them. This steadily increasing family

         settled at first in the outskirts of the city, where Mr. Washington obtained occasional employment as a dishwasher in a restaurant,

         then as a handyman in a service station. When John was two his parents moved into the neighborhood they now call their own.

         They have since lived continually in the same apartment, the five sisters in two bedrooms, the three boys in another, the

         parents in the living room. In addition there is a kitchen. For the entire Washington family — including the relatives in

         South Carolina and a few north in Chicago — this apartment represents the highest standard of living yet achieved. It is heated,

         has electricity, is not rat-infested, has running water, and though poorly furnished and crowded in comparison to the way

         most Americans live, it is by no means unattractive, because Mrs. Washington is a neat housekeeper.

      


      John’s childhood, as a matter of fact, was a fairly strict one. His mother, I eventually learned, had a breakdown shortly

         before the family moved to Atlanta. John was a few weeks old. She became despondent and her mother took care of the baby.

         She turned to the local minister and to a rather intensive reading of the Bible for support. She recovered upon moving to

         Atlanta, but since then describes a definite change in her personality: “I used to be easygoing, but since we had to be on

         our own I’ve been careful to be good and do things right. I turned to religion so that we would survive, and I’ve tried to

         instill the Word of God in all my children, and sometimes I think even my husband may get it.”

      


      I found her at times suspicious and preoccupied with religion. As her remark indicated, she and her husband have not always

         had a good time of it together. He is a very heavy drinker, enough so to be considered an alcoholic: he can’t quite live with

         or without liquor. After two years of visiting the family and interviewing young John, I learned from him what he himself

         had only recently learned from his oldest sister, that when he was three, following the birth of his youngest brother, their

         mother had left for several months, hospitalized for “mental troubles.” Mrs. Washington later talked very briefly about the

         episode: “I don’t remember much. I know I got low, and they gave me electricity, and I got pulled back.”

      


      

      From what I could observe and gather from her response to my questions, she still has her moody times. How much they influenced

         John during his childhood is hard to know. He was breast-fed until “over a year” old, even while his mother was upset. His

         grandmother also cared for him then, in South Carolina, and for a month in Georgia. At about three months his mother was alone

         with him; she was still shaky psychologically. Later, when his mother’s illness required hospitalization, his grandmother

         again cared for him.

      


      John was rather strictly toilet trained, in contrast to the way his three older sisters were reared. A very interesting change

         fell upon him and all the other children who followed him; they were rigorously and even punitively made to respect what was

         essentially a new — and I would imagine fearful — routine for their parents as well as them. In our first discussion of the

         subject Mrs. Washington noted that, “In the country we didn’t much worry, except for the difference between the house and

         the trees, and that they has to get to know the difference. But in the city we knew we had to watch out in the apartment.

         The white owns it, and we just made sure the kids took care of theirselves right off.”

      


      It became clear to me — though very slowly — that not only plumbing (sink, running water, and radiators) was new to John’s

         parents when they moved with him as a baby to the city. We often forget what a perplexing and intimidating event it may be

         for people to leave the secluded poverty of sharecropper cabins for city living: its crowded streets, with their cars and

         rules of traffic, its noisy anonymity. John’s strict upbringing reflected in some degree the guarded adjustment his parents

         were making to Atlanta. His mother put the matter this way to me once: “If we had stayed on the farm, I wouldn’t have been

         so hard on John when he was little; but his daddy and me had to be more careful of what we did and what the children did,

         living in a new place where the rules are different — and for a long time you don’t know what they are.”

      


      So far as John’s parents, older sisters and past teachers can recall, he was not a particularly outstanding boy, either at

         home or in school. His appetite as an infant and child was normal. He grew normally, suffered the usual childhood ailments.

         At school he started out hesitantly and without distinction, but gradually gained ground, so that in the sixth grade he was

         one of the three or four leading students in his class. He always excelled in sports, whether in his neighborhood or at school.

         His parents proudly attributed his agile manner, his athletic excellence to the rural, farm boy “soul” in him. “John was born

         on a 

         farm,” his mother once reminded me, “and that’s where his soul got fixed. He can run and jump because that’s what you do when

         you live where we did. People say he’s so strong, and his muscles are so good, but we’re not surprised. He carries my daddy’s

         body, and he’ll hand it down, too — if the city don’t take it out of him, somehow.”

      


      Whatever value both parents put on a limber body, they matched it with emphasis upon the worth of education. Amid the talk

         we hear these days about “culturally disadvantaged” Negro children, I think we tend to overlook the fact that Negroes — not

         only those from the skimpy Negro middle class — have had a widespread interest in education, though to be sure it has necessarily

         been education of a special kind. Negro colleges are scattered all over the South. Negro seminaries seem to be everywhere.

         Negro boys have aimed for teaching or the ministry as commonly as white boys have hoped to become lawyers, doctors, or businessmen.

         By Northern white standards many of the schools and seminaries are weak indeed. We may, today, scoff at state-supported A.

         and M. (agricultural and mechanical) colleges as part of the “Uncle Tom” tradition that started with Booker T. Washington

         and is only now ending. We may be dubious about the endless educational courses and credits taken and achieved by the thousands

         of Negro teachers in the South’s segregated schools — all leading so often and ironically nowhere but to further spiritless,

         flawed learning. Yet, such efforts have at least enabled the hopes and ambitions of Negro people to find some outlet, however

         small, during a period in history when nothing else seemed at all possible.

      


      For example, Mrs. Washington wanted a future for her children, and even though she doubted its realization, she constantly

         invoked it as a possibility. Not only did she want her first son to be a teacher; she told me that her grandfather had wanted

         her father to be a teacher. When today we observe the aimlessness and apparent inertia of many Negroes, we may be seeing people

         who once had ambition, but have forsaken it.

      


      John entered school at six, and for several years was a rather ordinary pupil. His favorite subjects were geography and history,

         to which he apparently brought considerable imaginative effort. His fifth-grade teacher gave him a book of travel adventures

         by Richard Halliburton as a reward for excellence in written reports on such subjects as “wheat” and “cotton.” Mrs. Washington

         saved them and I have read them. They are neatly written, with pictures of cotton fields and sharecroppers working in them.

         As a matter of fact, John as a young boy was once told by his mother that such pictures showed the kind of life he 

         might be living, had his parents not moved to Atlanta: “I told him that he has cousins working at cotton, and would you believe

         it, he said no, it wasn’t so. He was six or so, and he believed we had always been in Atlanta; and every time we took him

         to see his grandfolks he wanted to know why they had left the city to work so hard in the fields.”

      


      John had some trouble with arithmetic when first introduced to multiplication and long division, but slowly mastered both.

         He also tended to talk or whisper in class enough to earn B’s and C’s in conduct. He was never known to have any psychological

         troubles. He has always had a lusty appetite (“he’d eat us poor if I didn’t tell him there isn’t any more left”). He never

         had trouble sleeping; and generally — from what his parents and former teachers say — he was obedient at home and school without

         turning obedience into the compulsion of uncritical compliance.

      


      John entered junior high school (and adolescence) at twelve. He took up with a girl in his class, a rather attractive and

         quiet girl who then dreamed of being a nurse, and afterward became one. John continued to see her over the years, though they

         became “old friends” rather than courting friends. I noticed that they drew closer together — at his behest — when he faced

         the ordeal of desegregation.

      


      He became involved in that ordeal quite casually. He was a tenth grader in one of the Negro high schools in Atlanta. He had

         been thinking of quitting school, as many of his friends had been doing with increasing frequency. He fought with his parents

         over this, and the considerations at issue tell about his home life. His father, as I mentioned, had been drinking for many

         years, but until John was about ten had managed to confine his intake to weekend bouts. John remembers as a child that his

         father would simply disappear, sometimes coming home for brief periods, sometimes lying down to sleep in hallways or alleys

         and then being picked up by the police and jailed, dried out and returned home, or brought to his family directly. However,

         he generally kept sober during the week, and kept his job out of jeopardy. About the time John entered high school his father’s

         controls weakened; he insidiously began weekday drinking. Mrs. Washington apparently saw what was coming, and obtained work

         at a nearby factory where she helped assemble children’s toys. She called upon her religious faith more than ever at that

         time, and attributes her job to divine intervention: “I saw him going for the bottle worse than ever, and I prayed to God

         for guidance. He told me to go and find a job, and let it 

         be between Him and my husband, what will come from the drinking. So I looked, and I found one, and it’s a good job, too.”

      


      The older sisters took care of the younger children. John became a kind of father to them, something he himself once readily

         described: “My sister Mary and I have sort of been mother and father to my younger brothers and sisters, especially the sisters,

         because they’re young enough to need us.” With this in mind, John wanted to leave school, find work, and establish his position

         as the chief breadwinner of the family — its most reliable man. His mother, however, objected. She feared her son would take

         after his father if he didn’t consolidate his own life, educationally and professionally. His father, too, objected to John’s

         leaving school; so much so that he stopped drinking for the few weeks the decision was in balance. 

      


      Largely for those reasons — the various fears of his parents — John stayed in high school, and obligingly set to work studying

         harder than ever before. Listening to him talk about it several years later, I felt he must have been relieved to see his

         own struggles and decisions act to stabilize his family. In a way, he achieved his purpose without quitting school.

      


      When the city of Atlanta and the state of Georgia yielded to a federal court order requiring a start toward school desegregation,

         they chose to begin with the last two years of high school. John was a sophomore at this time and like all his classmates

         was confronted with the choice of applying or not for transfer the next year to a white high school. The school board would

         then act upon the applications, selecting the children it judged suitable to make the move.

      


      My experience in city after city of the South has taught me to expect no set pattern for the kinds of children who have taken

         on the leadership in school desegregation, nor any pattern for the criteria imposed by school boards in selecting them. Many

         Negro parents would not allow their children to face the dangers involved: some because they were poor and afraid that they

         would lose their jobs; some because they were comfortable and unwilling to risk the loss of that comfort; some because they

         were (and are) so fearful of whites, or hate them so, that they would not want their children exposed to them even if they

         were assured it wasn’t dangerous.

      


      School boards in Southern states have not always shown a consistent interest in trying to select the students whose abilities

         would augur well for making desegregation work. In many instances the age of the child and his place of residence were the

         only considerations observed. 

         Indeed, often the school boards regarded themselves as under legal attack and accommodated themselves minimally, and only

         under court order. Frequently they would agree to desegregate, and announce that fact publicly; later on they set a time for

         those who wished to apply for transfer. In Atlanta a large number applied when they learned that the eleventh and twelfth

         grades of several white schools would be open to them.

      


      John decided on impulse to request a transfer. Like his friends and classmates, he had been paying particular attention to

         what he once called “race news.” He was eleven when the Little Rock crisis occurred, and remembered it vividly. He later told

         me that he would “never forget that if I live to be one hundred. I was walking every inch with those kids.” In 1960, just

         a year before Atlanta faced its crisis, New Orleans had been the scene of more riots, in a sense worse than any before them

         in duration and intensity, let alone the vulnerability of the children involved. John had particularly worried for the young

         children — he had a sister of seven. “I kept on picturing her going through it, and I figured if she did, I’d walk beside

         her; and just let anyone try anything.”

      


      Walking home one day with his friends, he heard some say yes, they would, some say no, they wouldn’t think of going through

         mobs or sitting through insults at a white school. John recalls the atmosphere and conversation as follows: “We were just

         kidding around, like any other time; only that day it was about integration and what we would do now that it was coming to

         Atlanta. We kept on daring one another and teasing each other. My friend Kenny said he was going to do it regardless; and

         the girls let out a big cheer and hugged and kissed him. Then Larry called him a fool. He said we would be giving up the best

         two years of our lives for nothing but trouble. He meant the end of high school, and the dances and football games — everything

         you hope for when you’re beginning high school. Well, we most of us said we would do it — I think more to be the hero before

         the girls. Then they fell to arguing just like we did. My best girl then was Betty, and she told me she would sign up if I

         would, but we had to promise we both meant it to one another. I can still remember the bargain. She said, ‘No joking’ and

         I said, ‘No joking,’ and that was it. A week later we went down singing to get the forms and apply. I didn’t even tell my

         folks until it came time to get their signatures, and that was where the trouble started. They said no, sir. I tried to tell

         them we were all going to do it, but it didn’t cut any ice with them. Momma started praying 

         out loud, and quoting the Bible to me about getting into heaven by being poor, and if I tried to go to school with whites

         and rise up, I’ll probably lose my soul. And Daddy told me I’d get myself killed, and they’d get him to lose his job, one

         way or another. For a while I thought I was out of the running before I even started; and a lot of my friends had the same

         trouble.”

      


      In a sense the week of struggle for his parents’ signatures became a real time of intimacy and discussion between the three

         of them. It was also a confrontation of the generations, the past incredulous at what the present seemed to expect as its

         due. John heard from his parents stories of experiences which they themselves had long since “forgotten”: accounts of terror,

         humiliation, and repudiation which had formerly been handed down from parent to child as an inheritance, to be told and later

         relived. John was particularly moved by his mother’s insistence that his generation was the first to be spared the worst of

         it — the constant possibility of lynching, the near-total lack of hope, the daily scorn that permitted no reply, no leeway.

         To be free of that, to be safe from night riders, to have steady work, to be left mostly alone, all that seemed enough. “They

         wanted me to be glad I could walk on the sidewalk,” John summarized their conversations, “because they used to have to move

         into the gutter in their town when a white man approached them. But I told them that once you walk on the sidewalk, you look

         in the windows of the stores and restaurants, and you want to go there, too. They said, maybe my children, and I said me, so that my children will be the first really free Negroes. They always told me that they would try to spare me what they

         went through; so I told them I wanted to spare my children going through any mobs. If there were mobs for us to face, we should

         do it right now. And besides, I told them they were contradicting themselves. My mother always brags about how wonderful the

         farm life was, and my daddy says he thought the city would save him, and it drove him to drink, so it’s too bad he ever left

         South Carolina. Suddenly, though, all the truth was coming out.” When I asked him how he explained their opposing sentiments he replied briefly — and for me his words are unforgettable — “I guess people can believe

         different things at different times.”

      


      As he persisted they relented. Eventually they gave their reluctant, apprehensive endorsements. They apparently were proud

         as well as filled with foreboding as they signed their names, itself not an easy task for either of them. John must have sensed

         their pride. He described an unexpected rise of sentiment in himself as he watched his 

         parents sign their permission: I think I got more emotional over that than anything else that happened; even more than walking

         in the building the first day.”

      


      Before walking into any school building for white children he would have to meet the standards of school officials worried

         about how to implement an uncongenial court order in the face of an uncertain and fearful population. John expected to be

         one of hundreds of new Negro students. He may have been dimly aware that no Southern city had yet taken more than a handful

         of Negro children to start desegregation, but neither he nor his friends ever gave much thought to the likelihood that only

         a few of them might be chosen. To some extent they believed — and correctly — that their city was determined to secure their

         safety. That belief, that faith, helped these children forget or “overlook” some of the possible dangers in the future. John

         put it to me quite concisely one day several weeks before those dangers actually started coming to his attention: “I try not

         to think about what’s going to happen when school starts. I just go from day to day. We never thought it would be a picnic,

         but we figured we’d just take what comes, and then we could have stories to tell afterward.”

      


      John was interviewed, along with many of his friends, by school officials who were trying to make their choices more rationally

         and thoughtfully than some of their counterparts had done in other Southern cities. John realized during the interviews that

         a quiet and sincere presence was wanted, that an inflammatory or argumentative one was feared. He was asked by the school

         system’s deputy superintendent how he would manage insults and even attacks upon himself. He replied that he would ignore

         them. If anyone threatened to injure him or interfere with his activities, he would call for help from others, namely his

         teachers. He was pointedly asked whether he would strike back if hit. He said he would not. He was asked why. He said he would

         only be inviting worse injury by doing so; he would, after all, be outnumbered, literally a thousand to one. I asked him,

         on hearing him tell of this exchange, how he expected to maintain that degree of almost fearless restraint. My question was:

         “John, in your own mind — apart from what you told them in the interview — do you think you would act that way if one or two

         boys pushed or shoved you, and called you names?” He replied: “That’s where my daddy is right. He told me a long time ago,

         ‘The only way a colored man can win is to fool the white man into thinking he’s won.’ I don’t think that’s always right, but

         it has to be like that until we get strong enough to make it even Steven.”

      


      

      John was chosen, one of ten in a city of a million. He was surprised and quite disappointed rather than honored to learn that

         he and a girl he casually knew would be the only two of their race to enter the large “white” high school near his “old” one.

         Again he made light of his worries by speculating that since they were so few, none of them would be allowed to enter at all.

         In fact one of the girls selected for another school soon decided to forgo her chance. She took stock of the threats and dangers

         about to begin and decided they were too much for her.

      


      John did not seem to falter. I talked with him all that summer, and was myself a bit unnerved at his day-to-day calm in the

         face of harassment by phone and mail. Unlike the children of New Orleans, Little Rock or Clinton, Tennessee, that year, John

         would never face a mob. Yet, John could not have known that he would be spared; and so he experienced — somewhere out of sight

         — a long summer of anxious waiting.

      


      During that time I talked with him two or three times a week, and finished gathering my general medical and psychiatric impressions

         of him — his past health, his way of getting along with himself and others, the history of his family, his interests and activities,

         his hopes, any of his difficulties he cared to remember or talk about. John’s general health had always been good. His mother

         recalled that he suffered the usual childhood diseases, including an episode of colicky stomach when he entered school at

         age six. He had experienced occasional headaches in the past few years, but no other symptoms. John was not reluctant to talk

         about his father’s alcoholism. He did so with a mixture of sympathy and anger. His mother’s biblical preoccupations also upset

         him. As she gave vent to her warnings of sin and redemption, all the children kept a respectful silence until she stopped,

         then tactfully resumed their activities. In contrast, John himself had no trouble with drinking, no biblical preoccupations.

         He did not smoke. He had never had any trouble with the law. By his own description, he was “an ordinary teen-ager.”

      


      For three summer months he awaited his role in desegregation. He worked at cutting lawns, emptying trash, helping his father

         by substituting at the gas station, or selling Cokes at local baseball games. I saw very little evidence of anxiety in him.

         He did become concerned with his “strength,” and accordingly set himself a routine of exercise. His sister asked him whether

         he was worried about trouble in the fall, and he impatiently denied it. He had noticed he was short-winded on occasion, and

         that alone was the reason for his exercise. I was on the 

         lookout for “trouble,” but his appetite held up; he slept well; he seemed to his family quieter and more relaxed than usual.

      


      The week before school started, the threats on his life, on his family’s life, reached their terrible and bizarre peak. The

         telephone calls came in round the clock, angry voices talking of dynamite, alarmed voices talking of “racial amalgamation,”

         plaintive voices urging John to reconsider his ill-advised decision “before it is too late.” His parents — and especially

         his older sisters — wanted the phone changed. A city detective watching their home advised them to change their number. John

         would not hear of it: “I’m going to have to get used to that, so we might as well start now.” Such a response showed how firmly

         and stubbornly he was girding himself. As I look back — and only in retrospect can I see it and say it — his willingness to

         take on the constant irritation and heckling of the telephone calls foreshadowed his future capacity to deal with similar

         episodes in school. At the time I failed to understand why he wouldn’t let his family follow their inclinations and the advice

         of the police department. Oversensitive as I was to the possibility of incipient neurotic illness under stress, I failed to

         recognize this youth’s desire to have his preliminary struggle with the enemy on “home territory,” and win it.

      


      On the first day of school he was escorted and driven to school by city detectives. I watched him walk up to the door of the

         high school, heavily guarded by police, the students and teachers waiting inside for him, and wondered how he felt, what he

         was thinking, and whether in fact he had any words to describe those seconds. Everybody else seemed to have words: national

         and local political leaders, reporters, observers, all noted how important it was for a Southern city to initiate school desegregation

         without violence. There was none.

      


      Certainly the white children and their teachers felt themselves in the presence of history; and so did John. He told his mother

         later that he said a prayer she long ago taught him as he left the police car; when that was finished, still walking toward

         the school, he looked quickly at the building and thought of words he had heard from his grandparents as a boy: “It’s going

         to get better for us, don’t you ever forget that.” Approaching the front door, he thought of the classroom and pictured the

         students sitting, waiting for him to enter, and then watching him as he did.

      


      They were doing just that, watching closely, and would continue to do so for two years. They stared at him and looked away

         from him. At the end of the first class some of them heckled him. A few days later he found insulting words scribbled on his

         books. Some of the students 

         tried very hard to be friendly, though most of them kept an apprehensive distance from him. He, too, watched apprehensively;

         but he also worked hard in school, studied earnestly at home, and took things as they came each day.

      


      During his two years in a desegregated high school I kept trying to learn how he managed to cope with the constant strains.

         I kept careful track of his moods, particularly so because I became puzzled at his altogether remarkable composure in the

         face of various social provocations or intellectual hurdles. In the first place, he was woefully unprepared for the transfer

         academically. He had prepared himself for unfriendliness, but not for the long hours of homework required to catch up with,

         not to say keep abreast of, his fellow students. Meeting these problems daily and a host of others he had never expected,

         he survived and — I came to see — flourished. I had a hard time understanding why.

      


      I did note his increasingly guarded and circumspect behavior as it spilled over from life at school to life elsewhere. Even

         at home he walked more carefully, spoke a bit more slowly. He seemed less relaxed, less willingly outspoken and humorous.

         These were times now when his appetite diminished; he picked at meat once gobbled, played with French fries once almost swept

         into his hungry, growing body. His mother and sister bought steak they couldn’t afford to strengthen him, fight his loss of

         interest in ordinary food. He wanted only to be left alone, to study.

      


      He sought out some academic help; he went to see a professor at the Negro college he would someday attend. He told me then

         that he was worried about his math and his French. Yet his tutor told him that his math seemed good, that he was doing his

         homework correctly. His French teacher in his “old” high school made the same observations about his work in French. Still,

         he did not seem appropriately reassured by them, or by his good grades as they started coming in. I saw that as evidence of

         tension, of an increasingly brittle determination that was costing him a high price in humorless rigidity and lack of perspective.

      


      He didn’t sleep as well as he once had. He had dreams, on occasion remembering fragments of them to tell me because he (and

         I) thought that studying dreams was my job. He also told me about his ordeal and that of his white classmates; for he saw

         that they, too, were having difficulty in reconciling their past expectations of Negroes with his particular presence.

      


      There are two special moments worth mention here. In a way, each 

         tells the story of what happened to John during those two years — how, to some extent, he survived as handily as he did. The

         first involves the one dream he did remember fully; the only one, in fact, he ever related to me in careful detail and worried

         seriousness: “I was walking to school, and was stopped because some railroad tracks were there and a long train was going

         by. I tried to get across the train, because it didn’t seem to be going too fast; that is, I tried to leap across the connections

         between the cars. I know you can’t, but in the dream I was staring at them as the only hope to get across, because the train

         seemed to stretch on and on in both directions. Well, finally the train did pass by so that I could get to school; but it

         stopped, with the last car right near me. I saw a lot of children on the car; it was like a platform, like in a campaign,

         where speakers speak from. They were colored children; I think they were maybe seven or eight, and I think one might have

         been my little sister. Then I saw some grown-ups. Then more and more of them came out from the car, and they came off it,

         toward me. They were colored, too. They had on suits and ties, I think. One of them was my French tutor [from his former Negro

         high school] and I think I saw my granddaddy, but I’m not sure. Then I got nervous, because I knew I had to get to school,

         and I was afraid I’d be late. So I started to move on, and suddenly I saw a huge hole in the road; it was a kind of pit, and

         I could see my momma and daddy in it. It was mainly their faces I saw, as big as life, just staring there. Then I woke up,

         and I was clutching the sheet. Boy, was I glad to be in bed. I really felt it had all happened. I went to school this morning,

         and I had to catch hold of myself near the railroad tracks. I thought I’d see that pit and fall into it. I’ve never had a

         dream stick with me like that.”

      


      The dream had obviously been upsetting to him, though he could make no sense of it. He had the dream several months after

         school desegregation had begun; indeed, he was well along the year, and well past the worst tension he had experienced in

         those first few awkward weeks. He had learned “how to behave” — at least his teachers felt so. I realized that he had his

         own doubts and fears, though at first I didn’t know exactly what this dream told about them. About fifteen minutes after he

         had told me the dream (and I told him that I didn’t know what it “meant”) he came forth with two details to it that he had

         forgotten: “There was something else that just came to me. One of the boxcars on the train said Southern and Gulf Limited;

         and I think I saw Warren Sands near the pit. He seemed to be standing there, smiling. I think I was glad he was there or something

         — that was just as I woke up. I must have been afraid I would fall in there; and maybe Warren was 

         there to rescue me.” Warren Sands is a white youth. He was a classmate of John’s, a friendly boy, active in student government,

         one of the first to come greet him and talk openly with him several weeks after school had begun.

      


      Then I asked John what he thought the dream “meant.” He shrugged his shoulders and replied, “Beats me. The only thing I could make of it was that it

         showed I’m nervous about getting to school.” His next comment was about Warren: “I don’t know how Warren got into it. He’s

         just a classmate of mine.” In point of fact Warren was not just a classmate, and John himself had made that quite clear to me. I said nothing, because he wanted to talk next about his troubles

         with French, a foreign language which — as he was putting it then — “must have been invented to give trouble to people studying

         it.” Yet, his main trouble, from his teacher’s viewpoint, was not his ability to study the language, but his hesitation at

         speaking it in class. There were “conversational hours,” the one time John was forced into a social setting by an academic

         routine. He was embarrassed, and very shy about taking up with anyone in French. Several white boys had tried talking with

         him, to no avail. He balked on his words. The teacher had sensed the awkwardness right off, and had frankly been unable to

         deal with it except by talking with John herself. On those occasions his French came to him easily. It was, however, a weekly

         ordeal for him and the whole class.

      


      John and I never talked about his dream that year, though I think our talks generally helped him — and me — put some of his

         feelings — and my own, too — into explicit language. The following summer I asked him whether he remembered the dream, and

         he did; it was one that somehow lingered, stayed in his consciousness. He still couldn’t make much sense of it; he called

         it “a sign of the strain I was under then.” I had, of course, come to the same conclusion; but a few weeks after I heard that

         dream, I saw John face a strain in real life (and talk about it afterward) that gave me some concrete idea what the dream

         may have meant to him.

      


      John and I went to a basketball game at his high school. The opposing team was from a school not yet desegregated. John as

         the only Negro in the audience attracted attention from the visitors by his mere presence. Indeed, a good part of the audience

         eventually paid more attention to him than the game. After the game, as we started leaving, one heckler after another confronted

         us. They had also seen the game, and now that it was over they turned their attention to John. Their language was awful, their

         behavior threatening. Were it not for quick 

         action by hastily summoned police, there might well have been a riot. I was quite alarmed, and afterward sad and very angry.

         John was astonishingly steadfast during the episode, and rather composed afterward. I had known him for several months by

         then, and so I felt free enough to say what I did: “I don’t know how you can take that sort of treatment; I really don’t.”

         He smiled, and looked at me as if he understood my problems and would try to help me as best he could. In a moment he did.

         He started with gentle criticism of me: “You don’t know how I can take it because you haven’t ever had to take it.” He paused, “You see, when I grew up I had to learn to expect that kind of treatment; and I got it, so many times

         I hate to remember and count them. Well, now I’m getting it again, but it’s sweet pain this time, because whatever they may

         say to me or however they try to hurt me, I know that just by sticking it out I’m going to help end the whole system of segregation;

         and that can make you go through anything. Yes, when they get to swearing and start calling me ‘nigger’ I think of the progress

         we’re making, I’m making, every minute; then I know I can take even worse than we had tonight. I saw much worse happen to

         my momma and me when I was eight or nine, and we were shopping, and a woman decided she belonged ahead of us in a line in

         a store downtown. She slapped my momma, and momma didn’t do a thing. I got so angry I kicked the lady and shoved her; so she

         called the police and soon the whole store seemed after us. The worst of it was that I got the beating of my life from my

         parents for doing that. You see, we just grow up to take it. But not you, you don’t have to, and that’s the difference.”
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