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Introduction 
 

I published Heroes: Inspiration For All Ages  in January 
2014, available only as an ebook. You can download it free from 

my web site. There are a few other offerings there. Before 
beginning that book, I made a list of amazing people and kept 
adding to it. After finishing Heroes, I found that there were a few 

individuals that I left out. The people in this book are some of 
them. As you might guess, there were still some heroes left for 

another book, so don‟t rule that out. 
Like the previous book, Heroes You May Not Know has 

eight chapters and about three men or women in each. I use the 

word about because a chapter may mention four or more heroes, 
rather than a mere three. For example, chapter six has at least five, 

while chapter four includes dozens, even though all are not named. 
In this book, there are businessmen included, such as J. L. 
Wilkinson, who was the only white owner of a team in the Negro 

Leagues. I also considered him as an athlete, which I‟ll get into 
shortly. J. L. had teams of all races but his African American teams 

consistently beat white teams from the major leagues. Wilkinson 
was a great man, treating his players with dignity – others too, I‟m 
sure. He also was responsible for the night baseball with his system 

of portable lights. 
Jackie Robinson was the first black player in Major League 

baseball, joining the Brooklyn Dodgers in 1947, thanks to Branch 
Rickey. Not only a great player on the diamond, he excelled in 
football, track and basketball. He had to put up with jeers because 

of the color of his skin, and the taunts didn‟t stop in 1947. He was 
booed and yelled at by spectators in the stands as well as by some 

players in the opposing team‟s dugout. By accepting it and 
excelling on the diamond, Robinson did a great deal for others that 
came after him in the sport. 

Roberto Clemento came from Puerto Rico and he too was a 
great baseball player. When he joined the Pittsburgh Pirates, they 

were at the bottom of the league. He changed that with his hitting 
and play on defense. Talented as he was, he also helped those in 
need, giving to others when he could. When the earthquake 

demolished Nicaragua in late 1972, he pitched in to help the 
victims of the disaster. 
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Cassius Clay, Jr. changed his name to Muhammud Ali and 
was one the greatest boxers, ever. Consistently winning in the ring, 

he even predicted in which round the fight would end with his 
victory. He was right many times. He‟s included because of an 

event outside sports. He refused to be drafted and go to fight in 
Vietnam. As a result, he lost his title and didn‟t box for four years. 
Eventually, the newspaper headlined his victory in an 8-0 decision, 

which you can read about in chapter 3.  
If you‟ve seen the 1981 movie, Chariots of Fire, you know 

who Eric Liddell was. If you missed the flick, he was a great 
runner, specializing in the 100-, 200- and 400-meter events. He 
won Olympic medals and was the first Scot to do so. What the 

motion picture doesn‟t show is what he did after his running days 
waned – he still ran and won races, just not as many as previously. 

As a missionary in China, he followed in his parents‟ footsteps. 
Unfortunately, he was in China during the time of the invasion of 
the country by the Japanese. 

Wilkinson, whom I mentioned earlier, was a baseball 
player but an injury to his wrist ended his possibilities of becoming 

a great pitcher. Instead, he went into management. It‟s something I 
never did and never cared to do, but J. L. set an example of what 
businesses should be. Sadly, not enough bosses knew about him 

and what he accomplished. In my first book on work, one of the 
chapter titles is Boss spelled backwards is double SOB. 

The names of two other phenomenal businessmen are 
David Bronner and Benjamin Montgomery. David continued the  
family soap production in the way his grandfather and father did. 

They created safe, environmentally friendly soaps while paying the 
workers what they deserved. David continues doing this while his 

company keeps recording profits. He‟s also a troublemaker, who 
just tries to make the planet better. No one can argue with that.  

Montgomery lived in the nineteenth century and was a 

slave who became a plantation owner. He favored labor rights and 
community, helping those who needed work to find it while paying 

them a truly decent wage. He believed in civil rights, treating his 
staff the way servants and slaves on other plantations in the south 
should have been dealt with.  

This book talks of many individuals who may have been 
artists, but I‟ve only included one: Marian Anderson. With her 
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brilliant contralto voice, her family‟s poverty couldn‟t provide her 
with singing lessons, but fortunately others helped. She was the 

recipient of discrimination throughout her life, even being turned 
down to perform in Washington, DC, at Central High School and 

Constitution Hall. Both the Board of Education and Daughters of 
the American Revolution (DAR) rejected her. Instead she sang at 
the Lincoln Memorial on Easter Sunday, April 9, 1939, before 

75,000 people. 
Hector Garcia was a doctor who went to war. At first he 

hoped to be a medical doctor there, but instead became an officer 
in the infantry. Later they took advantage of his degree. The 
Armed Services may be a bit slow. As a physician, he served all 

the people, especially the poor, relating to them better than white 
doctors did. If someone couldn‟t pay him for his services, he didn‟t 

demand it of them. A strong civil rights activist, he had one 
addiction: working too much. Fortunately, his wife was very 
understanding. 

Ida Tarbell was a journalist, and you couldn‟t find a better 
one. Ida wrote for McClure’s, joining other muckrakers such as 

Lincoln Steffens and Ray Stannard Baker. She took on the 
criminal corporations – if I‟m not mistaken those two words are a 
pleonasm. Tarbell went after the oil companies, specifically John 

D. Rockefeller, exposing his monopoly schemes that crowded out 
other companies. Tarbell grew up in western Pennsylvania, so she 

and her family knew a great deal about oil.  
Daisy Bates was a civil rights worker who was responsible 

for the integration of Central High in Little Rock, Arkansas, in 

1957. Nine students volunteered and they had great support from 
teachers, parents, friends, Daisy and her spouse, Lucious 

Christopher Bates, who also served the cause. Unfortunately, there 
was much opposition to the black students entry into the school, as 
the Little Rock Nine suffered from the racism of students and 

adults. The school was integrated, but it took time and was very 
difficult for many people. 

The three women, Sylvia McLaughlin, Kay Kerr and Esther 
Gulick, were housewives living in San Francisco in the middle of 
the twentieth century. They saw what was happening to the Bay, 

which was being used as a landfill. They took action and though 
they had great support from their husbands – professors with 
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connections – they and others saved the Bay. Their initiative was 
the beginning of the earth movement, which set an example for all 

nations and continues today. 
John Wesley Powell and Aldo Leopold were two other 

environmentalists born in the nineteenth century. John lost an arm 
in the Civil War, but that didn‟t stop him from exploring the 
Colorado River. Aldo lived out west and saw the need to preserve 

the beauty of nature, rather than exploit it. The two were of like 
mind – both naturalists. 

Despite all the civil rights activists already mentioned, 
there were others. A. Philip Randolph advocated for the rights of 
the workers, especially the Sleeping Car porters. George Pullman 

created the luxury car as well as the town of Pullman, Illinois, and 
hired African Americans to serve the people traveling in luxury. At 

the same time, the black workers on the train were paid as little as 
possible. Randolph helped change that, but his struggle and that of 
the porters was a difficult one as the Pullman people stalled and 

stalled, before finally settling.    
Ella Baker was another civil rights leader. Her mother 

envisioned her being a teacher and though Ella never was trained 
for it, she did a great deal of teaching while leading others. She 
was a member of the National Association for the Advancement of 

Colored People (NAACP) the Southern Christian Leadership 
Conference (SCLC), the Student Nonviolent Coordinating 

Committee (SNCC), the Congress of Industrial Organization (CIO) 
and more than three-dozen other organizations. 

Paul Kagame is one of the politicians I selected. He led 

Rwanda through extremely difficult times. Before coming to 
power, the Tutsi and Hutu were engaged in genocide. The conflict 

may have been over, but another could have been brewing. 
Encouraging forgiveness and even being almost a dictator, he 
brought the country to a semblance of order. You don‟t find many 

today, but he is truly one good politician.  
Another was William Wilberforce of Great Britain. He 

started out in Parliament and kept advancing. While on a journey, 
his faith was questioned and he thought he might have chosen the 
wrong profession. Instead he put them together and worked for the 

people. He is largely responsible for ending the slave trade in 
England and leading the way for other nations to follow.  
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Robert La Follette was a lawyer who became a politician. 
He was also a Republican. That sounds like three strikes against 

him, but he was progressive. Don‟t forget that Lincoln was also of 
the same party as well as a lawyer. La Follette wouldn‟t defend the 

guilty and spent hours on cases. He continued that process once he 
joined the Congress. He always fought for what was right and 
represented the people. He stood up against monopolies, 

corporations, the trusts, anti-Semitism, the Ku Klux Klan, World 
War I, the League of Nations and racial discrimination.  

Barbara Jordan came from Texas and served in both the 
Texas Senate and U. S. House of Representatives. She was a civil 
rights leader and didn‟t avoid a good party, especially a fine 

barbeque. She was an outstanding speaker and the first African 
American woman to deliver the keynote address at a convention of 

the Democrats. For her unselfish service she received many honors 
including the Presidential Medal of Freedom. 

Many of these heroes were leaders, writers, teachers and 

humanitarians. I‟ve already mentioned Liddell and Wilberforce 
and their religious quests, but there are three more in that class: St. 

Thérèse Martin (the Little Flower), Pope Francis and Jerzy 
Popiełuszko.  Martin suffered the loss of her mom when she was 
four and it deeply affected her. As a child, she wanted to be a 

Carmelite nun and she was accepted when she turned fifteen. 
Those at the abbey made her wait until after Easter and once she 

entered there, many of the religious treated her very badly. She 
accepted it and only lived to be 24. She had been sickly and 
conditions at the nunnery could have been better. After her death, 

miraculous events occurred, resulting in her sainthood.  
Pope Francis hasn‟t been the Bishop of Rome very long, 

but already his life, influence and acceptance have made a 
presence. He has always believed in mercy, simplicity and 
forgiveness. The way he has and continues to live has impressed 

many people around the globe.  
Fr. Jerzy Popiełuszko was small of stature and frail 

throughout his life, but he became a priest and was assigned to St. 
Stanislaw Kostka Church in Warsaw in the early 1980s. This was 
the time of Lech Walesa and the Solidarność movement. In fact, he 

became the priest of Solidarity and a labor leader. As expected, he 
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had a great following. When he said Masses at Kostka, not only 
was the church filled, crowds were massive outside.  

All these inspiring people that I read about and write about 
in Heroes You May Not Know amazed me. One seemed to outshine 

the other, but they were just doing what was and is right. A few are 
still living and continue to impress. Now I‟m working on a book 
about four legged heroes with the tentative title, Smart People? 

Smarter Animals. The title should tell you what it‟s about. As I 
said, my list of humans still has quite a few more heroes.  

 
bobcooks.com 
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1. Dietrich, Jorge and Jackie 
 

Dietrich Bonhoeffer 
 

Dietrich Bonhoeffer was born in February 1906 in what is 
now Wrocław, Poland, into a prestigious family. His father Karl 

was a neurologist and psychiatrist while his mother, Paula von 
Hase, a teacher.  He was one of eight children including a twin 
sister, Sabine and Karl, Jr., a physicist who did some atom splitting 

with Albert Einstein and Max Planck. Dietrich‟s father valued 
education but emphasized that thinking logically trumped IQ, 

always emphasizing that his children should be convincing in their 
statements. Also of importance was action to follow what one 
preached, away from hypocrisy. These thoughts applied to religion 

as well as science. 
The Bonhoeffers supplemented their lives with the arts: 

music, poems, travel and opera. Dietrich had musical talent, 
composing while he was very young and blessed with the ability to 
sight-read music. Saturday night was traditionally music night in 

the family home. Other than this, Dietrich was a typical youth, not 
one to avoid the occasional fight, but engaging in athletics. He was 

raised as a Lutheran. The Bonhoeffer family was Christian even 
though not always participating in church services. Though the 
head of the family may have been an agnostic, his wife read from 

the Bible and raised the children as Christians, of which Karl, Sr. 
approved. 

Dietrich was eight when World War I began, with all three 

of his older brothers joining in the fight. The family was by no 
means nationalists but signed up out of patriotic duty. Brother 

Walter was called to the front line in 1917. Shortly after that he 
was killed in battle. This affected the family deeply, especially 
Dietrich and his mother, who may have had a nervous breakdown. 

At the age of thirteen, Dietrich decided on a career in theology. His 
father and siblings would have preferred a different choice for the 

lad, but Dietrich was not to be deterred. He was following relatives 
on his mom‟s side of the family. On turning seventeen, he entered 
Tübingen University. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wroc%C5%82aw
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Dietrich was in Rome on Palm Sunday when he visited 
Saint Peter‟s Basilica. By this time, he had attended many Catholic 

services, but here he witnessed people of various faiths and races 
celebrating the Eucharist. He envisioned the church as eternal and 

universal, which had no membership restrictions based on culture 
or race. Returning from Rome, he left school in Tübingen and 
enrolled in Berlin University. He obtained his PhD at the age of 

twenty-one and soon felt his calling in the church. Since he 
couldn‟t be ordained for a few years, he became an assistant vicar 

in Barcelona and followed this by traveling to the United States, 
studying at Union Theological Seminary in New York.  

After meeting Frank Fisher, Dietrich joined Frank at 

Abyssinian Baptist Church in Harlem one Sunday. At the time it 
was the largest church in the country and Bonhoeffer was 

transfixed. Pastor Adam Clayton Powell, Sr. engaged the people, 
urging them to bring Jesus into their lives, caring for the poor and 
following the example that Christ had given 2000 years before. 

Dietrich was so inspired that he went back to the Harlem church 
many more times, even teaching Sunday school. At this point, 

Bonhoeffer integrated his social and political action. While in New 
York, on Easter Sunday of 1931, he couldn‟t get into any 
Protestant church. Instead he heard Rabbi Stephen Wise preach, 

but not in a synagogue. The place was Carnegie Hall since those 
attending couldn‟t fit into any temple that day.  

Dietrich was greatly affected by his time in the states, 
going back to Germany in the summer of 1931. His friends saw his 
transformation. Bonhoeffer‟s faith had increased and his heart had 

been modified for the better. He taught theology at the University 
of Berlin, calling the Bible the Word of God. The experience was 

real, spiritual, intellectual and personal. In 1930, Nazis were 
without power in Germany, but they soon were close to the top in 
influence. Their strength grew every day and Dietrich spoke out 

against them. He insisted, For German Christians, there can be 
only one savior, and that savior is Jesus Christ . This upset many 

people, who thought of Hitler as the one who would lead the nation 
out of its troubles. Bonhoeffer was one of the few who brought up 
the danger of Hitler and the Nazis.  

In January 1933, Hitler became chancellor of Germany. 
Two days later Dietrich gave a speech tearing apart the Führer and 
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his principles. When World War I ended, it resulted in widespread 
unemployment, bread lines and political squabbling. Many figured 

that Hitler could change this, but he wasn‟t really a leader, only 
someone who could mislead the masses. On this, Bonhoeffer 

concentrated his talks. Dietrich realized that though Adolf claimed 
to be a Christian – that was merely for show – so he did what 
Christians were meant to do by being a voice for the voiceless. 

Here he meant the Jews. Dietrich offered that Jesus was the man 
for others and following Him was a way of standing up for every 

man‟s dignity even if he was different.  
In 1935, Bonhoeffer was the leader of an illegal seminary 

in the Confessing Church, an offshoot of the official Nazi Church. 

Training seminarians to be not only Lutherans but also Disciples of 
Christ, he passed on to them devotion and meditation on the 

Scriptures. Many thought of this time as the Golden Age of 
Bonhoeffer. The Gestapo shut down the school, but Dietrich 
continued his work any way he could underground. Eventually the 

Nazis stopped even this. They also took great effort to halt the 
liberties of all Germans, especially Jews and Christians.  

Despite this and the many restrictions facing Dietrich, he  
persisted, doing so with great caution. In the late 1930s, war drums 
began beating, with Hitler leading the way. It was one of 

nationalist aggression. Bonhoeffer was torn because of it: he 
couldn‟t become a conscientious objector nor could he take a stand  

in public against it since it would lead to trouble for other members 
of the Confessing Church. He prayed for guidance and considered 
heading to America to avoid the dilemma. However, once ship 

bound, his conscience overruled his feelings. He was only in the 
states for a few weeks when he went back to Germany. His 

associates asked what he was doing there and he apologized that he 
had made a mistake. Still, he was not sure of what he would do.     

Matters were complicated because the family Bonhoeffer 

was involved in action against the Führer for years, placing 
Dietrich in even more danger on his return. This conspiracy – 

maybe this isn‟t the right word – started in the early 1930s and 
involved many of the elite. For various reasons, many other 
Germans didn‟t feel the same way as this group. Some felt the 

danger shadowing them while others bought right into what Adolf 
was promoting.  
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Dietrich felt a need to react and stop the Führer and his 
Nazi movement. He always felt that a Christian had to stand up for 

anyone being persecuted. Here, his action went right in line with 
his thinking and beliefs. The family member involved the most 

was his sister, Christel, through her husband, Hans von Dohnanyi, 
who was high up in German intelligence. Belonging to the  

Abwehr, which worked on behalf of the Third Reich, Dohnanyi 

placed Bonhoeffer there, but as a spy against Hitler. Dietrich 
became a double agent. One of his missions was to spread the 

word about the efforts to halt Hitler to Sweden, Switzerland and 
other countries opposed to the Führer. No matter how large the 
movement, help would never be refused. The best friend of 

Dietrich, Eberhard Bethge, stated that he had gone from confession 
to conspiracy. There was no turning back. 

Bonhoeffer wasn‟t allowed to publish, but continued with 
his writing. Ethics, the large opus he was working on, wasn‟t done 
but would be published later. Being human, in 1942, at the home 

of Ruth von Kleist-Retzow, he became aware of her eighteen-year 
old daughter, Maria. In the spring of 1943, they were engaged. 

Maria‟s father and her closest brother died in the war and Dietrich 
provided pastoral support to Ruth. She wasn‟t happy with the 
couple at first but then came around to accept Bonhoeffer. Not 

long after this, he was arrested at the home of Karl and Paula. 
Dietrich was apprehended for attempting to help the Jews. The 

forces of evil were not yet aware of his part in the conspiracy since 
the Nazis didn‟t know of it. Hitler‟s men did have an eye on Hans, 
Dietrich and others, though. Phones were tapped and it wasn‟t for 

beer, German or otherwise. 
Bonhoeffer wound up in Tegel prison in Berlin, less than 

ten miles from where he lived. It wasn‟t as bad as the Gestapo 
prison, so he was treated all right. There he wrote his Letters and 
Papers from Prison and some poems, including, “Who Am I?” 

Despite the conditions, many reported that he found peace, joy and 
comfort at this time. He had hopes of being released, but fifteen 

months after his arrest, the Valkyrie plot began. It didn‟t succeed 
but the Third Reich then knew of the conspiracy. Dietrich was 
transferred to the dreaded Gestapo prison in the fall of 1944 with 

its high security. 
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At this point, the war was winding down, with many 
Germans knowing of the futility of the Nazi cause. The Allied 

bombing of Berlin in February of 1945 forced Hitler‟s men to 
move prisoners from Gestapo prison elsewhere. Bonhoeffer wound 

up in the Buchenwald concentration camp. Hitler directed his 
execution by hanging on April 9, 1945. 

After his death, many felt that losing his life was tragic and 

the world would have been better served had he lived. However, 
his efforts helped end the Third Reich, as he was a huge part of the 

group out to halt the Führer, which eventually came about. Dying 
at 39, he was a great hero to many people, regardless of race, 
culture or creed. Dietrich preached discipleship and faith, with 

concern for all men. To him, the religion one practiced was of little 
concern as he attended Protestant, Catholic and Jewish services. 

He talked but then followed with actions that matched his words 
and beliefs. In addition to the books already mentioned, some of 
the other books he wrote include Act And Being, Temptation, The 

Communion Of Saints and God Is In The Manger: Reflections On 
Advent And Christmas. You can find numerous books about him 

including the 2013 book by Eric Mataxas, 7 Men And The Secret 
Of Their Greatness. This book also says a few words about Jackie 
Robinson, Eric Liddell and William Wilberforce, which you can 

read in pages that follow. 
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Jorge Bergoglio 
 

Jorge Mario Bergoglio was born on December 17, 1936, in 
Buenos Aires to Mario Bergoglio, originally from Marshe, Italy, 

and Regina Sivoni. Mario was a hard working accountant who had 
a degree when he arrived in Argentina. Unfortunately, they didn‟t 
accept it so he did the factory gig. Since he couldn‟t write, his pay 

was less than the other workers. His wife was a homemaker. 
Jorge‟s siblings include Oscar, Marta, Alberto and Maria Elena. 

They lived in a small house having a large kitchen. We‟ll come 
back to that later. When Jorge was thirteen, he went to his 
grandmother‟s house during the day – she and her husband lived 

close by. He returned in the evening, learning Piedmontese in the 
process. 

Back home, Mario spoke Castillian to the children and 
talked of Italy, so they would not forget their homeland. Jorge 
played cards, including briscola, and occasionally joined his dad 

when the latter played basketball. The arts were instilled in Jorge 
and his siblings by Marshe, who treasured opera. She also knew 

how to cook and insisted that the five offspring learn to do the 
same. Mario died of a heart attack when Jorge was a teenager. 
Maria Elena related that her father had always been joyful and that 

Jorge followed in the same vein.  The family was a happy one. 
Sunday involved going to Mass followed by extravagant lunches, 

some as long as seven courses. Dinner wasn‟t necessary. Marshe 
produced delicious chicken, cappelletti and ragú risotto 
piemontese. She learned fast and well because frying an egg was 

no easy task for her when she and Mario first married.  
The family wasn‟t rich, but they never went without the 

basics. Nothing was thrown out, but Jorge‟s dad wouldn‟t allow 
the same meal the next day. I‟m sure that Marshe was very creative 
with the leftovers. Much repair was done on clothing and then 

reused. The son who would become a priest developed frugal 
tastes, except when it came to food. Jorge played soccer and at 

twelve had a girlfriend, Amalia – sort of. She considered him a 
gentleman and related the words he said to her, If you don’t marry 
me, I’m going to be a priest. 

After finishing primary school, his father insisted that he 
needed to find work while attending secondary school. He labored 
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in a sock factory, did cleaning and administrative tasks, while 
studying accounting. In his fourth year, he learned food chemistry 

and worked in a lab. His classes lasted until eight in the evening, 
but he was appreciative of his dad‟s directive.  

While Jorge was in the lab, his boss there was Esther 
Balestrino de Carteaga, a commie sympathizer. One day he 
finished his work quite quickly and brought the results to her. She 

was surprised and asked if he had done all the verifications, which 
he hadn‟t. She then said, you have to do things right, It was a 

reminder which stayed with him. He admired her and saw Esther 
as a great individual.  

Bergoglio was seventeen and about to celebrate a spring 

holiday, Student Day. The day was September 21 – don‟t forget 
this was in the Southern hemisphere. There was a girl in one of his 

groups to whom he was attracted. A picnic had been planned and 
he went to San José de Flores church first. There he met a priest 
who brought spirituality to Jorge. The latter made his confession to 

the padre and Bergoglio realized he had a vocation. He decided not 
to join his friends for Student Day. That experience changed his 

life so much that he didn‟t propose to the girl that day at the picnic.  
   He wouldn‟t start seminary right away. That would take 

four years. He stayed at work in the lab, completing school and 

realized that he wasn‟t quite ready, even though he knew his fate. 
He just wasn‟t concentrating on religion and needed to settle his 

unrest. He read Nuestra palabra y proposito, a Communist Party 
publication, but never joined the group. He became ill with a lung 
infection before entering the seminary, being diagnosed with 

pneumonia. This was overcome, but not before a part of his lung 
was removed. 

He recovered and while in the hospital was visited by Sister 
Dolores, who told him, keep imitating Jesus. This inspired him as 
he realized that suffering can be virtuous. It wasn‟t removed but it 

became significant. Jorge would eventually say, what a person 
who is suffering needs is to know that there is someone with him, 

who wishes him well, who respects his silence and prays that God 
may enter into this space that is sheer solitude. Sister Dolores was 
the one who worked with him before he made his First 

Communion. 
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Jorge entered seminary in 1957, choosing the Jesuits. One 
reason was because of its missionary approach. He considered the 

possibility of working in Japan, but because of his illness, was not 
allowed to pursue it. His choice of becoming a priest wasn‟t quite 

accepted by his mom, even though she had instilled religious 
spirituality into his life. She welcomed Jorge when he came home 
but never visited him in the seminary. On March 11, 1958, he 

began the Jesuit novitiate, completing his studies of humanities 
five years later. He came back to Buenos Aires and earned a 

degree in philosophy at Saint Joseph Major Seminary in San 
Miguel. This was followed by teaching psychology and literature 
at Immacolata College and the University of El Salvador. He was 

ordained a priest on December 13, 1969. In April 1973, he took his 
perpetual vows and was then a Jesuit. 

Once ordained, Jorge assumed a number of roles, mixing 
teaching and pastoral duties. In the early 1970s, he was rector of 
the major seminary and taught theology at Villa Varilari. He did 

time in the kitchen on the weekend, when there was no other cook, 
doing it for the students. Asked about how good the food was, he 

said, well, I never killed anyone with my food. Rumor has it that 
Bergoglio makes an outstanding stuffed calamari. Besides learning 
this culinary behavior from his mother, he was also a lover of 

opera and the tango with an appreciation for Edith Piaf.  
Eventually Jorge was elected Provincial of the Argentina 

Jesuits and served in that capacity for six years. This time was 
characterized by the dictatorship of Jorge Rafael Videla Redondo, 
who came to power after Isabelita Perón. Torture and assassination 

were prevalent then when the desaparecidos rebelled against the 
regime, resulting in their abduction and death. As a result, many 

false accusations were tossed at Bergoglio. Journalist Horacio 
Verbitsky credited the Jesuit with serious misdeeds. Many, 
including historian Matteo Luigi Napolitano, stood up for Jorge as 

he denounced all the lies. In March 2013, Vatican spokesman 
Father Federico Lombardi called these efforts against Bergoglio 

defamatory and scandalous. 
While a bishop of Buenos Aires, he did a great deal of 

traveling. One day a young man approached him in great distress, 

asking for his confession to be heard. Bergoglio was on his way, 
fearing he would miss his train, and said that a priest would be 
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there shortly to accommodate him. He began walking away but 
then returned and said that he would hear the lad‟s confession. He 

comforted the young man, putting him in the care of Our Lady and 
then left. Actually, the train didn‟t leave on time so Jorge realized 

he did the right thing. He knew that this was a sign from the Lord 
that told me: You see that I am directing the story. How often in 
life it is better to slow down and not try to settle everything at 

once. 
As an archbishop, he was kind and considerate to the other 

priests, just as he had been before. He told the others to call him at 
any time. He refused to live in anything other than a humble 
residence, with no private secretary. He traveled by bus or subway 

with the people. He was one of them. In 2001, Pope John Paul II 
made him a cardinal. Jorge didn‟t care for all the fancy red clothes, 

preferring alterations to what was already there. For those who 
cared to join him in Rome, he asked them to donate the cost of the 
trip to help the poor. Frugal may be a description here but I prefer 

merciful. 
Bergoglio was a man of the poor, celebrating Mass often in 

the villas miserias. The book, El Jesuita, tells of one of those 
visits. Men of the group congregated and a bricklayer stood up and 
praised Jorge: I am proud of him, because whenever I passed by 

here, with my co-workers, I always saw him sitting in one of the 
last rows, like anyone else. It wouldn‟t be long before the people 

would proclaim, now the lowly have a friend in Rome. Mariam had 
slept in the dumpsters and sought money for el paco, drugs. She 
was down on her luck and felt her case was hopeless, but she kept 

meeting a priest who assured her, God loves you. She now teaches 
catechism and sees much hope.  

In the early twenty-first century, Pope John Paul II‟s health 
deteriorated, especially his Parkinson‟s Disease. On April 2, 2005, 
he died, shortly before his eighty-fifth birthday. Two weeks later, 

Joseph Aloisius Ratzinger became the new pope, taking the name 
Pope Benedict XVI. The second choice with the most votes was 

Jorge Bergoglio. Ratzinger‟s tenure ended less than eight years 
later when he left because of health problems, doing so on the last 
day of February 2013. On March 11, Bergoglio didn‟t celebrate 

Mass that morning. Instead he was a server. This was also a 
practice of Pope John Paul I.  



 

16 

 

It didn‟t take long as Bergoglio was elected Pope on March 
13, 2013, becoming the first Latin American Pope, the first Jesuit 

and first to take the name of Francis. For those who wonder why 
he chose this name, he made the connection to St. Francis of 

Assisi, the man of peace, and patron of the creatures of the earth. 
Assisi represents poverty and was always concerned about the 
environment – a conservationist before it was fashionable.  

 When he first encountered the masses after becoming 
Pope, he preferred being referred to as the Bishop of Rome and his 

humble greeting was, good evening. He bowed before them, 
blessed and asked them to pray for him. He did this because he was 
a man of the people: old and young; rich and poor; Catholic, Jew 

or any other faith. After he finished, instead of going by limousine, 
he took the bus to the next stop. He rode with the cardinals and 

would continue to do that. The next day, he prayed alone at the 
Basilica of St. Mary Major. He also paid for his hotel lodging. 
Amazingly, he notified the man in Buenos Aires who brought him 

the paper so the subscription could be cancelled.  
The new Bishop of Rome had a flight booked for Buenos 

Aires for March 23, mentioning an appointment with the Jewish 
community. His words were, I must return to my spouse, which 
referred to those in Argentina who he administered to. The only 

people who were surprised by the wife reference were those who 
had never heard of Jorge. As the new head of the church, 

Bergoglio didn‟t care for the red shoes or the red cape, nor did he 
want to replace his iron cross for a more opulent one. His ring was 
fine, too. Just as in South America, he wanted to identify with the 

commoners.   
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Jackie Robinson 
 

Jackie Roosevelt Robinson was born on January 31, 1919, 
in Cairo, Georgia, to Jerry and Mallie Robinson. His mom named 

him after Teddy Roosevelt because of the latter‟s leadership and 
opposition to racism. Both of Jackie‟s parents were sharecroppers. 
The marriage was rocky and Jerry departed not long after Jackie 

was born, so Mallie moved the five children, along with other 
relatives, to the west coast, settling in Pasadena. Jackie‟s mom 

worked as a domestic, teaching the children religion, the value of 
education, self-discipline and family. Sunday was a day for church.  

The Robinsons were poor so Jackie pitched in by cutting 

people‟s lawns and hawking hot dogs at sporting events. Neighbors 
weren‟t pleased with the black family but somehow Mallie eased 

tensions. Once Jackie and his friends were the recipients of 
disgusting slurs, so he applied some tar to the offender. His mother 
forced him to make amends to the guy, giving him some feathers. 

No, Jackie had to clean up what he had done. Mallie was only 
following the Bible, which asked Christians to bless those that 

persecuted them. 
While at John Muir Technical High, Jackie was an 

extraordinary athlete, lettering in four sports, baseball, football, 

basketball, tennis and track. Mack, his brother, may have been a 
bigger star, as he won a silver medal at the 1936 Olympics in 

Berlin, finishing right behind Jesse Owens. When Mack returned 
to the states he had trouble finding a good job.  

In 1937, Jackie entered Pasadena College where he 

continued showing his athletic prowess. He quarterbacked the 
team, stole bases in baseball and broke the broad jump record that 

his brother set. His achievements at the college included: joining 
two other blacks as the first students of color elected to the 
Lancers, a school service organization; All-Southland Junior 

College baseball team; Pasadena‟s Most Valuable Player of the 
Year in 1938. 

 Jackie was arrested in January 1938 when his friend, 
Jonathan Nolan began singing, “Flat Foot Floogie,” which didn‟t 
sit well with a policeman. I don‟t think that the third word is 

offensive, but a “flat foot” could refer to an officer, who wound up 
with flat feet after pounding the beat. Jackie spent a night in jail 
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but then a judge suspended the sentence since he knew of the lad‟s 
status as a star on the gridiron. When he met Methodist preacher, 

Karl Downs, Jackie was taught to hold back on anger even under 
situations that called for a retort, practicing Christian manners. The 

athlete was inspired and developed a deeper religious faith. Jackie 
possessed a bad temper but managed to exhibit control when times 
were challenging. 

In the summer of 1939, his brother Frank was killed when a 
car hit his motorcycle, deeply affecting Jackie. Not long after that 

an incident occurred with a white man and dozens of b lacks. 
Eventually most of those involved left, except for Jackie, and a 
policeman pulled a gun on him. He was arrested, spent another 

night in jail but pleaded not guilty and was released on a twenty-
five dollar bond. 

That same year, Robinson led the UCLA football team to 
victory after victory. At school in late 1940, he met a woman, 
Rachel Isum, who changed his life. In the days that followed as his 

love for her grew, he set records in track, posted the basketball 
scoring title and majored in four sports. Supposedly, baseball was 

his worst sport despite the fact that he went 4-for-4 in his first 
game and stole home twice. Authorities haven‟t found it yet. Jackie 
left school before graduating, thinking he could play professional 

football, but no one offered enough money so he got a job as 
athletic director with the National Youth Administration. He then 

joined the Honolulu Bears, a semi-pro football team and starred. 
He left the team on December 5, 1941 – no doubt a good move. 
Soon he was a member of the U. S. Army, although in a segregated 

unit. This was only the beginning of the many times that he would 
come face-to-face with racism. Fortunately, his faith saved him on 

numerous occasions. 
His next job was with the Negro team, the Kansas City 

Monarchs. The war in Europe may have ended but there was 

another in the states – whether major league baseball should 
integrate. Branch Rickey of the Brooklyn Dodgers made it happen 

by signing Jackie to play in Montreal, a minor league team 
associated with the Dodgers. Like many others, Branch knew of 
Robinson‟s outstanding talent, but was concerned about whether 

the lad could take all the abuse, slurs and racism that were sure to 
come Jackie‟s way. Learning more about Robinson‟s Christian 
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upbringing and tolerance, he figured he would manage so Rickey 
signed the star and hoped to add him to the Brooklyn team in 1947.  

Rachel and Jackie married on February 10, 1946. Since 
training camp was in the Jim Crow south, they felt its effects when 

he joined the team as well as on the way. They were treated as 
second-class citizens by third class ones, or worse. Playing for 
Montreal in that league‟s opener, Robinson had four hits including 

a three-run homer, scored four runs and batted in three in leading 
his team to a 14-1 trouncing of Jersey City. For the year, if he 

wasn‟t the best player in the league, he was among the top five as 
he batted .349 and was the first player on the team to win the 
batting crown. Montreal won the pennant by more than eighteen 

games. After the season ended, he returned to Los Angeles to be at 
the birth of his son. 

In April 1947, Jackie was summoned to a meeting with 
Branch Rickey and the rest is history. Robinson made it onto the 
roster of the Brooklyn Dodgers in 1947 with the number 42 on his 

back, thanks to Branch.  A great deal of stress was placed on him 
since he needed to prove that he was as good as the other players 

on the Dodgers. Actually, he was called on to be better than them 
because of the color of his skin. His first year at Brooklyn was 
filled with taunts and assaults on his character because of this. 

Jeers came from the stands and even from the opposition. 
Describing what he heard, Jackie said, I could hardly believe my 

ears. Jackie – as he was supposed to do – just ignored the 
obscenities. On one occasion, the racism continued, but infielder 
Eddie Stanky yelled to the opposing dugout, listen, you yellow-

bellied cowards, why don’t you yell at somebody who can answer 
back. This didn‟t stop all the nasty remarks, but unified the team as 

they stood up for the first African American to make it to the major 
leagues. 

In 1947, Robinson batted .297 and was voted Rookie of the 

Year. He had 175 hits, scored 125 runs and led the league in stolen 
bases and sacrifices. Count Basie recorded a song about him and 

Robinson played the title role in the 1950 movie, The Jackie 
Robinson Story. Robinson retired at the age of 38. He soon had a 
job with the Chock Full O‟Nuts company. He played his entire 

baseball career for only the Dodgers. After leaving the game he 
could spend more time with his wife and three children, Jackie, 
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Sharon and David. He helped the poor, visited sick children in 
hospitals and stood up against the use of drugs. He was the first 

black analyst of the Major League Baseball Game of the Week on 
ABC. In the late 1960s, he suffered heart attacks and in the 1970s 

was diagnosed with hypertension and diabetes. He lost most of his 
vision. The pressure to put up with all the abuse he received 
shortened his life. On October 24, 1972, he passed away at the age 

of 53. For most of his life he followed the words of Jesus,  
 

Whosoever shall smite thee on thy right cheek, turn to him
 the other also. And if any man will sue thee at the law, and
 take away thy coat, let him have thy cloak also. And

 whosoever shall compel thee to go a mile, go with him
 twain. 

      
His career was outstanding with a lifetime batting average 

of .311. Jackie played on the World Champion Dodgers in 1955 

and made the All-Star team six times. In 1949, he was the Most 
Valuable Player (MVP) and won the batting title, both in the 

National League. Twice he led the National League in stolen bases. 
All major league teams retired Robinson‟s jersey number.  

In 2013, actor, screenwriter and producer Chadwick 

Boseman portrayed him in the movie, 42. A 1947 poll listed him as 
the second most popular man in the United States. Bing Crosby 

was number one. Time magazine placed him in the one hundred 
most influential people of the twentieth century. No other second 
basemen had more votes when he was elected to the Major League 

Baseball All-Century Team. 
Two other outstanding players who didn‟t precede 

Robinson into the majors were Leroy Robert Satchel Paige and 
Josh Gibson. Paige may have pitched longer than any other 
baseball player in history. When he was born, he had on a pitcher‟s 

glove. Years later a baseball scout headed over to Paige‟s home 
and was told by his mom that he was in the woods trying to get 

some dinner. The representative went there and found Paige 
tossing rocks at squirrels and hitting each one. The scout 
mentioned that he didn‟t realize that Satch was left-handed. Paige 

replied, I ain’t left-handed, but if I use my right hand, there’s 
nothing left to eat. 
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Seriously though, Cardinal hurler Dizzy Dean said, I’ve 
seen all of them except Christy Mathewson and Walter Johnson, 

and I know who’s the best pitcher I’ve seen, and it be old Satchel 
Paige. 

In the mid 1930s, Satchel pitched for the Bismarck Corwin-
Churchills in a two-week series and was the MVP of the 
tournament with four wins and sixty strikeouts. Bismarck 

centerfielder Quincy Trouppe was told by promoter Raymond Hap 
Dumont that a baseball scout had highest praise for the Bismarck 

team and that he would recommend paying each of you boys 
$100,000 to play ball if you were white. In the late 1930s, Shirley 
Povich wrote: 

 
There’s a couple million dollars worth of baseball talent on

 the loose [in the Negro leagues], ready for the big leagues,
 yet unsigned by any major league. There are pitchers who
 would win 20 games this season for any big-league club

 that offered them contracts, and there are outfielders who
 could hit .350, infielders who could win quick recognition

 as stars, and there is at least one catcher who at this
 writing is probably superior to Bill Dickey. 

 

Babe Ruth and Hank Aaron each pounded out over 700 
round-trippers, but catcher Josh Gibson may well have surpassed 

both of them. Most likely he hit the longest four base hits ever and 
in great quantities. During the 1932 season against the Black 
Yankees, a homer he hit supposedly traveled 500 miles. It landed 

on a truck moving along the Pennsylvania Turnpike and just kept 
on going. That‟s a stretch but four and five hundred feet homers 

were common for him, even against major league pitchers, 
including two dingers off Dizzy Dean in York, Pennsylvania – the 
first over the center field wall and the second one even longer than 

the first. Supposedly after the game, Dean said that if the Cardinals 
had Josh and Satchel, We’d win the pennant by July fourth and go 

fishin’ the rest of the season. 
Walter Johnson would add, 
 

That boy is worth $200,000 of anybody’s money. He  can do 
everything. He hits the ball a mile. And he catches so easy; 
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he might as well be in a rocking chair. Bill Dickey isn’t as 
good a catcher. Too bad this Gibson is a colored fellow. 

 
Gibson‟s homers were legendary, but not in the sense of 

fables. It was rumored that he smacked over 800 homers in his 
playing days, which seemed to be supported by Barry Bonds, who 
in one of his press conferences, mentioned Josh‟s 800 home runs. 

Historians mentioned that Gibson was of the best home run hitters 
and catchers in baseball history. He was the black Babe Ruth and 

Ruth was the white Josh Gibson. 
Were Paige and Gibson the greatest baseball players of all 

time? Joe B. Scott, outfielder for the Memphis Red Sox, rated  

Virgil Trucks as one of the top two pitchers he ever faced. The 
other top pitcher was Satchel Paige. When Satchel battled Josh, he 

always seemed to come out on top, but it wasn‟t easy. Leroy 
mentioned that Josh was the toughest batter he faced.    

Besides Paige, Robinson and Gibson, the list of outstanding 

talent in the Negro Leagues includes familiar names like Ernie 
Banks, Pancho Herrera, Elston Howard, Roy Campanella, Larry 

Doby, Monte Irvin and Don Newcombe. A few others among 
many include Hank Thompson, Chester Arthur Chet Brewer, John 
Wesley Donaldson, Walter Dobie Moore, Buck O‟Neil, Buck 

Leonard, Cool Papa Bell, Judy Johnson, John Henry Lloyd, Oscar 
Charleston, Rube Foster and Ray Dandridge. Many times all-stars 

from this list played against all-stars from the major leagues, with 
Paige pitching.  More often than not, Paige‟s team came out the 
victors. 
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2.  Eric, Jerzy and William 
 

Eric Liddell 
 

Eric Henry Liddell was born in Tientsin, China, on January 
16, 1902, to James Dunlop Liddell and Mary Reddin. His original 

name of Henry Eric Liddell was rejected because of what the first 
letter of each name put together would represent. Even then, 
apparently acronyms were around as were horrible spellers. More 

important, Eric‟s mom and dad were quite religious, initiating their 
missionary career in China at the turn of the twentieth century. 

Eric‟s older brother Robert was born in Shanghai two years before. 
Their sister Jenny was born in China in October 1903. The three 
children were the only ones in Siaochang who weren‟t Chinese.  

The family traveled to Southampton, England, in early 
1907 just as Eric was getting over a case of dysentery. Before they 

left, a missionary friend took note of the young lad and mentioned, 
that boy will never be able to run again. Robert and Eric were 
enrolled in the missionary school in the Blackheath section of 

England at Eltham College. The rest of the family had gone back 
to China. The pair played rugger, which most of us know as rugby. 

Eric defied the guy who said he would never run again.  
In China, the government was overthrown as Sun Yat-sen 

replaced empress Tz‟u-hsi. In 1914, Mary, Jenny and Ernest, who 

was born two years before in China, arrived in London around the 
same time as World War I. Jenny began attending school at 
Walthamstow, but then left for school in China probably due to the 

war. Before she left, Eric mentioned that his schoolwork wasn‟t 
that great, but he could run. 

At Eltham, Rob was a runner, too. For 1918, he and Eric 
finished in the top two spots in final track events: quarter mile, 
hurdle race, 100 yards, cross country, high jump, long jump. Rob 

went on to Edinburgh University while Eric advanced as more of a 
leader: school prefect, cricket and rugby captains. He ran the 100-

yard dash in 10.2 seconds, a record for him and one that stood at 
the school for 80 years. He also captured the Senior Track 
Athletics Championship in 1919, which his brother had done a 

year before. He also impressed the school with his humility and 
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character. He began going to Bible study classes at Eltham and 
started visiting the sick at the medical mission in Islington. Almost 

a year passed without Eric doing any running but he set his mind 
on following A. P. Cullen, a teacher at Eltham, to China as a 

teacher in Tientsin. Soon, he started running again. He joined Rob 
at Edinburgh University.  

On June 18, at the Scottish Inter-Varsity Sports meet, he 

won both the 100-yard and 220-yard dashes and repeated the feat 
at Hampden Park in Glasgow at the Scottish Amateur Athletics 

Association Championship, posting a 22.6 second time in the 220-
yard event, a Scottish AAA record. Eric would repeat his winning 
ways numerous times in the days that followed, even in 440-yard 

races. Rob was at medical school at Edinburgh University and he 
and Eric lived in the Edinburgh Medical Missionary Hostel in a 

really happy setting. Rob was a member of the Glasgow Students‟ 
Evangelical Union (GSEU) when David P. Thompson, a student 
from Glasgow, was searching for a speaker. Aware that Eric had 

never done that before, he asked him if he could say a few words 
about his faith. Eric agreed.     

On April 6, 1923, he found that God had granted him a gift, 
besides that of running. Not that much of a speaker, he still 
inspired listeners and gained their attention. A week later, he spoke 

to 600 students and soon he joined the GSEU. Eventually he would 
speak to thousands who listened to the famous athlete and his 

words of faith. Because of his success on the track, Eric had his 
thoughts on the 1924 Olympics in Paris. He had one test that he 
needed to succeed at, though. 

Winning a 440 race in the summer of 1923 would result in 
his being on the team from Great Britain. The event started and 

within seconds J. J. Gillies sent him flying, not only down, but also 
away from the track. It may have been accidental, but I doubt it. 
Two officials yelled out, Get up, get up! Eric did, needing a great 

effort to catch up to the other runners. Slowly he passed the second 
last one, and then the person ahead of him. His arms were like 

windmills and his fists punched the air. He lifted his legs high and 
soon he was ten yards away from Gillies. The crowd was cheering, 
even those who weren‟t Scots. He gave it all he had. He passed J. 

J. and won the race. He would be going to Paris. 
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When the star runner found out that the heats for the 100-
meter race were to be held on a Sunday, he said, I’m not running, 

in order to keep the Sabbath holy as the fourth commandment 
instructs. Eric was entered in the 200- and 400-meter events, but 

neither the 4 x 100 nor 4 x 400 relays because both heats were also 
on a Sunday. In the semifinal 200-meter race, Charley Paddock 
finished first, edging Eric by a tenth of a second and the latter 

wondered if he had enough strength to repeat his effort in the final. 
Eric didn‟t begin well and didn‟t finish in first. He managed to be 

the first Scot to ever win a medal in the Olympics, doing so by 
ending up in third place and winning the bronze. The next day was 
the 400-meter run. 

Six runners qualified for the 400-meter event: two 
Americans, Horatio Fitch and J. C. Taylor; Canadian D. M. 

Johnson; Joseph Imbach from Switzerland; Gary Butler from Great 
Britain; Eric Liddell. Liddell was in the sixth lane. He was tired 
and Fitch had set an Olympic record with a 47.8 second run. When 

the race began, Eric started out in a sprint, leading the way. Fitch 
was right behind him and as they neared the finish line, Eric gave it 

all he had. He was the winner setting a record at 47.6 seconds. Eric 
wasn‟t proud of himself; he was proud of his country. 

When Eric graduated on July 17 1924, his family wasn‟t in 

attendance but it was made up of Scots, professors, classmates and 
dignitaries. When the name Eric Henry Liddell was announced, the 

crowd cheered and kept it up until vice-chancellor Sir Alfred 
Ewing pleaded for calm. Speaking to Eric, Sir Alfred said, you 
have shown that none can pass you but the examiner! Laughter and 

more cheering followed and Ewing asked for silence once more. 
When the ceremony ended, he was carried out on the shoulders of 

students to a thanksgiving service. There he was beseeched to say a 
few words. He told of the words found over the gate of the 
University of Pennsylvania: In the dust of defeat as well as in the 

laurels of victory there is glory to be found if one has done his 
best. 

Before the Olympics, Eric had his mind set on missionary 
work in China, but decided to spend a year at the Scottish 
Congregational College in Edinburgh first. That year, Annie 

Buchan, a nurse from Peterhead decided to be a Chinese 
missionary after observing Eric. Also inspired was Peter Marshall 
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who came to America and eventually became a well-respected 
pastor, serving as U. S. Senate chaplain. Elsa McKechnie was only 

fourteen, but admired him and hoped to meet him, which she did 
when he visited the McKechnie home for tea. During the year Eric 

appeared at numerous speaking events. He also competed at track 
and continued his winning ways. 

Traveling east, Eric took a ferry from England to France 

where he boarded the Trans-Siberian Railway for his 5,000-mile 
trip to Tientsin. Family members had been on long journeys before 

and that would continue. As usual, China was unstable. On arrival, 
Eric would see his family, do some preaching, meet some of the 
teachers from the Anglo-Chinese College and even relax at the 

gulf. Natives considered visitors to their land foreign devils, 
whether missionaries or traders. 

Eric was appointed Sunday school superintendent at his 
father‟s church. One morning in 1929, while at the church, a young 
woman approached him, saying: Hello, Eric. You don’t remember 

me, do you? It was Florence MacKenzie, who he had met four 
years before when she was a fourteen-year old. She was there for 

work at the mission. She had loved him for a few years. It wasn‟t 
long before they were courting, despite their ten-year age 
difference. Soon Eric asked her to marry him and she agreed. They 

were engaged a few months after that. Like his parents, it would be 
a long engagement. 

MacKenzie traveled to Toronto with her sister for nursing 
studies while Eric made his way to Great Britain. He preached and 
had other speaking gigs. He visited his parents and Ernest, who 

was in a business college in Edinburgh. Jenny was engaged to Dr. 
Charles Somerville with a wedding coming in the spring. On June 

22, 1932, Liddell was ordained at the Scottish Congregational 
College. He needed to return to Tientsin. Meanwhile, Japan 
captured Manchuria and next was an attack on Shanghai.  

He had been without Florence for a long time but was 
managing with all his duties. One day he read the scripture 

passage, lo, I am with you always and he sensed the presence of his 
dad. The next day he heard, by way of a telegram, that James had 
died peacefully in Drymen, Scotland. He couldn‟t go back for the 

funeral or to his family. A short time afterwards, Eric received a 
letter from his dad when the elder confirmed that the lad was 
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fulfilling God‟s mission. The same day of the letter, Florence 
passed her exams. Two months later, she and her mother returned 

to China. On March 27, 1934, Florence and Eric were wed in 
Union Church. A year and a few months later, Florence gave birth 

to a little girl, whom they named Patricia.  
The country was at war and Siaochang was not a safe place 

to be. Eric was needed there so he considered going. Florence was 

to remain in Tientsin. Eric left for Siaochang in September 1936. 
There he witnessed the military presence, disease, hunger and 

drought. Despite this, he felt that this is where God was calling him 
to be. He loved what he was doing, preaching and serving the 
people. This he did while hearing exploding shells and gunfire.  

Florence was in Tientsin with Patricia and the new baby, Heather.  
One night no one showed up for the service at the church. 

There was a noise outside, which made the missionaries uneasy, 
but it was an opium addict, who fell down on his knees. Many 
were surprised because they thought he was in prison. He had 

prayed and had been set free, though. With this congregation for 
Eric to preach to, the service began. Most of the time, the 

missionaries faced many disappointments, realizing that there 
wasn‟t much they could do. Eric took a short break and went to his 
family, but then returned to the war zone.  

The hospital became known as a rescue mission. No one 
was refused help, whether bandit, friend, foe, Chinese or Japanese. 

Besides giving physical treatments, Eric also applied spiritual 
lessons. Annie Buchan created a baby clinic in order to fight 
against the rising infant mortality rate. A milk substitute, soya-

bean milk, was shown to make a difference in saving children 
while not that costly. 

In the summer of 1939, he returned to Tientsin for some 
more time off. Japan was in charge of the area, having pushed 
heroin as well as cheap goods on the Chinese. Before long, the 

Liddell family would sail across the Pacific to get away from the 
strife. Their destination was Hawaii, to be followed by Vancouver 

and finally Toronto. Florence and the girls stayed in Toronto with 
her relatives and Eric headed for Scotland, where he would visit 
his mom, Jenny, Charles and Ernest. World War II was starting in 

Europe. In early 1940, Florence, Patricia and Heather arrived in 
Scotland.   
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They returned to China later that year. In Siaochang the 
Chinese were forced to demolish their own villages and build roads 

for the Japanese. Casualties kept coming to the hospital, more than 
before. Food and supplies were scarce. Eric continued preaching 

and doing all he could to help. In early 1941, two weeks notice was 
offered to the missionaries for them to depart. Florence soon 
discovered she was pregnant and she and the girls departed for 

Canada, once more. Maureen was born that September.  
Eric and others were sent to the internment camp at 

Weihsien. At first it was very difficult, but the captives made the 
best of the situation, even making it somewhat civilized and 
hospitable. Unfortunately, Eric‟s health suffered even as he 

inspired others. He was diagnosed with malnutrition, sinusitis and 
influenza. He exhibited characteristics of a neurological problem, 

with his right leg paralyzed, but somehow, he rallied. On February 
21, he returned to the hospital and then to the church. Coughing 
and choking at the same time, he was taken to the hospital, where 

he proceeded into a convulsion, followed by a coma. He died that 
day and was finally entered into the presence of God.  

In 1980, Eric was honored with the Eric Liddell Centre in 
Edinburgh as an inspiring hero for his life as a Christian. A 
memorial headstone was placed on his grave in Weihsien in 1991 

with the words, they shall mount up with wings as eagles; they 
shall run and not be weary. The United States Episcopal Church 

celebrates a feast day in Liddell‟s honor on February 22.   
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Jerzy Popiełuszko  
 

Władysław and Marianna Kalinowska Popiełuszko were 
the parents of five children in the farm town of Okopy in Poland. 

Jazdia was the first but died on Christmas Eve before her second 
birthday. The second child was Teresa and the first son was Jozef, 
who was destined to take over the farm for his father. Marianna 

was pregnant for the fourth time in early 1947 when monks arrived 
and mentioned a mission of one week at Sts. Peter and Paul 

Church in Suchowola. She attended every evening, and though the 
Nazis were gone, matters appeared grimmer. She prayed the 
rosary, promising God that one of her children would be a priest. 

The child born on September 14, 1947, was sickly and named 
Alfons after his uncle. He did survive, wasn‟t meant to be a farmer 

and chose books over games. Stanislaw followed as the fifth child. 
They all helped out on the farm. 

From the age of seven, Alfons served the Mass at Sts. Peter 

and Paul at 6:30 am. He didn‟t like the name so he told others to 
call him Alek. Some called him Alexander and he never 

complained. Just after he started school, the students were to be 
immunized against smallpox. The sight of the needle resulted in 
crying by the children but he got the shot without any fuss. A few 

months after that Alfons had to use a nail for chestnut carving. He 
was careless and it came out the other side of his hand. The blood 

didn‟t bother him but his teacher almost passed out. She took him 
to the nurse where the nail was pulled out by a doctor, whom he 
thanked. 

  In school, Alfons wasn‟t popular but got along with 
everyone. The books he read were treatises on Maximilian Kolbe, 

lives of the saints, sermons and other religious matter. Alek was 
impressed by the life of Kolbe. In 1964, he headed out to 
Niepokalanov, the site of a friar community, where he saw the 

friary and then returned home. He also visited the seminary of St. 
John the Baptist in Warsaw, applying for admission in a year. He 

was accepted there in 1965. Marianna was happy with his decision 
and prayed that God would protect him and keep him from harm. 

In Warsaw, Alfons discovered that his name was slang for 

a pimp. He entered the seminary of St. John the Baptist in June 
1965. Built in the 1700s by the Carmelites, it was dark and airless, 
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but untouched by the Nazi regime. It didn‟t take long before the 
lad seriously considered abandoning his moniker, replacing it with 

Jerzy. Students may have been fortunate to be in a room with only 
one other person, but most likely each had a bed with a dozen or 

more seminarians. A new term brought housing lotteries and 
someone who had two roommates before could wind up with 
nineteen. Jerzy accepted it all without complaining.  

In late 1956, Władysław Gomułka led the government and 
considered seminaries as places of business, so taxing them was in 

order. His cronies weren‟t fond of the church and seminarians had 
little meat and few vegetables, most nourishment coming from the 
families of the students. Those at St. John the Baptist had to 

procure odd jobs such as office cleaners and road sweepers. This 
was in addition to the required studies, writing and delivering 

sermons to colleagues. Popiełuszko was familiar with double 
duties since he had managed them at home.  

As far as being at the top of the class in studies, Jerzy 

didn‟t stand out but made up for it with his enthusiasm and 
reverence for God as well as country. As before, his health was not 

much different from what it had been and he was small of stature. 
Stanislaw Malkowski also attended the seminary and viewed 
Popiełuszko as friendly, sincere, open but ordinary, which was 

expected because of his peasant background. A couple decades 
later, Stanislaw and Jerzy would be united in their opposition to 

Communism. 
Before being at the seminary for a year, Popiełuszko was 

drafted into the army. No breaks were given to the Church. With 

those studying for the priesthood at drill, the government used the 
time to discourage the young men from continuing their vocations. 

They also set out to guarantee that seminarians wouldn‟t spread the 
Word of God to the other recruits. Having a single seminarian in a 
barracks was one solution, but it failed at times because the men 

from St. John fostered good relations with the others, leading them 
in Bible readings and prayers. There were classes in catechism, 

too. On the other hand, one seminarian was told, Remember, 
father, your collar won’t protect you here. This admonition didn‟t 
affect Jerzy, whose physical courage even then would become a 

part of him in the 1980s. 
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Jerzy was a peace loving person and he saw the ugly side of 
Communism when he had an assignment in northern Poland in the 

city of Bartoszyce. From then on he was an opponent of the system 
and spoke out against oppression. Since his first Holy Communion, 

Popiełuszko wore a scapular medal proclaiming his devotion to the 
Blessed Mother. A sergeant inquired as to what he had on his neck. 
Jerzy told him and the sergeant demanded that he remove it but 

Popiełuszko refused. Defeated, the sergeant said, get out of here 
immediately, Popiełuszko. Jerzy stood out in the rain for a few 

hours because of the incident, but his scapular was still around his 
neck. 

The army didn‟t help Jerzy‟s health, as he went through 

dizzy spells. After entering the hospital, he was diagnosed with 
hyperthyroidism. Part of his thyroid was removed, but somehow it 

gave him strength. With it, he passed his finals and was ordained 
on May 28, 1972, in St. John‟s Cathedral. He was joined by over 
twenty-nine other seminarians who became priests that day, 

listening to the sermon of Cardinal Wyszynski. They were about to 
begin doing their work. 

Jerzy was assigned to Holy Trinity in Zabki, but Father 
Tadeusz Karolak and Popiełuszko had clashes. In the summer of 
1975, he was transferred to Mother of God, Queen of Poland, in 

Anin, not far from Warsaw. Here, he didn‟t fit in either and less 
than three years later he found himself at Infant of Jesus Church in 

Zoliborz. Within months, he collapsed while saying Mass and soon 
went to a parish with less stress, St. Anna, an academic church. He 
changed it into a gathering place for young people. In another 

move for his health, the curia of Warsaw brought him to St. 
Stanislaw Kostka in May 1980, which was usually assigned to 

clergy when they were about to retire. That‟s one thing he didn‟t 
do. In a few months, Solidarity would embrace the country.  

The spelling of the organization in Polish is Solidarność, 

which arrived on August 31, 1980. The Communist authority in the 
country weren‟t pleased with the Church in Poland and certainly 

not with Pope John Paul II, the first Polish pope. Even before being 
named pope, Karol Wojtyla wrote a poem that Jerzy quoted about 
the worker. It asked, what makes you think that man can tip the 

balance on the scales of the world? The Polish Union, Solidarity, 
answered the question, insisting man could, provided there was 



 

32 

 

spiritual guidance. At first, Solidarity had a membership of about 
ten million and would only grow larger as the Church and the 

people all embraced it. In the early twenty-first century, 
membership still numbered in the hundreds of thousands. Needless 

to say, this activism in the 1980s didn‟t sit well with the commies. 
A better name couldn‟t have been picked for the group. In 

August 1980, the union, led by Lech Walesa, struck on behalf of 

the workers in Gdansk. The government appealed to patriotism 
with a hint of change along with some repression. The Church 

supported the union, advocating the rights of the laborer, including 
that of worship, truth, private property, bread and a fair wage. 
Protests were going on in the Silesian coal mines and at the 

Warsaw steelworks, Huta Warszawa. Popiełuszko was part of the 
movement, even if he only preached peace in St. Stanislaw Kostka.  

Father Henryk Jankowski celebrated Mass for the workers 
at Gdansk. Another priest was sought to do the same at Huta 
Warszawa. Most refused to go there, but Jerzy became the priest of 

Solidarność. He went to the foundry having his doubts about being 
accepted. He shouldn‟t have worried as he was greeted by smiling, 

crying and cheering people. He thought it was for him but then 
realized it was for the Church. It was for both as he became the 
first priest entering through the front gate and the first to say Mass 

at Huta Warszawa. 
He knew somewhat of the problems the workers were 

experiencing, having heard their confessions. The constantly 
changing work shifts of the men were wrecking havoc on 
marriages, not to mention health problems. The community was 

demoralized and fragmented. He was really needed there. He had 
much to do, including comforting the families and embracing them 

with spirituality. He also had to teach them exactly what Christ had 
taught regarding social justice.  

Popiełuszko was there for the strikers as well. He joined the 

medical academies when they protested for a higher education bill. 
Students were as active in the movement as others, posing red 

banners in the familiar Solidarity script. Just to be in the presence 
of the strikers was enough, as Karol Szadurski explained: 

 

During a strike every boy carries some fear in him because 
nobody knows how it will end. But when one finds out that 
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a priest has come – as I found out that he had arrived in the 
Huta – then one sees that one has nothing to fear, that one 

is on a higher moral plane.  
 

The movement was gaining too much power, which the 
authorities couldn‟t handle. Spying was happening and soldiers 
appeared at the churches. Eventually, Jaruzelski suspended 

Solidarność. This was done to restore order even though matters 
weren‟t in disorder. The commies were losing control as workers, 

religious and all the people were being watched. Reform in Poland 
was happening, but the higher ups wanted no part of it.  

On December 13, 1982, a bomb was tossed into Jerzy‟s 

tiny apartment, tied to a brick. It was meant for him, but 
fortunately no one was hurt. He soon had people guarding him at 

all hours. The Secret Police tried various tactics. Some police agent 
was chased away from Popiełuszko‟s car by his defenders. At first 
Jerzy thought he wasn‟t under watch, but he soon knew that he was 

being targeted. Even preaching at Mass wasn‟t safe. The secret 
police tried various tactics, including one involving vodka that 

would disgrace him and force him to leave St. Stanislaw. That 
didn‟t work. Another that failed was planting Solidarity pamphlets 
and munitions in his apartment. There were other attempts on his 

life. 
In Okopy, Jerzy‟s mom and dad turned on the news on 

Octber 20, 1984. The night before, Marianna had difficulty falling 
asleep. She had a dream that one of her sons was being maimed 
and tortured. The youngest, Stanislaw, was sleeping at home while 

Jozef was in West Germany on business, soon to return to Poland. 
Keeping track of the other son, the priest, was an impossible task.  

Popiełuszko died on October 19, 1984, but it was not 
related to his run-down condition or other health problems. He was 
kidnapped and cruelly, brutally murdered. He was with his driver, 

who was also hurt but somehow managed to get away. Despite 
what happened to him, Jerzy also tried to flee, but was beaten and 

dumped in the Reservoir near the Vistula River.  
 According to Father Andrzej Przekazinski:    
 

Solidarity helped Jerzy find those people who made him
 feel needed, who accepted him and his ideas, and who
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 became his greatest friends. Even today we can see how
 those people loved him. It was a genuine friendship and

 love for him. He and they were attracted to each other.
 Jerzy was not just a passive member of Solidarity, he was

 one of the spiritual founders of the movement.  
 
There wasn‟t a policeman in sight at Jerzy‟s funeral, but 

400,000 people, the largest gathering in Poland since John Paul  
II‟s last visit. Addressing the mourners, Lech Walesa said, rest in 

peace. Solidarity is alive because you have given your life for it .  
Over the years, Poland has been taken over by various 

countries from all directions. Though it‟s fiction, James 

Michener‟s book, Poland: A Novel, treats of much of the strife, 
historically. The events of late 1984 seemed to repeat what had 

been going on for years. Solidarity wasn‟t dead, though. In 1989 
agreement between the government and Solidarity members led to 
semi-free elections in Poland.    

In Popiełuszko‟s memory, Andrezej Panufnik composed 
the Bassoon Concerto in 1985. That same year the 1985 French 

film, To Kill a Priest, based on Jerzy‟s life came out and in 
October 1985, the documentary drama The Deliberate Death of a 
Polish Priest was showcased at the Almeida Theatre in London. 

Two other movies, Popiełuszko and Jerzy Popiełuszko: Messenger 
of the Truth came out in 2009 and 2013 respectively. You can read 

more in The Priest And The Policeman: The Courageous Life And 
Cruel Murder Of Father Jerzy Popiełuszko, the 1987 book by John 
Moody and Roger Boyes. There are monuments to him in Chicago 

next to St. Hyacinth Basilica and near St. Hedwig Church in 
Trenton, New Jersey. You can find a part of McCarren Park in 

Greenpoint, Brooklyn, named after him and Popiełuszko Court in 
Hartford, Connecticut. Popiełuszko was beautified on June 6, 2010 
in Warsaw, with Marianna present. 
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William Wilberforce 
 

William Wilberforce was born in Hull on the coast of Great 
Britain on August 24, 1759, to merchant Robert Wilberforce and 

Elizabeth Bird. He was their only son and the family was rich, 
including his grandfather William who prospered in the maritime 
trade, even being mayor of Hull. As you might guess, England may 

have been Christian, but most of the people there were so in name 
only. The Wilberforces attended church, but weren‟t practicing 

Christians and classified those who took religion seriously as either 
Methodists or enthusiasts.  

Called Billy when he was young, his father died before his 

tenth birthday and Elizabeth, who was sick and didn‟t think she‟d 
survive, sent him off to live with his aunt Hannah and her husband 

at Wimbledon. Had Elizabeth known that they were devoted 
Methodists, Billy would have stayed with his grandparents. The 
lad enjoyed his time with his aunt, uncle and their friends. Before 

William became a teenager, the grandparents found out about the 
religion tossed on him, with his grandfather saying, if little Billy 

turns Methodist, he’ll not see a penny of mine. Before long, 
William was back in Hull, but it didn‟t seem he would go back to 
the non-religion of his family, who would try to undo what his aunt 

and uncle had done. His faith was strong as he even communicated 
covertly by mail with the relatives in Wimbledon.  

By the time William was sixteen, the parties and fawning 
attentions given him brought him back to the worldliness his 
grandparents had worked towards. He entered Cambridge and 

continued in this wild lifestyle, although just not as bold as the 
others. At school he became acquainted with William Pitt the 

Younger, who sat in on the House of Lords, with Billy joining him. 
The evil relatives expected him to follow in the merchant 
profession, but William thought about politics instead. He had the 

qualifications: oratory skills, wit and political talent. By the end of 
his college days, his goal was a Parliament seat.  

He was elected shortly after his twentieth birthday, which 
just qualified him for the position. Not long after that, William Pitt 
the Younger joined him. The duo became really powerful in 

Parliament at the time. Billy was popular and part of five 
gentlemen clubs, where he got together with the rich in eating, 
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singing, gambling and drinking for hours and hours. When he and 
his friend of the Pitt name were both 24, they went with another 

friend to France for a brief stay. Wilberforce met some of the 
bigwigs, including King Louis XVI, Marie Antoinette, the Marquis 

de Lafayette and the 77 year-old American by the name of 
Franklin who flew a kite and was the only voice against slavery. 
Around that time, Billy obtained a prestigious seat in Parliament 

while William Pitt the Younger became prime minister. Working 
together they were at the height of prestige and power, 

accomplishing some great things. 
William‟s next vacation was to the Italian and French 

Rivieras with his mom, who was ill. Also along was a young 

cousin and one coach needed someone to accompany the 
Parliament member. The year was 1784, so frequent flier miles 

weren‟t around yet, nor were railroads. Transportation was 
accomplished with the help of horses pulling coaches, and it took 
hours. Selecting the right person to join you for weeks was 

imperative. Billy‟s first choice couldn‟t make the journey so he 
selected on Isaac Milner, his old friend from childhood. Holding 

the position of Lucasian Professor at Cambridge – once held by 
Isaac Newton and later by Stephen Hawking – Milner knew a few 
things, despite his huge size. He was a giant and closet Methodist 

while William was small at five-foot-three, but they were equal 
intelligence-wise. They engaged in theological conversation and 

Billy debated with anyone. His Aunt Hannah‟s based faith, which 
had disappeared, returned with the trip as Billy questioned all the 
partying and agreed with Milner about spiritual matters. When he 

returned to London, he faced a huge problem since  he was a 
politician. Those people and morals didn‟t usually mix.  

For weeks, he stayed home at Lauriston House and many 
thought he was melancholy mad. In a way he was depressed and 
felt he would have to join a monastery, but that didn‟t happen. For 

him, this time was his conversion, The Great Change, taking a year 
or two. He finally retired his membership in the gentlemen‟s clubs 

– not a difficult decision for him to make. Would he have to leave 
politics? He couldn‟t resolve this question so he secretly vis ited 
Newton in early December 1785, though he did it hesitantly. The 

great man assured him leaving politics wasn‟t necessary. God had 
used Wilberforce so he could accomplish greater things, since 
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Christianity needed to rain down on the secular climate of the day. 
Just how that was to be done was another issue.  

A few months after his decision, William entered these 
twenty words in his diary. God Almighty has set before me two 

Great Objects: the suppression of the Slave Trade and the 
Reformation of Manners. The first part is self-explanatory. Perhaps 
his meeting that Franklin guy had an effect on him. The manners 

issue has almost nothing to do with Emily Post. Instead it refers to 
the state of decay and corruption in Great Britain, which needed 

remediation. Morality and the culture needed change, and badly. 
Slavery was horrible but besides it, the evils in England were much 
too prevalent. Ridding the world of both these deprivations would 

remove many social diseases. The list of problems went on and on: 
child labor utilizing five or six year olds; ten or twelve hour days 

on the job; unhealthy and dangerous conditions of employment; 
hitting the bottle way too much as some people were perpetually 
drunk, especially the upper classes; animal cruelty, such as 

bearbaiting and bullbaiting; public hanging; sexual trafficking – 
prostitutes whose average age was sixteen. It seemed to 

Wilberforce that he saw a world completely devoid of the word of 
Christ. People used and abused others – humans and animals – in a 
degenerative way of decay and misery. 

William had a different way of looking at things, realizing 
that God was just and righteous, who would judge people by the 

way they lived and especially how they treated other men, women, 
and animals. God demanded kindness and respect. He had no 
favorites: rich or poor were considered in the same way. I don‟t 

have to tell you how He felt about the slave trade. In Parliament 
Billy had two allies in Hannah Moore and Thomas Clarkson. They 

were both in favor of ending slavery and they found someone to 
help them in Wilberforce, who was hesitant on the issue at first. He 
joined their cause in time. 

William was aware that he couldn‟t solve the slavery 
question by himself. He knew his Maker would help and that his 

friends in Parliament would be part of the solution as well. Eighty-
seven at the time, the revivalist John Wesley sent a letter to 
William. It was probably the last one he penned. Wesley was 

aware of the letter recipient‟s effort dealing with slavery.  
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Reading this morning a tract wrote by a poor African, I
 was particularly struck by that circumstance, that a man

 who has a black skin, being wrong or outraged by a white
 man, can have no redress; it being a law in all our 

 Colonies that the oath of a black against a white goes for
 nothing. What villainy is this! That He who has guided you
 from youth up may continue to strengthen you in this and

 all things is the prayer of, dear sir,  
Your affectionate servant, 

John Wesley   
 
In that day, many disagreed with both Wesley and 

Wilberforce about their feelings about the evil slave trade. 
Evangelical Christians weren‟t happy with those who advocated 

slavery or many who went to church every Sunday as cultural 
Christians. Some felt that the duo carried things too far. Wesley‟s 
letter emphasized reliance on God as he warned Billy that all he 

did by himself might not achieve his goal. There would be setbacks 
and conquering it may be too difficult an effort. The elder pointed 

out that it would be a spiritual as well as cultural and political 
struggle. Also what was necessary was prayer, which William did 
every day. He read the Scriptures, even memorizing Psalm 119 in 

its entirety. 
He also had a great support system of Christian sisters and 

brothers. He had the right community that was needed. Called the 
Clapham Circle, it was named because the majority of the 
members lived in that London suburb. Many who were challenged 

for their religious beliefs made up the group, also called the 
Clapham Saints or the Clapham Sect. Many in the great society in 

England thought that William and the Clapham people‟s view of 
ending slavery and aiding the poor were embarrassing. The creator 
of the Clapham Circle was Wilberforce‟s friend, John Thornton. 

His wealth enabled him to purchase a large twelve-bedroom 
Clapham home for the community.  John later expanded the place, 

even buying houses nearby. He didn‟t let his money interfere with 
just causes. 

In 1807, after almost two decades trying, Wilberforce saw 

that his work wasn‟t in vain as the slave trade was abolished. It 
took a few more years but just before he died in 1833, slavery was 
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outlawed. A few countries followed suit, including the United 
Sates, which abolished the slave trade in 1808. Unfortunately 

slavery there and all its cruelty and injustice didn‟t really end with 
the end of the Civil War. William continued with efforts on the 

Reformation of Manners and when he died on July 29, 1833, 
morals and manners had improved, leading the way to more 
changes as time passed.  

William‟s life has been memorialized in a Westminster 
Abbey statue and the Wilberforce Monument in Hull. The first 

slavery museum in Great Britain opened in 1903 in Hull at 
Wilberforce House. Also named after him is the Wilberforce 
Memorial School for the Blind in York. The University of Hull 

created the Wilberforce Institute for the Study of Slavery and 
Emancipation near the place of his birth, and the black college, 

Wilberforce University in Ohio, opened in 1856. Since 2007, the 
Freedom Festival has been held in Hull in his honor. Released that 
same year is a movie about his life, Amazing Grace on the 200th 

anniversary of the abolition. 
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3. Thérèse, Muhammad and Benjamin 
 

Thérèse Martin 
 

In 1843, Louis Martin was twenty when he decided to enter 
the religious life. He journeyed to the home of the monks at St. 

Bernard, but when asked if he had gotten through all his Latin 
examinations, he answered no. The Prior told him to go and pass 
those tests before returning. Louis was disappointed and knew he 

wouldn‟t become a monk. A short time after that, Azélie-Marie 
Zelie Guerin went with her mother to be admitted to the convent of 

the Sisters of St. Vincent de Paul. The Mother Superior told her 
that she wasn‟t suited for her mission and that God had something 
else in mind for her. 

Louis and Marie met, had a brief courtship and were wed in 
the Church of Our Lady in Alencon on July 13, 1858. They 

produced nine offspring, but four died in infancy. Those who lived 
were all girls: Louise, Pauline, Leonie, Celine and Thérèse. Marie 
Françoise Thérèse Martin was born on January 2, 1873. Marie 

couldn‟t nurse her so she went to see a woman who could. On her 
return home, she found Thérèse cold and thought it was too late to 

revive her. Marie prayed to St. Joseph and soon discovered that the 
baby was recovering. It didn‟t last and Marie accepted the fate that 
her daughter would die. She was resigned but then saw that 

Thérèse was smiling at her. 
The Martins had a good life, with Louis being a goldsmith 

and his wife having a thriving lace business. Marie‟s work was so 

successful that Louis abandoned his work to help her. Being quite 
religious, the Martin shop was closed on Sundays and feast days, 

despite an idea from others that would keep the business going on 
the weekend since Sunday could be quite profitable – sort of a 
Catholic loophole. The idea was to keep the front door barred but 

have the side one open for sales. But Louis and his wife would 
never do that. The couple attended Mass not only on the weekend, 

but each morning. They encouraged the girls to read the Lives of 
the Saints in addition to morning and night prayers.  

 Azélie-Marie died when Thérèse was four. She was deeply 

affected by the death of her mother. The day after, Celine turned to 
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Marie-Louise and said, Well, you’ll be my mother now. Thérèse 
offered, and Pauline will be my mother. The family moved to 

Lisieux, where their aunt cared for the children, with Pauline 
charged with the religious raising of the sisters. One day after 

running in the sun, Thérèse mentioned to Pauline that she was 
extremely thirsty to which the latter asked, would you give up a 
drink to save a poor sinner? Thérèse replied in the affirmative. 

Pauline fetched a fresh glass of water and said, drink. You made 
the sacrifice and that counts. Pauline explained that Thérèse‟s 

reply indicated her consent to the sacrifice and that Pauline‟s 
command to drink was a request for obedience, another virtue.  

Pauline was a guiding inspiration for Thérèse, who 

prospered in goodness. Pauline convinced her younger sister that 
only God was important in life. Those who saw Thérèse offered, 

she scarcely looks as if she were of this earth. One individual who 
saw her in church staring at the Blessed Sacrament said: I wouldn’t 
be surprised if that child dies young. But if she doesn’t, mark my 

words, she will be a saint! Because Thérèse meditated so often, 
Pauline found her sister to be too serious, missing out on play, 

games and other pleasures of life.     
However, Louis and Thérèse truly appreciated nature, 

God‟s gift. They watched but also listened to its sounds: the birds, 

trees rustling and the bees as they pollinated flowers. A starry night 
entranced Thérèse as she saw her name scribed in the stars. It was 

the letter T in the constellation of Orion. She grasped something 
beyond her vision, which she just couldn‟t express in words.  

One summer afternoon when she was seven and her father 

was away, she looked outside and called out, Papa, Papa!  Her 
sisters came to her and inquired why she was calling him. She 

answered that she had spotted him coming towards her. He was 
bent over and appeared to be old, but his face was covered so she 
really couldn‟t see him. He moved back and then disappeared. Her 

sisters thought it might have been a prank pulled by the nurse, but 
she denied doing it and said she hadn‟t seen anyone in the garden. 

It was a vision that couldn‟t be explained that day but would be in 
the future. 

Thérèse wanted to join the Carmelites as a teenager, but 

many were opposed to her doing so. Though appointed guardian, 
Mr. Guerin, her Uncle, thought it folly for someone her age joining 
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the order. Later, when she went to see him, she was surprised when 
he welcomed her idea, saying, I prayed to Our Lord to change my 

heart and make me see your point of view and He did so. Next she 
had to convince the people of the order. They wouldn‟t agree to it 

because she was so young. She then proceeded to talk to priests 
and bishops – some supported her and others didn‟t. She even saw 
the pope but he just assured her that if God willed it, she would 

enter the order. 
She was to enter after she turned fifteen, but even then, 

there was a delay. The agreement was that she would be allowed 
into the order after Easter for various reasons. When the time 
finally came, Monsignor Delatroette spoke to the religious 

community about her joining the Carmelites and mentioned that it 
was against his wishes that she should enter the cloister. The 

putdown was completely ignored by Thérèse, but through her stay 
in there, she would hear other not so kind words and receive less 
than considerate treatment by many of the sisters. In each case, she 

made difficult sacrifices, saying nothing.  
Once she was where she had desired to be for years, the ill 

treatment by the sisters continued. Some were very considerate and 
kind to her, while others weren‟t. One reason was because of her 
age. Nonetheless, no Carmelite should have displayed such 

reprehensive behavior to anyone, let alone Thérèse. She obeyed 
and forgot about the behavior of the others. These were situations 

that were quite baffling to anyone. She was asked to take care of 
the garden each day, so she obeyed. On witnessing what Thérèse 
did outside, Mother Prioress said, what can we do with such a 

child, who is sent for a walk every day in the garden? Mother 
Prioress humiliated her often, discovering fault with whatever she 

did. 
After six months as a postulant – a very satisfactory one – 

Monsignor needed further proof. Her time was extended by 

another few months. Her next period should have been another 
year, but it became almost two. Her profession was put off but she 

accepted the delay and placed everything in the hands of God. On 
September 8, 1890, she pronounced her vows. Two weeks later 
when her family could be present, the taking of the veil was 

scheduled.  
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She always had health issues and many times when she was 
suffering she dedicated herself to taking care of the other Sisters 

who were in need, not concerned for herself. Besides her work in 
the garden, she was given many tasks: sweeping the refectory; 

filling the water decanters; a job as third purser; painting the 
tabernacle fresco; linen cupboard duties; work in the dormitories; 
assistant to the Mother Sub-Prioress. 

Her illness had to be affected by the way many treated her, 
even though it seemed not to bother her. This was the mental 

aspect, but there were also the physical ones. Many of the sisters 
slept in cold rooms with few blankets to stay warm during the 
night. What they would do was warm up before the fireplace 

sufficiently so that their evening would be bearable. This Thérèse 
did, but it was a long distance to her room. As a result, she endured 

many cold nights, which did not help her health.  
She died on September 30, 1897 of tuberculosis. Even 

though she was 24, many thought that she was a child of no more 

than fourteen. Before her passing, a flock of birds sat on a tree near 
her window and sang. At the moment of her death, they ceased 

singing. After her death, many of her prayers were answered, 
including numerous conversions. Some were done by her brothers, 
whose subjects brought the faith to others. People declared Thérèse 

a wonder-worker as her intercession cured both bodies and souls. 
Her efforts resulted in vocations and extraordinary blessings for 

those in the religious life.  
Thérèse was beatified in 1923 and canonized two years 

later. With Francis Xavier, she was declared a co-patron of 

missions in 1927. Pope John Paul II named her the 33rd Doctor of 
the Church in October 1997. She was the youngest and the third 

woman to be named. She is known as St. Thérèse of Lisieux and 
St. Thérèse of the Child Jesus. She was declared the patron of all 
missionaries and missions. 

Laying on her deathbed, Thérèse told the Carmelites that 
her body wouldn‟t be found to be corrupt. In September 1910, 

when her body was exhumed, all that was revealed were her bones. 
However, a palm placed inside her coffin was green, just as it had 
been on the day of burial, and the aroma of roses filled the air.     

In the early 1900s, Anne, a seminarian from Lisieux 
suffered from tubercular hemorrhaging. Having a high fever, 
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doctors didn‟t give him long to live. A relic of St. Thérèse was put 
around his neck with a novena in order to affect a cure. His 

condition deteriorated even further. One night his caretaker asked 
him to offer up the sacrifice of his life, but he had complete trust 

that St. Thérèse would save him. He soon sat up and his pain, 
shortness of breath and fever were gone. When the doctors 
checked his lungs, they found no trace of the disease and called his 

recovery a supernatural intervention.  
During World War I, many soldiers saw a vision of St. 

Thérèse in the trenches and on the fields. She was Angel, sister and 
mother of the Germans, Italians, French and English. With her 
presence, each country turned to her, forgetting hatred of the 

enemy, as she brought comfort, courage and led many souls to 
God. One soldier heading onto the front line said, oh! Sister 

Thérèse of the Child Jesus, protect me as a mother would, for my 
mother isn’t here! The French made her their Guardian Angel and 
planes were named after her. An aviator scribed, I am in despair as 

I have lost my relic of Sister Thérèse. Many soldiers sent letters 
asking for her beatification. 

Sister Louis, a nun from the Congregation of the Daughters 
of the Cross, had suffered from an ulcer beginning in 1912. Three 
years later she received the last rites, praying to St. Thérèse only 

for a happy death. Sister Louis didn‟t perish. Instead she lived and 
on the floor near her bed could be found rose petals of all colors. 

On December 22, 1916, she woke up, completely well again. 
There were other miracles brought about because of the 

intercession of St. Thérèse. A woman prayed for her husband who 

had left the church after thirty years and she witnessed him 
receiving the Sacraments again. Wounded in battle, a soldier was 

able to walk. An incurable disease had descended upon a woman in 
Paris, but she was cured of it. Unable to use his right arm, even 
after many operations, a workingman returned to work and used 

the arm. A blind woman‟s sight was restored. The first thing she 
saw was the relic of St. Thérèse. 

As far as Thérèse‟s vision of the bent over man, it was 
indeed that of her dad. Louis would journey to parts of Europe in 
1885. He visited Germany, Greece, Austria and Italy, taking in all 

the sights. He was greatly impressed. A couple years before, he 
had been struck with paralysis, but somehow he was cured. Later 
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he had a few strokes and was completely paralyzed. That is whom 
Thérèse had seen in the garden. Her life was extremely short and 

she suffered greatly, but she was an inspiration to many. Also 
known as the Little Flower, her feast day is on October 1st. There 

are numerous books about her including the 1981 offering by 
Sister Jesualda of the Holy Spirit, St. Thérèse The Little 
Flower and Story of a Soul: The Autobiography Of St. Thérèse Of 

Lisieux.   
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Muhammad Ali 
 

He was born in Louisville, Kentucky, on January 17, 1942, 
to Cassius Marcellus Clay and Odessa Lee Grady. His father was a 

sign painter and named after a politician and abolitionist. His 
mother was a household domestic. Born as Cassius Marcellus 

Clay, Jr., the name change would come later, as would Rudolph or 
Rudy, his younger brother, His parents knew he would be 
something special when he was born was boxing gloves and 

wouldn‟t fit in the car to be brought home. I just wanted to see if 
you were paying attention. However, it is true that at the age of 

three, he wouldn‟t fit in his crib. He had to be in a regular bed.  
A story goes around that when the older son and his parents 

departed a bus and headed to their new home, Ali climbed an apple 

tree. Some man admonished him to get down before he broke a 
leg. Ali followed his orders and ran back through the house with 

no furniture in it. Even at a very young age, this was one creative 
individual. 

The Clays weren‟t the wealthiest of families, but were rich 

with friends and good health.  Ali never had to work as his dad was 
a very successful sign painter, buying his first home at twenty-

three. Cassius, Sr. always had work and was his own boss, but he 
was a womanizer. Ali relates the story of the time when he was a 
young lad that his father hopped on a bus. Ali wondered why he 

did this since his dad owned a car, which he had just left. He was 
on the vehicle for less than a mile when he got off it. When Ali 
asked him about his actions, his dad said, I just wanted this girl’s 

phone number. Maybe he figured she wanted him to paint some 
signs. 

Cassius, Sr. was a talker, even outtalking his son – if you 
can imagine that. When Ali joined the Black Muslims, he 
acknowledged that there was no pressure for his dad to join, too. 

Ali is not known to drink, smoke or chase women, but Clay‟s 
father didn‟t have those restrictions, nor did he desire to have 

them. Nonetheless, Ali‟s dad and Odessa always paid with cash, 
never on credit.  

Rumor has it that Ali‟s mother was the daughter of a 

colored woman and a fellow from County Claire in Ireland named 
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O‟Grady. Hence Ali is predominantly of African American 
descent, but possessing some English and Irish ancestry. His mom 

was a stay-at-home person who loved to cook and make draperies. 
She loved her boys and raised them well, allowing no cursing and 

having them behave like gentlemen. She marched them off to 
church every Sunday. 

Cassius began to box since he figured it was the quickest 

way for a black person to succeed in America. He won his first 
amateur fight at twelve and a year later was on television doing the 

same. He gathered a big fo1lowing in Louisville by going around 
bragging that he would beat someone up and they could watch him 
on TV. He was challenged in the classroom with his studies and he 

knew this limited his making it as a football or basketball player.  
His grades at Virginia Avenue Grade School and Central 

High dipped while his ability as a boxer improved. He had the 
talent, great reflexes and a mind that could win bouts. His training 
discipline was a plus and his desire was to be the best. His 

bragging had a triple purpose: he wanted to bring in fans; it gave 
him confidence; it might psych out his opponents. Ali was always 

looking for answers that would make him a better fighter. He was a 
student of boxing who read books on it and gathered as much 
information on the sport as he could. 

In 1958, he won the light heavyweight crown in the 
Louisville Golden Gloves. In the Tournament of Champions in 

Chicago that followed, he lost to Tony Madigan, his first defeat. 
The following year in Toledo, he was winner in the same class of 
the National A. A. U. His words were, here is the prettiest 

middleweight in the world. It was the start of his run in the ring as 
well as another run. Ali lost to a Marine named Johnson in the Pan 

American Games in Chicago but his promoter Joe Martin thought 
he should stay an amateur and box in the Olympics in Rome in 
1960. 

He won a gold medal in the 1960 Olympics and continued 
winning championships afterwards as a professional. I was never a 

big fan of boxing, so I only read about his victories. Heavyweight 
champion in 1964, he changed his name from Cassius Clay to 
Muhammad Ali, becoming a Black Muslim. Uncle Sam called 

three years later, but the champ refused. He did it on the grounds 
that he had no beef with the Vietnamese people and had no 
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intention of killing people in a foreign land. In his biography, he 
mentions never intending to hurt anyone. Ali was arrested for draft 

evasion and found guilty of draft evasion charges. He was stripped 
of his boxing title. He wasn‟t fighting for four years when on June 

28, 1971, the New York Daily News featured this headline: 
 

ALI WINS DECISION 

Court votes 8 – 0 to Kayo Draft Rap 
 

You can read about his great comeback as well as more 
description on his matches in numerous books, including Sting 
Like A Bee: The Muhammad Ali Story, the 1971 book by José 

Torres, another boxer, as well as Ali‟s 2004 biography, The Soul 
Of A Butterfly: Reflections On Life’s Journey. Torres‟ book delves 

into all the intricacies of being in the ring of battle, giving great 
insight into the boxing world, even if you‟re not a fan. Was Ali the 
greatest as he says? No doubt, he was quite an individual and one 

of the best. There weren‟t too many promoters who surpassed him. 
He did many things on the canvas that no one else has done. Others 

did some things better than he did – such as a more explosive 
punch – but there were so many maneuvers of his that no one 
matched. His record as both amateur and professional speaks 

loudly, not unlike his ranting before a bout. However, when he said 
he would win in the sixth round, many times he did – although not 

always.  
His autobiography gives us a glance into his life as a boxer 

as well as life with his family. He was married four times and is 

the father of two sons and seven daughters. He loves his children 
and they love him, but it was difficult being a good dad with so 

much travel and training. He married his long-time friend Yolanda 
Lonnie Williams on November 19, 1986. They adopted Asaad 
Amin when he was five months old. Ali and Lonnie, who was a 

convert to Islam in her twenties, reside in Scottsville, Arizona.  
He has to be included in the list of the greatest fighters 

ever. His skills were exemplary but the values he possesses as well 
as his stand against social injustice and war gives him status as a 
true hero. Sports Illustrated called Ali the Sportsman of the 

Century and the BBC crowned him Sports Personality of the 
century. 
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Benjamin Montgomery 

 
In the nineteenth century, philanthropist Robert Owen 

envisioned a community of families living on about 1,000 acres of 

land, all working together for a common purpose. They would 
grow their own fruits and vegetables as well as maintain their 

homes and learn what was necessary to sustain life. No one would 
be discriminated against based on race, creed or color. Owen began 
his project in 1826 in Indiana at New Harmony. Unfortunately, it 

fell apart after two years, mostly because some of the participants 
were lazy misfits and irresponsible.  

Joseph Emory Davis was aware of the New Harmony 
failure but felt with a few changes, he could make it work. Davis 
was a retired lawyer who became a very successful planter. By 

1850, Davis created a plantation in Mississippi at Hurricane, just 
south of Vicksburg near the New Orleans border. The place was 

called Davis Bend and it couldn‟t compare to the other cotton 
farms in the South as it treated the workers with dignity. They 
were fed, educated, properly housed and more accurately called 

servants, even though employer and employees made up a 
community of equals. 

One of the people there was the slave Benjamin Thornton 
Montgomery, who was born in 1819 and hailed from Virginia. 
Davis encouraged Ben to be the best and Montgomery appreciated 

the concern and soon was a leader, mastering writing as well as 
reading. Years before, Montgomery was sold to a trader from a 
plantation in Mississippi, with Ben winding up at Joseph‟s farm. 

Not pleased with this life, the slave escaped, but Davis found him 
and convinced him to return, based on mutual confidence and 

understanding. Ben took advantage of the books in the Davis 
library and studied architecture and became a mechanic, which 
greatly benefited the plantation.  He invented a boat propeller and 

tried to patent it, but was denied because he was black. When 
Davis applied for the patent, he too was denied it since the office 

realized who had originated the invention.  
Montgomery married Mary Lewis in December 1840 and 

by 1851, the couple had five children, though Benjamin Osmond, 

the second son, died before reaching the age of three. Besides 
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being a leather tanner, Ben also ran a dry goods store. He was a 
jack-of-all-trades who mastered them all. He was Davis‟s agent 

and business manager of nearby Brierfield as well as Hurricane. 
Isaiah was the youngest son, with brother Thornton and daughters, 

Virginia and Rebecca. The children were educated through the 
instruction of their parents. At times, a few white children were 
also students. This school integration ended when the practice 

became known in the area. Because of Joseph‟s concern for the 
Montgomerys, they had few ideas of what a slave truly was. 

Further proof was established because apparently neither Brierfield 
nor Hurricane witnessed any runaways. Both places displayed no 
clues that there was discontent among the workers, who had great 

respect for Davis and his family. Joseph saw the slaves as equals 
and addressed them not by nicknames, but by their full names.  

Joseph despised the peculiar institution but realized that he 
couldn‟t free the African Americans on the plantation because of 
what might happen to them. The color of one‟s skin shouldn‟t 

matter. As the following decades proved, his belief was confirmed. 
Davis‟s brother was Jefferson, who felt completely different about 

blacks. He accepted the program that Joseph instituted but felt 
whites were superior to the Negro. He would eventually become 
the president of the Confederacy. Sadly, in the middle of the 

nineteenth century, the Davis servants could never be considered 
truly free. They had many fears, including their fate after Joseph 

died. They dreaded being sent to another plantation under any 
circumstance. 

Joseph‟s plantation suffered a great setback with the outset 

of the Civil War in 1961. Ben and his family moved to Cincinnati 
to escape the conflict. Davis moved east to Tuscaloosa, Alabama, 

with his family and a few of his workers. Confederates looted the 
farm and burned the residence of Joseph and his family. Only the 
library, which was separate from the main building, wasn‟t 

destroyed. In February 1865, Thornton was back at Hurricane, 
reopening the Montgomery store. Before long, Ben, Mary and the 

others returned home to Mississippi. Ben managed the store and 
plantation. In July, he originated the idea of leasing and operating a 
cotton gin. The rates that E. S. Bedford charged for ginning 

bordered on thievery, much to Ben‟s disapproval. Samuel Thomas, 
Assistant commissioner of the Freedman‟s Bureau denied Ben‟s 



 

51 

 

request. He came up with excuses and lies so that Bedford could 
keep his position. There may have been some payola involved in 

Thomas‟s decision, probably racism, too. Thomas also thought that 
Montgomery was a cunning opportunist who would benefit but not 

share the profits with others. 
He didn‟t realize that Ben, who had experience and was a 

successful businessman, was not one to give up easily. He had the 

best ally when Davis returned to Hurricane in the fall of 1865 and 
joined in the gin struggle. It was soon discovered that much of 

what Thomas said about the gin was an exaggeration, including the 
cost of its maintenance over the past few months. Joseph wrote to 
President Andrew Johnson and the Vicksburg Journal about the 

matter. One reply from Thomas offered that Ben didn‟t have the 
credentials to succeed in the ginning process. The fighting went 

back and forth with Davis defending Ben. More surprising than the 
way Thomas treated Montgomery was how Ben responded. Any 
other black doing the same would have wound up as a strange fruit 

growing on a Southern tree, which Billie Holiday would sing about 
more than a half-century later. In April 1866, Commissioner O. O. 

Howard relieved Thomas of his duties.  
That same year, Joseph sold the farm and its property to 

Montgomery for $300,000. It was a ten-year loan with payments of 

interest due every year, even if no amount was credited toward the 
payment of the principal. At the time, this transaction was illegal 

because blacks were prohibited from property ownership, but 
Davis made it appear to be nothing more than a rental, which in a 
way it was. Through the years, Davis Bend had been quite 

successful. With Thomas banished, Captain A. W. Preston reported 
that the plantation at Davis Bend had better crops and more 

suitable housing. The workers were energetic, inspired, productive 
and contented. Nonetheless, in the first year of the new lease, 
challenges abounded. The land being so near the Mississippi River 

meant levee protection was imperative. Ben‟s embankments may 
have been fine, but levees of the neighbors needed much work. 

Montgomery even assisted in flood protection efforts of the others, 
but the mighty river didn‟t cooperate. Water on the farms harmed 
all the crops and then came the armyworms, only making matters 

worse, destroying most of the crop. Fortunately, Davis was lenient 
regarding payments on the loan. 
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The first years were tough but eventually, matters improved 
and the interest was paid. Schools were self-supporting and they 

educated the children in the area even though a session was only 
four months. This was because of the need for workers in the 

cotton season. The enterprise succeeded and Montgomery bought 
more land and expanded. He did so not because he was a heartless 
capitalist – he did have to pay back the loan, though – but because 

he wanted to give more opportunities to those in need. All of Ben‟s 
family contributed to the effort, even Mary‟s brother, William 

Lewis, and Benjamin Green, his nephew. Virginia and Rebecca 
had duties in the store and other relatives were on duty during the 
busy holiday season.  

Both Virginia and Rebecca made their own clothes and 
played the piano. They had gardens, picked cotton, did some 

fishing together and returned with a few fish. In 1872, they entered 
Oberlin College in Ohio, which was only eight percent black. They 
were there for two years. Like their brothers, the daughters were 

ambitious, industrious and contributed immensely to the farm.  
Indeed Rebecca and Virginia were women ahead of their time. 

Just as the Davis enterprise was disrupted by the Civil War,    
hard times beseeched Montgomery and his workers. The necessary 
expansion and huge loan were problems, but so was the ever-

present political and social atmosphere. There were small disputes 
at Davis Bend, but most were settled amiably. Many payments on 

the debt were forgiven, but nowhere near enough. Ben had 
amassed an overwhelming amount of credit and it contributed as 
well. At the end of 1874, a wall collapsed on him. He suffered a 

broken rib as well as an injury to his hip and spinal chord. A bit 
over a year later, the loan was due, all of it, as not a single dollar 

had been paid on the principal.  Ben‟s health improved somewhat 
but all these troubles resulted in his death on May 12, 1877. He 
was only 57. Montgomery never lived to see his dream fulfilled.  

In less than a decade, very few traces of the Montgomery 
project were left. Thornton tried a venture in Fargo in the Dakotas. 

Having some success, in 1884 the Fargo Daily Argo reported that 
Thornton was a most worthy man. He was asked to be a 
representative of the area in New Orleans at the World‟s 

Exposition. A few years later, a black newspaper in Minneapolis-
St. Paul described him as the largest colored farmer in the 
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Northwest. Despite the adulation, he wasn‟t crazy about the brutal 
winters there. Eventually he returned to Mississippi. Isaiah had 

another idea. The mighty Mississippi may have had commercial 
advantages, but floods would always be a threat. Using railroads 

was a better idea. Mound Bayou was along the Louisville, New 
Orleans and Texas Railroad. Isaiah with his cousin, Ben Green, 
used all that his father taught him along with his own ideas to 

make this community succeed. It‟s possible that those who came to 
the new community called Montgomery the black Moses who had 

led them through the wilderness to this place. His inspirational 
speech may have contributed to this feeling.  

Now, the workers had an advantage that would also benefit 

the plantation. They began as owners of about 40 acres of land.   
Soon all the plots would cover 700 acres. Besides clearing the land 

for farming, other needs created more work as well as great 
opportunity. A sawmill was established and some of the workers 
created railroad ties. This then became a business with a new cash 

flow. Other similar jobs boosted the community. The nearby forest 
provided deer and other game for black hunters. The inhabitants 

survived the initial three years earning almost $9,000 from the sale 
of timber besides producing corn and cotton. A post office was set 
up in the Montgomery home. Another room of the abode was 

created as a school, in which Virginia taught.  
By 1907, two decades after Mound Bayou began, the 

community consisted of 4,000 blacks in 800 families on 30,000 
acres. Each year 3,000 bales of cotton were produced resulting in 
an annual income of $600,000 for all the businesses. The sawmill 

and gin were still functioning. Thornton was a part of Mound 
Bayou and died in 1909. Isaiah and his wife, Martha Robb, 

celebrated their 50th wedding anniversary on May 11, 1921. 
Known to people in town as Miss Mat, she died in late summer of 
1923. Montgomery only survived a few months after that, dying in 

March 1924, a few days before he was to turn 77. He left without a 
supervisor for Mound Bayou as none of the male children 

survived. 
All three efforts – by Joseph, Ben and Thornton – may not 

have been perfect, but they illustrated what a community could 

accomplish. Problems were solved, people worked together and 
shared in the profits. Whites and blacks coexisted despite the 
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peculiar institution and all its injustice. Education was provided 
along with work ethics and opportunities. This was a great instance 

of black achievement, inspiring others to rise up and succeed. Ben, 
Thornton and Isaiah had really accomplished their goal of 

community by the time they died. By 1940, Mound Bayou was a 
reflection of what Davis Bend had turned into in the late nineteenth 
century. You can read about them in The Pursuit Of A Dream, the 

1981 book by Janet Sharp Hermann. 



 

55 

 

4. John, Aldo and Daisy 
 

John Wesley Powell 
 

John Wesley Powell was born to Joseph Powell and Mary 
Dean Powell on March 24, 1834, in Mount Morris, New York, a 

town about 40 miles south of Rochester. Mary and Joseph, not the 
carpenter but the farmer, Methodist exhorter and tailor, emigrated 
from England a few years before. Moving seemed to be part of 

their lives, going to Ohio in 1938, then Wisconsin eight years after 
that. They found their way to Illinois in 1851. In each location 

John Wesley was educated in an unconventional way, being home 
schooled and learning from neighbors. He relied on self-education, 
especially in natural history. Because of the need to work in the 

fields, he left school before he turned thirteen but managed to be in 
the classroom at some of the colleges in Illinois.  

John loved the outdoors, spending time exploring plants, 
minerals and animals. He traveled long distances away from home, 
taking to the rivers and making it to New Orleans on the mighty 

Mississippi. As he matured, he considered teaching or farming. In 
his mid twenties, he was teaching in Hennipen, Illinois, and 

became secretary of the Illinois State Natural Historical Society. 
He also took note of a cousin, Emma Dean. 

In 1861, despite being an abolitionist, he enlisted in the 

service to fight for the Union. He began exploring aspects of war, 
including defenses against the South. He soon came to know 
General Ulysses S. Grant. He was granted leave in late 1861 and 

married Emma in Detroit on November 28. He probably returned 
to Cape Girardeau without a honeymoon. In the ferocious Battle of 

Shiloh, a musket shot struck his arm, but he barely noticed it. 
Union soldiers put him on a boat headed to Savannah, Tennessee. 
There he received medical attention and a few days later, his right 

arm was amputated. His recovery was painful, but he only rested a 
few months and returned to the war. With the Confederacy just 

about beaten, he departed from the army in early 1865.  
Powell started teaching at both Illinois Wesleyan 

University and Illinois State Normal University. Even during the 

war, he took note of the surrounding plants and fossils. He 
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continued this endeavor while teaching, accepting a $500 grant to 
obtain collections of minerals, flora and fauna in the Rocky 

Mountains for the Illinois Museum of Natural History. This 
venture in the summer of 1867 included climbing Pike‟s Peak and 

Long‟s Peak the next year. His interest in formal teaching waned. 
He, Emma and a few others, set up a camp west of the Continental 
Divide on the White River. They explored the Colorado River 

system and nearby canyons while John considered a descent of 
these rivers the following year.  

In May 1869, the 900-mile journey began. It was an epic 
adventure that began with Powell taking notes on the excursion 
and later writing about it. More than a half-century earlier, the 

Lewis and Clark expedition began exploring the newly acquired 
Louisiana Territory, which was much longer than Powell‟s trip.  

I‟m not sure which of the two was more frustrating, treacherous, 
challenging and painful, both physical and mental. John Colton 
Sumner said that cavalry charges were a walk in the park next to 

challenging the Colorado River. I‟m happy that I wasn‟t on either 
trip. 

The crew on the Colorado River jaunt was challenged by 
numerous waterfalls and rapids and forced to portage many times. 
They would just make it past a dangerous cataract or rapids when 

before long they heard the rushing water and had to face another 
challenge. After a while their night shelter was so ravaged that it 

provided small comfort from the cold and rain. Ten men started 
out, most experienced outdoorsmen and all but two veterans of the 
Civil War. Before reaching the end of the adventure, Frank 

Goodman left after a few weeks and survived his exit while 
William H. Dunn and the Howland brothers, Oramel and Seneca, 

departed at Separation Canyon. They weren‟t so fortunate, 
murdered either by Mormons or Native Americans, most likely the 
latter. On August 13, 1869, John Colton Sumner, George Young 

Bradley, Andy Hall, Billy Hawkins, the one-armed leader and his 
brother, Walter Henry Powell, completed the trip, arriving near 

Moab, Utah.  
Just as John Wesley rejoining the war effort, the challenges 

of the trip didn‟t stand in his way. He climbed mountains and was 

in danger, including an incident near Echo Rock. It involved long 
underwear. Powell was carrying a barometer and needed another 
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hand. Bradley came to the rescue and searched for a stick or tree 
limb. George himself could have been in trouble because he was 

above the group leader, so he took off his drawers and lowered 
them down to John, who was soon at the top of the cliff.  

The 1869 expedition wasn‟t his first and wouldn‟t be his 
last. Each outing had the goal of discovering plants, animals and 
minerals to achieve a better understanding of the country, 

especially what harm forestry, farming and mining could do. 
Traveling on land and water, Powell realized that the West had 

various degrees of rainfall and needed different practices than back 
east. As anyone traveled from the Atlantic to the Pacific, the land 
was humid, sub humid, arid and then humid once more. Some dry 

areas would benefit from irrigation and thus produce crops. The 
mountains and valleys brought other problems. Farming, mining 

and raising livestock all required water, but many considerations 
were necessary so that each of the three could be done. John 
Wesley wrote about possible solutions.  

As if his journeys didn‟t keep him busy enough, he became 
the second director of the United States Geological Survey (USGS) 

from 1884-1894. At the Smithsonian Institution, he was the Bureau 
of Ethnology‟s director. John Wesley authored a few books, 
including Report On The Lands Of The Arid Region. In 1954, Utah 

native Bernard DeVoto lavished great praise, calling it remarkable. 
He said: 

 
It is a scientific prophecy and it has been fulfilled. 
Unhappily the experimental proof has consisted of human 

and social failure and the destruction of land. If we could 
have acted on it in full, incalculable loss would have been 

prevented and the United States would be healthier and 
wealthier than it is. We did not even make an effective 
effort to act on it until 1902. . . . We are still far short of 

catching up with it.  
 

Powell cared greatly about Native Americans, placing 
himself in their moccasins. However, he still felt superior to them 
and erroneously felt that ridding the nation of Native Americans 

would alleviate forest fires, feeling that they caused them. Maybe 
as he grew older, that attitude changed. To accomplish what he did 
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with a missing limb is nothing short of courageous. John Wesley 
was bossy on journeys, but others came to him because of his 

charisma. So he wasn‟t perfect. He thought that planting trees 
wouldn‟t increase rainfall that much and may have been right. 

However even a small increase is significant and trees are a great 
benefit to the environment and its current concerns. Powell also 
was opposed to forest fires, but we know of the benefits of 

controlled burns, which have been shown to help the growth of 
plants, trees and shrubs.  

Some felt the Homestead Act was a great thing but not J. 
W. He considered it a hoax. It just drew people to the West without 
seeing the ecological concerns of the arid land. With the migration, 

problems only became worse. Not enough people listened to him. 
On many occasions he was booed, but all through his life, he never 

gave up. He wrote articles and letters to enlighten the citizenry, 
including the 1875 book, The Exploration Of The Colorado River 
And Its Canyons. He was human but most of the time he was right. 

Powell is a hero because of his understanding of the connection 
between the environment and the people on earth. Simply put, land 

had to be managed. The resources were to be used but not abused. 
John wanted them available for future generations. He was way 
ahead of his time. If only more of what he advocated had been 

done, the earth would be a better place today.  
On September 23, 1902, Powell died at home in Haven, 

Maine, due to cardiovascular complications at the age of 68. He 
was buried in Arlington National Cemetery. Named after or 
dedicated to him are: John Wesley Powell Middle School in 

Littleton, Colorado; in Grand Junction in Colorado, a Criminal 
Justice Services Department building; Lake Powell on the 

Colorado River; Powell Plateau in Grand Canyon National Park; 
John Wesley Powell Federal Building in Reston, Virginia. The 
John Wesley Powell Award is the highest award given to those 

outside the government by the USGS. 
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Aldo Leopold 
 

On January 11, 1887, Rand Aldo Leopold was born in 
Burlington, Iowa, at the home of his grandparents, Charles Opa 

Starker and Marie Runge Oma Starker. Charles was a lover of 
nature who helped design a park in town. A few years before, he 
and Marie bought a mansion in Prospect Hill bluff, but the grounds 

needed some work. With their children, Arthur and Clara, the 
couple added trees, plants and shrubs, transforming the property 

and calling it Lug-ins-land. The Burlington Hawkeye called their 
creation, birds’ paradise. Clara was an outdoors person who won 
ice skating trophies. Eventually she married Carl Leopold and a 

year later, their first child, Aldo, was born. On that occasion, a red 
oak was planted at Lug-ins-land, which the family translated as 

looking to the land. His siblings would arrive later: Marie Luize, 
Carl Starker and Frederic.  

Carl‟s father, also named Charles, was opposed to slavery 

and his home probably served as part of the Underground Railroad. 
There aren‟t many good things named Rand, and it wasn‟t long 

before that part of Aldo‟s name was abandoned. Actually, the 
change came about due to a falling out with Carl‟s business 
partner, C. W. Rand. Didn‟t I tell you? The Leopold family spent 

weekends picnicking on the lake or somewhere on the land. When 
winter arrived, sleighs replaced wagons and walks in the woods 

continued. They were nature hikes, with Carl the teacher and the 
children his enthusiastic pupils. He would open a log from a dead 
tree and point to the life still within. Aldo, Marie and Carl, Jr. 

would discover minks, muskrats and what animal had been 
scratching on the bark of a tree. Frederic wasn‟t on the earlier 

walks but would soon be. 
All four children loved the land and never asked, what shall 

I do now? Each had numerous projects, and you know who led the 

way. They all became amateur naturalists and Aldo was the most 
dedicated. Most of the time he was outdoors, climbing mountains 

and crossing rivers He looked for berries, rabbits, birds and 
flowers, accompanied by his Irish terrier, Spud. He may have been 
way ahead of his time in his dog naming. Leopold skinny dipped in 

creeks and hiked ten blocks to school, occasionally replacing that 
trip with a nature walk. He reasoned that school would still be in 
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session the next day. Playing hooky didn‟t affect his grades as he 
was still at the top of his elementary school class. Aldo could 

speak English even before he began school. He read Jack London 
and about Hiawatha and Daniel Boone. He gazed into Outlook, his 

father‟s hunting magazine, searching for wilderness survival hints.  
Carl brought him along on many of his outdoor trips, which 

the lad cherished. Aldo learned gun safety from his father, 

including, Never point a gun at anything you do not wish to kill. I 
would have added something about the Fifth Commandment with 

animal dispensations. Carl taught the boy to follow hunting laws 
and not to use heavy artillery. He should only kill animals that the 
family would consume, unlike what the U. S. Government had 

done to the buffalo. Species in danger of extinction should be 
allowed to live. Carl was a member of the Boone and Crockett 

Club, founded by Theodore Roosevelt and George Bird Grinnell. 
Like Teddy, Carl had a handlebar mustache, even though it wasn‟t 
required. 

Besides learning from his father, Aldo also benefited from 
Opa‟s experience. His grandfather taught him gardening, weeding, 

pruning, planting and artistic design. Leopold found out which 
plants benefited by being near others and which didn‟t do well. He 
learned quickly and carried pencil and paper to keep notes, 

wherever he journeyed. Observing birds, he kept track of how 
many he saw, spotting 39 species by the age of eleven. Two years 

later, he was deeply distressed when Opa died. The Burlington 
Democrat-Journal wrote of Charles, it is not probable that there 
was another man in this community who was so generally and 

cordially esteemed alike by all classes of people. It was soon after 
that Oma died. 

Aldo was headed to Burlington High School and because of 
overcrowding, chose the afternoon sessions. It gave him the 
mornings to roam the forests. Every so often, he engaged in the 

same practice he had done before. He‟d rather be outdoors, and his 
grades were fine, except for math. He relished reading and biology 

and dug into the journals on ornithology. His bird watching 
continued. One day before 4 a.m., his classmate, Edwin Hunger, 
who was delivering newspapers, spotted Leopold with his 

notebook and opera glasses and realized that Aldo was there to 
watch these exceptional flying creatures. Soon Hunger had a new 
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interest. Leopold recorded sightings, made some assumptions 
about bird behavior and then continued to observe in order to see if 

what he thought was right. 
The Leopolds usually vacationed at Les Cheneaux, a resort 

on Marquette Island. In 1903, they went west, visiting Rocky 
Mountain National Park. Leaving the rest of the family, Carl and 
Aldo headed on a packhorse trip for big-game hunting. They saw 

the geysers and bison and had a few misadventures. Father and son 
learned quickly where not to keep food, especially with hungry 

bears in the area. Snow arrived and sickness hit the guide, resulting 
in hard luck hunting. This first real taste of wilderness convinced 
the lad that there was no better possible vacation.    

Carl‟s furniture business was named The Leopold’s Desks, 
whose motto was Built on Honor to Endure. Aldo‟s dad‟s 

enterprise resulted when Carl bought out C. W. Rand‟s share of the 
business. When Carl saw that the forests were being depleted by 
the lumber industries in the Midwest, he knew the same 

desecration would occur out west. Unlike many fathers who want 
their sons to take over the business, Carl felt there was a better 

choice for Aldo. The forests needed an ally so they could be 
preserved not demolished. Aldo heard about the Yale School of 
Forestry, but realized that he‟d need an eastern boarding school 

education to be admitted. He transferred to the Lawrenceville 
School in New Jersey in his junior year, bolstered by a great 

recommendation from his former principal. He was almost 
seventeen, but soon was a student, studying diligently and writing 
letters to his family while avoiding partying and girls.  

His writing home – some 10,000 pages – covered a bundle 
of letters and became a big part of his later life. Once again, 

Leopold headed outdoors as much as possible. He still missed 
classes even though he wasn‟t sick. He caught up to the other 
students, except in geometry, which he failed. He was soon 

imprisoned, that is, kept indoors, but then he worked on an indoor 
garden, bringing the outdoors in. Aldo enrolled in as many nature 

courses as he could. He trapped in the woods and brought back to 
life fish in the school pond that appeared to be ready for the frying 
pan. In a speech contest, he presented the argument of 

preservation, insisting that destroying forests would result in 
overturning nature’s balance, and changes in climate will follow. 
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He gave the environmental disaster of Spain as a not so shining 
example.  

Knowing birds by their calls, his name was well known 
among bird watchers. He was picked as a judge by Princeton 

professors and a bird-watching club in their essay contest. He 
excelled at school surpassing some of his classmates. The math 
must have held him back. Getting through college entrance and 

final exams, he graduated in June 1905. Returning to Burlington 
for the summer, he continued his outdoor jaunts. Being there so 

much, he was given a new name, Adam, with Frederic saying of 
his brother, he did not think he was cut from the common cloth, 
and he wasn’t. 

Once in New Haven, Leopold entered the Sheffield 
Scientific School at Yale for courses in chemistry, physics, 

German, mechanical drawing and of course, geometry. He 
continued his running, observing, working out, attending special 
lectures and studying.  He read Emerson, Thoreau, C icero, Teddy 

Roosevelt, Longfellow and the Bible. He somehow got through 
Charles Darwin‟s Vegetable Mould And Earthworms. His trips to 

the woods decreased because it took longer to get there. After his 
second year, classes unrelated to management bored him. Peering 
at drops of mud under a microscope didn‟t interest him so he 

skipped sessions and partied. He was warned and then he got to 
work, ordered by Clara. He passed his final and graduated.  

Leopold entered the Yale Forest School that autumn. He 
still had problems in math class, which later led him to calculation 
errors in his work. Graduating with a master‟s degree, he took civil 

servant exams, which he passed. He then was off to work in the 
Southwest, where he wanted to be. His three tasks were to protect 

forest cover, assure that the supply of timber was available for 
industry and prevent unfair industrial competition in forest usage. 
It was on this assignment that Aldo and his crew shot and killed a 

mother wolf and her cubs. Years later he would question what had 
happened, with regret. 

Aldo‟s education had been formal, from his parents and 
grandparents, and his experience resulted from the same sources. 
He still was learning and would do so throughout the rest of his 

life. His next assignment was the Carson National Forest because 
of a woman, Estella Bergere, whose family was 30 miles away. He 
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married the teacher despite the fact that she was engaged to the 
handsome H. B. Jamie Jamison. She chose the better man, as time 

would tell. Estella and Aldo set up residence close to the Rio 
Grande Valley and were very devoted to each other.  

Caught in a snowstorm, Leopold was overcome by the wet 
and cold for a few days. His knees became inflamed and he was 
diagnosed with rheumatism, which he shrugged off. He was near 

death as his kidneys failed. His assistant, R. E. Marsh deserves 
credit for seeing the problem and doing something. Given sweating 

pills, it took months but Leopold recovered from nephritis, also 
known as Bright‟s disease. While away from the forest, he wrote 
about its preservation in a Carson Pine Cone article, insisting that 

when it came to the consideration of recreation, timber, game and 
farming, all work should be valued according to THE EFFECT 

ON THE FOREST. There was joy in Santa Fe and Burlington when 
Estella gave birth to Aldo Starker Leopold on October 22, 1913.  

Resting after his experience, he soon had a desk job with 

the Office of Grazing in Albuquerque, starting there in October 
1914. He realized protection of wildlife required cooperation and 

action by the Forest Service, pressure from anglers and hunters as 
well as the public. Laws didn‟t mean a thing if they weren‟t 
followed and enforced. In 1911, hunters were leading the way with 

the organization that would become the American Game Protective 
Association (AGPA). On October 8, 1915, Estelle and Aldo 

welcomed their second son, Luna Bergere Leopold. A year later, 
Aldo was visited by more nephritis. He was better in the coming 
year and Theodore Roosevelt wrote commending him on his 

writing in the Pine Cone and work with the Albuquerque Game 
Protective Association, calling Leopold an American inspiration. 

In July, he was given the Gold Medal from the Permanent Wild 
Life Protection Fund. 

In the summer, Adelina, his first daughter was born He had 

better health and he resumed hunting. In Albuquerque, Aldo got 
more involved in the city with a quarterly bulletin, Forward 

Albuquerque. You could compare his efforts in the area with what 
Grandfather Starker did in Burlington, encouraging participation of 
citizens, promoting the arts and creation of parks. He had done 

great things wherever he lived and was promoted to District 3‟s 
Assistant Forester of Operations. To those who insisted that the 



 

64 

 

planet was supposed to be used and developed, he answered, God 
started his show a good many millions years before he had any 

men for an audience – a sad waste of both actors and music. . . it is 
just barely possible that God himself likes to hear birds sing and 

see flowers grow. Regarding the building of roads in recreation 
areas, he offered, to cherish we must see and fondle, and when 
enough have seen and fondled, there is no wilderness to cherish. 

Many praised Leopold for his efforts, while others weren‟t 
so happy. He was offered many jobs and turned them down 

because he loved being where he was. His wife‟s family was there 
too. On December 18, 1919, another son entered the Leopold 
household, Aldo Carl Leopold. The great preservationist 

acknowledged the importance of soil, noting that a troubled farm 
can be brought back to being productive. Once the soil disappears, 

not much can be done. Some mentioned that soil loss was an act of 
God, but Aldo blamed it on the carelessness of man. He argued for 
saving the wilderness, insisting, it will be much easier and cheaper 

to preserve, by forethought than to create it after it is gone. 
 Leopold was offered a position with Forest Products 

Laboratory in Madison, Wisconsin. He accepted the offer even 
though it was over four hours away from Burlington. In May 1924, 
the Gila Wilderness Area became the first wilderness area in a 

national forest – a proposal he had made over a year before. Little 
Estella became the second daughter of Aldo and Estella when she 

was born in 1927. Leopold received a gold medal from Outdoor 
Life in the autumn of 1931. He was looking for a publisher for his 
book, Game Management and found Scribner‟s, which agreed to 

do it. In the introduction, Aldo lambasted those who thought they 
could reign over nature. The central thesis of game management is 

this: game can be restored by the creative use of the same tools 
which have heretofore destroyed it – axe, plow, cow, fire and gun. 
The last paragraph of the book stated: 

 
In short, twenty centuries of ‘progress’ have brought the

 average citizen a vote, a national anthem, a Ford, a bank
 account, and a high opinion of himself, but not the capacity
 to live in high density without befouling and denuding his

 environment, nor a conviction that such capacity, rather
 than such density, is the true test of whether he is civilized.    
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Leopold worked for wildlife preservation, writing, lecturing 

for many employers. He was offered a position at the University of 
Wisconsin to teach, among other duties. Aldo had been doing so 

for many years, but now it would be in a formal way. On the first 
day of Aldo‟s class, Franklin Roosevelt formed the Committee on 
Wild Life Restoration, which soon had the name, the Duck 

Committee. It consisted of Thomas Beck, Jay Ding Darling and 
Leopold. In January 1935, despite falling snow, Aldo corralled his 

family to gaze at some property encompassing 89 acres. It had a 
few features: a chicken coop, manure pile, a few elms, blowing 
sand and numerous ruts. It also had a few fruit trees of the Johnny 

Appleseed variety and it was soon theirs. It became the Shack and 
I‟ll have more to say about it later.   

Aldo‟s classes were what education should have been all 
about years before. His group was outside, even in winter, but he 
brought the students inside when the weather became really bad. 

He made his pupils think and ask questions as well as coming up 
with answers. His use of tests had nothing to do with a teacher 

being granted tenure, but with the education of the students. Aldo 
was a role model, never talking down to those listening – and they 
all were very attentive. Each person was important. Frances 

Hamerstrom was the first wilderness management graduate 
student. Receiving her degree from Leopold, she mentioned that he 

was way ahead of his time in saying Nay to sex discrimination.   
Germany invaded Poland in September 1939. Aldo 

received a correspondence from Alfred Schottlaender, whom he 

had met on a European trip. Alfred‟s wife turned her husband in 
because he wasn‟t that fond of Hitler. He was ordered to Dachau 

and Buchenwald, but escaped to Kenya. He needed help for his 
brother who hadn‟t left Germany. The preservationist made a few 
contacts and Alfred‟s brother found a home in South Africa. 

Schottlaender thanked his friend saying: You have given me back 
the faith, truth, and friendship still existing on earth, which I 

nearly had lost after having lived to see such terrible 
disappointments in my own country which I loved so much and 
served all my life. 

 When Japan attacked Pearl Harbor, Carl became a Marine 
and was stationed in the Pacific. He wasn‟t allowed to say where 
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he was, but his father knew, figuring it out from his son‟s 
descriptions of the local birds. Aldo lost many of his students so 

they could fight in the war. His teaching load may have diminished 
but he was still asked to serve on many Wisconsin commissions, 

including the Conservation Commission. The State Journal 
applauded the appointment. 

 

Aldo Leonard may not be a popular commissioner with 
 everyone. He, better than any other man in Wisconsin and 

 probably better than any other man in the country, knows 
 what real conservation is and how to achieve it. That will 
 involve stepping on toes, but, fortified by an informed love 

 for nature and having no political axes to grind, he will not 
 be reluctant to step. . . If the people of Wisconsin allow 

 men like Leopold to direct their conservation program, the 
 generations to come will be blessed. 

 

The problem was too many deer. Coyotes were slaughtered 
because there were too abundant. Aldo suggested that more deer be 

hunted – they were dieing anyway from the scarcity of food – and 
that coyotes be brought back to help. The solution made sense even 
though at one time Leopold had been in favor curbing predators. 

He had been opposed to fires in the national parks because of their 
destructive nature, but changed his view on that as well. The man 

was controversial but he changed, admitted he was wrong and 
most of the time knew what he was talking about. As a result, he 
made enemies, meaning he was doing the right thing. He wasn‟t 

perfect as his students found out when he wound up in some water 
unexpectedly. His answer encompassed a few words that you 

probably would never hear from nuns, except for the ones in the 
movie, Sister Act. The students were more impressed with their 
teacher, seeing that he was human.  

The end of the war brought good news when Carl returned 
home. All Aldo‟s graduate students were safe too, but for his class 

of underclass pupils, two weren‟t so lucky. The environmentalist 
had long felt that violence occurred between men and nature and 
between human beings – especially with war but outside it too. He 

started an essay on the situation, which he never finished: 
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We are now confronted by the fact . . . that wars are no
 longer won; . . . all wars are lost by all who wage them; the 

 only difference between participants is the degree and kind
 of losses they sustain. . . . Science has so sharpened the

 fighter’s sword that it is impossible for him to cut his
 enemy without cutting himself. 

 

Having owned the Shack for over a decade, the Leopolds 
really changed it, adding shrubs, flowers, trees and vegetables. 

Naturally all kinds of wildlife joined the party. Aldo and the crew 
banded birds and monitored them – something that Leopold had 
been doing for a long time. One chickadee came back four times. 

The chicken coop was expanded and improved and the family 
experienced great joy when they were there. The one exception 

was when they found the place ransacked. Parents and children 
were devastated, with each one moving to a corner to cry, except 
for the boss. It wasn‟t that he wasn‟t upset, he was as mad as 

anyone else. He smiled and said: I didn’t know how much this 
place meant to you. Let’s get busy. That‟s what they did without 

complaint.  
After his first illness, Aldo experienced others, including 

pains on his face. It was diagnosed as facial neuralgia. He carried 

on.  He avoided surgery at first but the pain returned in September 
1947. Surgery was done on September 19, with part of the nerve 

removed. Focus was a problem and remembering names was 
difficult. He felt that he was mumbling, another effect of the 
operation. He was slowed down, but in April 1948, he resumed his 

duties.    
On hearing that Oxford University Press agreed to publish 

his book, Aldo, both Estellas and the daughter‟s boyfriend headed 
over to the Shack. Leopold was weak but enjoyed the time there. 
On Tuesday they planted trees and Wednesday they saw smoke 

near a neighbor‟s farm. The fire pump was sent for and soon 
buckets were filled to control the fire. The daughter stayed with her 

father until he summoned her to call the fire department. Aldo felt 
chest pains and died of a heart attack without others even noticing. 
Leopold was born in a mansion, but died at a shack. Many felt that 

The Shack brought him the greatest riches.  
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Aldo was one who inspired with his quotes. There is no 
doubt that a society rooted in soil is more stable than one rooted in 

pavements. Another one is that regarding civilization: It is a state 
of ‘mutual and interdependent cooperation’ between human 

animals, other animals, plants and soils, which may be disrupted 
at any time by the failure of any of them.      

 Associate Herbert L. Stoddard praised Aldo: He had a 

stimulating personality, and in conversation he was able to draw 
out the thoughts of others, as well as freely sharing the depths of 

his own brilliant mind. Ding Darling said: Aldo Leopold is 
recognized in every circle of conservationists as the ranking 
authority and leading voice in the country. His voluntary 

contributions to the conservation literature of the country are 
standards by which all lesser authorities are judged. You can read 

more on Leopold and his life in the 1996 book by Marybeth 
Lorbiecki, Aldo Leopold: A Fierce Green Fire. 

Though he never asked for them to do so, all of his children 

became involved in the environment. Besides A Sand County 
Almanac, which sold more than a million copies, Leopold also 

penned Game Management, newsletters, reviews, handbooks, 
articles, as well as over 500 essays. Organizations that he had 
membership in still exist and follow his precepts. Named after him 

are: a school in Silver City, New Mexico; the Legacy Trail System 
in Wisconsin; the Aldo Leopold Wilderness in Gila National 

Forest; the Leopold Heritage Group. There is a federal institute in 
the country dedicated to his principles of saving the wilderness. It 
was established by the U. S. Forest Service at the University of 

Montana at Missoula. Leopold‟s dream was to exist on the earth 
without ruining it, something that more humans should strive to 

achieve. 
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Daisy Bates 
 

On November 11, 1914, Daisy Lee Gatson was born in 
Huttig, Arkansas. Raised by Orle and Susie Smith, for years, she 

thought they were her parents. Her mom had been raped and 
murdered by three whites when she was a baby. Her hometown 
was in the southern part of the state, with Negro citizens on one 

side of the street in drab shotgun homes and the other characterized 
by white bungalows. Despite the separation, the relations of the 

two sides were cordial. One day her mom asked her to get some 
pork from the meat market. In the store there were a few white 
customers, so Daisy waited her turn. She was ready to order when 

a little white girl was beside her. Daisy asked for center-cut pig but 
the proprietor served the other girl first. When the butcher finally 

gave her the chops, they were fatty with the guy stating, xxxxxxx 
have to wait ‘til I wait on the white people. The young lass 
departed crying, but this racism deeply affected her life on top of 

what had happened to her mother. 
When she found out about her mom and had experienced so 

much discrimination as a young child, she was determined to find 
the assailants., filled with hate and revenge. Years passed and as 
Daisy‟s father lay dying, he offered her this advice: 

 
You’re filled with hatred. Hate can destroy you, Daisy. 

Don’t hate white people just because they’re white. If you 
hate, make it count for something. Hate the humiliations we 
are living under in the South. Hate the discrimination that 

eats away at the South. Hate the discrimination that eats 
away at the soul of every black man and woman. Hate the 

insults hurled at us by white scum – and then try to do 
something about it, or your hate won’t spell a thing.  
 

Bates told others that these words remained with her and 
gave her the strength to be a leader. 

While Daisy was a teenager, her father purchased an 
insurance policy from Lucious Christopher Bates, who was also a 
journalist. Referred to as L. C., Bates frequently came around the 

home and he and Daisy began dating. They did so for a few years 
and then moved to Little Rock in 1941, marrying on March 4, 
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1942. After arriving in Little Rock, the pair published a weekly 
eight-page paper, the Arkansas State Press, which made its debut 

on May 9, 1941. It covered social news in Arkansas and civil 
rights, similar to the Chicago Defender. With the advent of the 

Second World War, African Americans joined in the efforts. In 
March 1942, a Negro soldier was shot and killed by a policeman. 
Brutality of a similar nature to Negroes had occurred many times 

before. When a black soldier saw the murder, he was bitter and 
filled with anger. Why should we go over and fight? These are the 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx we should be fighting. The Arkansas State Press 
wrote about the incident and soon all the advertising by the 
downstate stores was cancelled in the State Press. When the war 

ended, black soldiers returning home weren‟t treated any better 
than they had been as citizens.   

Daisy joined the local branch of the NAACP because of the 
way her father described the group. He had been a member. In 
1952, Mrs. Bates became President of The Arkansas Conference of 

Branches. In an interview, when asked about changes she hoped to 
see in society, her words were the whole darned system. On May 

17, 1954, the United States Supreme Court ruled that laws 
establishing separate but equal schools for blacks and whites were 
unconstitutional.  With this pronouncement, Bates began to focus 

mostly on education. Her life and that of L. C. would change 
drastically. 

Just because something is a law doesn‟t mean people have 
to follow it. If you‟ve driving on the highways and don‟t even text, 
you know exactly what I mean. There are numerous other 

examples of this. In September 1957, Central High School in Little 
Rock was to begin the integration process. From a group of 

students, nine were selected to be the first African Americans in 
the building. Support came from the parents of the group after 
some apprehension and even white students at Central seemed 

accepting of the process. Unfortunately there were groups who 
weren‟t so thrilled, such as the Capital Citizens Council, White 

Citizens Council and the Klan. Governor Orval Eugene Faubus 
may have wanted integration, but not that year. Without Faubus 
and these organizations, there may not have been trouble. Students 

and adults in town who had no difficulty with the nine were 
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intimidated by and feared these segregation people. As a result, 
very few supported the black students.  

On September 3, Minnijean Brown, Elizabeth Eckford, 
Ernest Green, Thelma Mothershed, Melba Pattillo, Gloria Ray, 

Terrence Roberts, Jefferson Thomas and Carlotta Walls made up 
what soon became the Little Rock Nine. Many students, citizens 
and parents had no intention of allowing them to enter the school. 

Faubus called out the Arkansas National Guard, but not to protect 
the nine. He intended to keep them away. Violent threats, much 

shouting and racial comments filled the air. If you‟ve seen pictures 
of that day, the Negro girl in a white dress carrying her books 
wearing sunglasses is Elizabeth. The screaming white girl behind 

her is Hazel Bryan Massery. None of the nine entered the school 
then.  

Federal Judge Ronald Davies placed an order on September 
20 to Faubus for removal of the National Guard, allowing Central 
to be integrated, but the Governor ignored it. President Dwight 

Eisenhower then sent paratroopers and federalized 10,000 of the 
National Guard of the state to overrule Faubus. Three days later the 

Little Rock Nine were enrolled at the school. The result was a long 
and exasperating school year filled with violence, even with police 
and the National Guard on the scene for the entire time. None of 

the nine was killed but they had food dumped on them, were 
abused, kicked and received threats, both physical and 

psychological.  
A decade earlier, the State Press wrote about injustice and 

discrimination. An avid supporter of racial integration in schools, 

the paper thoroughly publicized support of integration on its pages. 
During the 1957 crisis, white advertisers boycotted the paper. With 

outside advertisers and support from the NAACP, the State Press 
was able to maintain itself, but only for a short time. During the 
1957-58 school year, the Bates home became a Triage center, 

mostly handling the spiritual and mental needs of the Little Rock 
Nine. Daisy and L. C. supplemented the efforts of parents, 

guardians and friends. The house became a point of attack for the 
segregationists. Crosses were set on fire, rocks were tossed at 
windows, and bullets, as well as bombs, came flying at the house. 

The people inside had no alternative but to arm themselves.  
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Each of the Little Rock Nine volunteered to enter Central 
because they thought it was the right thing to do. They were 

courageous, strong and determined, even when a parent had some 
doubts. Thelma had a heart condition, but that didn‟t hold her back. 

Halfway through the year, Minnijean was expelled from the school 
and was welcomed at New Lincoln High School in New York 
City. The other eight finished out the year with Ernest Green being 

the first African American to graduate from Central. Thanks to all 
the lunacy, his diploma cost the taxpayers about $5,000,000.  

Green graduated from Michigan State University with a BA 
degree, followed by a Master‟s degree in sociology. While there, 
he was at the top of his class and continued with his activism, 

engaging in the Civil Rights movement. Green was director of the 
A. Philip Randolph Education Fund and Assistant Secretary of 

Labor for President Jimmy Carter. His other work includes: partner 
in the firm Green and Herman; owner of E. Green and Associates; 
Managing Director with Lehman Brothers in Washington, D.C. 

dealing with fixed incomes; board member of the Albert Shanker 
Institute. He organized and served as chair of the Scoutreach 

program in the nation‟s capital.  
Elizabeth Eckford was awarded a BA in history from 

Central State University in Ohio. She spent five years in the United 

States Army and wrote for newspapers in Alabama and Indiana. 
Some of her other work includes that of a waitress, welfare worker, 

information specialist, teacher and probation officer, which she 
currently does. In 1997, she shared the National Conference for 
Community and Justice Father Joseph Biltz Award with Hazel 

Bryan Massery. In 2011, David Margolick wrote about the two in 
Elizabeth and Hazel: Two Women Of Little Rock . They reconciled 

at the end of the twentieth century but then Hazel‟s racism caused 
a later split. 

Melba Patillo Beals earned a bachelor‟s degree from San 

Francisco State University, a master‟s degree in journalism from 
Columbia University – writing for major magazines and 

newspapers at 17 – and a Doctoral Degree in Education from the 
University of San Francisco. She wrote about the Little Rock Nine 
in Warriors Don't Cry and White Is A State of Mind. She is a 

journalism teacher at Dominican University in California.  
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Granddaughter of a former slave, Gloria Ray Karlmark 
graduated from Illinois Institute of Technology in Chicago with a 

bachelor‟s in chemistry and mathematics. She worked at 
McDonnell-Douglas in Santa Monica, Boeing in Seattle and 

NASA in St. Louis. Now residing in the Netherlands and Sweden, 
Gloria edited a European computer magazine and was a 
documentation specialist. She finished the Patent Examiner 

Program and became a member of the IBM team as European 
Patent Attorney. She is the founder of Computers in Industry and 

worked with UNESCO dealing with applications in industry. She 
has also worked in management in France, Belgium, Spain, 
Scotland and Germany for Philips International.  

Following her graduation from Central High in 1960, 
Carlotta Walls LaNier attended Michigan State University and then 

her family moved to Colorado. She graduated from the University 
of Northern Colorado and soon became an administrator for teens 
at the YWCA. She founded LaNier and Company, dealing in real 

estate. A member of Metrolist, Inc., she has worked there for over 
three decades. Carlota is a member of the NAACP, Urban League 

and president of the Little Rock Nine Foundation, which strives for 
equal education access for blacks. LaNier is a trustee for the 
university from which she graduated and a trustee for the Iliff 

School of Theology, located in Denver. The Girl Scouts honored 
her as a Woman of Distinction and inducted her into the Colorado 

Women‟s Hall of Fame. The National Shining Star Award was 
presented to her by the National Organization of Black Elected 
Legislative Women.  

Terrence James Roberts journeyed to Los Angeles and then 
graduated from California State University with a BA in sociology. 

Next was the University of California at Los Angeles where he 
earned a Master‟s degree from the School of Social Welfare. 
Traveling back east to Carbondale, his next degree was a PhD in 

psychology from Southern Illinois University. In the mid 1970s, he 
was on the faculty of Pacific Union College in Napa Valley. As the 

century ended, he was at Antioch University in Los Angeles, 
serving as co-chair of the Master‟s degree program in psychology. 
He retired in 2008 and runs a practice in Pasadena along with 

being CEO of Terrence J. Roberts & Associates. When Barack 
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Obama was inaugurated as the 44th President of the United States, 
he could be seen on many interviews. 

Jefferson Thomas graduated from Central in 1960 and then 
attended Wayne State University. After moving to Los Angeles, he 

graduated from Los Angeles State College with a business degree. 
There he was involved in student government and was President of 
the Associated Engineers. He was treasurer of the Youth Council 

of the NAACP and President of the Progressive Baptist Youth 
Convention. He also was in Vietnam, serving as a squad leader. 

Narrating the 1964 Academy Award film, Nine from Little Rock , 
his words were: If Little Rock taught us nothing more, it taught us 
that problems can make us better. Much better. Thomas was a 

mentor in the Village to Child Program of Dominican University in 
Ohio. The university awarded him an honorary Doctor of Humane 

Letters degree for his service in advancing human rights. He 
frequently spoke at schools nationwide. After almost 30 years as a 
civil servant, he retired from the Defense Finance and Accounting 

Service in Columbus, Ohio. He was also on the Board of Directors 
for the City of Refuge Learning Academy at the First Church of 

God. Shortly before his 68th birthday, Thomas died in Columbus, 
Ohi,o of pancreatic cancer. 

Thelma Mothershed Wair finished her junior year at 

Central. She then earned her diploma through correspondence 
courses and summer school in St. Louis. She graduated from 

Southern Illinois University at Carbondale followed by a master‟s 
degree in Guidance Counseling in 1970 from Southern Illinois 
University at Edwardsville. A few years later she earned an 

Administration Certificate in Education from the same university 
at Edwardsville. She retired after twenty-eight years of teaching 

home economics in the school system in East St. Louis. Then she 
worked at the St. Clair County Jail and as an instructor at the 
American Red Cross Second Chance Shelter. Her honors include: 

Outstanding Role Model by the East St. Louis Chapter of the Top 
Ladies of Distinction; the National Humanitarian Award, presented 

at the 2005 National Convention of Top Ladies of Distinction. In 
2003 she returned to live in the Little Rock area.  

Minnijean Brown-Trickey was initially suspended from 

Central when she dropped a bowl of chili and splashed two white 
boys. She was then expelled two months later for calling a student, 
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white trash. The other girl had smacked Minnijean with her purse. 
Brown-Trickey lived in Canada in the late twentieth century. She 

worked for civil rights, becoming involved with the First Nations. 
She studied at Laurentian University in Ontario and earned a 

Master‟s Degree in Social Work at Carleton University in Ottawa.  
She received the Congressional Gold Medal, Spingarn Medal and 
the Wolf Award, among other citations. She was Deputy Assistant 

Secretary of the Department of the Interior responsible for 
diversity in the Clinton administration. Journey to Little Rock: The 

Untold Story of Minnijean Brown Trickey was produced in Ottawa 
in 2002 and five years later, she was given an honorary doctorate 
from Laurentian University. 

The last issue of the State Press was published on October 
29, 1959. Daisy served on Lyndon Baines Johnson‟s staff in the 

1960s, working on anti-poverty programs. She returned to Little 
Rock after a stroke. In eastern Arkansas, Bates contributed to self-
help programs dealing with water systems, sewer systems, a 

community center and paved streets in Mitchellville. After L. C. 
died in 1980, Daisy resurrected the Arkansas State Press, selling it 

a few years later, but remaining as a consultant. Her book, The 
Long Shadow of Little Rock was reprinted by the University of 
Arkansas Press in 1986 and won an American Book Award. For 

her efforts, Little Rock honored her with the Daisy Bates 
Elementary School. Daisy died on November 4, 1999, in Little 

Rock. 
Bates was an active member of the Board in the National 

NAACP through 1970. In 1957, the National Council of Negro 

Women named Bates Woman of the Year. A year later, along with 
the Little Rock Nine, she was a recipient of the Spingarn Medal. 

She received an honorary law degree from the University of 
Arkansas in 1984. A street in Little Rock is named after her.  She 
is an honorary member of Delta Sigma Theta and was awarded the 

Diamond Cross of Malta from the Philadelphia Cotillion Society. 
In Arkansas, the third Monday of February is a holiday, George 

Washington’s Birthday and Daisy Bates Day. In February 2012, 
the documentary, Daisy Bates: First Lady of Little Rock  was an 
Independent Lens feature on PBS. Many books have been written 

about Little Rock and its heroes. You can discover much more on 
the Internet. 
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5. Philip, Paul and Hector 
 

A. Philip Randolph 
 

Asa Philip Randolph was born in Crescent City, Florida, on 
April 15, 1889, to Rev. James William Randolph and Elizabeth 

Robinson Randolph. Philip‟s father was a tailor as well as a 
minister in the African Methodist Episcopal Church, while his 
mother was a seamstress. With James, their first-born, the family 

moved to nearby Jacksonville in 1891. There Philip grew up, 
mostly influenced by his mom and brother. Both sons graduated 

from Cookman Institute where Philip was outstanding in public 
speaking, drama and literature as well as a star on the baseball 
team. He sang solos in the school chorus and was valedictorian in 

1907. Because of money concerns, James and Philip found jobs as 
road workers and messengers. In 1911, Philip moved to New York 

City, eventually becoming an actor and teacher of black history 
and economics. He also did some political debating. 

In New York, he encountered two people who would play 

huge roles in his life. The first was a 31-year old widow, Lucille 
Green, who he met in early 1914 and married that summer. 

Chandler Owen was a student of sociology and political science at 
Columbia University as well a member of a group that would 
eventually become the National Urban League (NUL). In the 

months that followed, Randolph and Owen would become friends 
and eventually join the Socialist Party. When the First World War 
broke out, both strongly opposed it and spoke out against it, which 

lead to their arrests. More people should read what the Founding 
Fathers wrote. 

In 1917, Chandler and Philip began the magazine, 
Messenger. One of those connected with the Headwaiters Union in 
New York asked them to edit their publication, which they did. It 

failed but the Messenger survived, as did Philip‟s activism. His 
editorials against war, lynching, capitalism and racism brought J. 

Edgar Hoover and others to attention, with Attorney General A. 
Mitchell Palmer labeling Randolph the most dangerous Negro in 
America. All their efforts failed to terminate the publication of the 

Messenger. 
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Randolph‟s idea of fairness and justice, including speaking 
up, came from his father‟s sermons. Owen and Randolph made the 

connection between the unions and African American laborers, 
since the American Federation of Labor was lacking in this regard. 

The two organized elevator operators in their city – a raise was 
certainly appropriate for these workers. Through their magazine, 
they also became involved with the National Brotherhood Workers 

of America and created two other organizations: the National 
Association for the Promotion of Trade Unionism Among Negroes 

and Friends of Negro Freedom. For Randolph, this activity would 
soon encompass unions on a greater scale.  

In the nineteenth century, George Mortimer Pullman 

founded a town with his name near Chicago for his workers. 
Covering 4,000 acres – but probably no mules – laborers and their 

families resided there with stores, parks, a library, churches, a hotel 
and George‟s factory nearby. He is well known for the Pullman 
sleeping car, which would transport people across the country in 

the maximum of comfort. Another name for it is the palace car, 
with the first one being complete just before the end of the Civil 

War. African Americans were hired to provide outstanding 
treatment to those in Pullman cars. There were three reasons for 
this choice: lower wages; social separation of the races; comfort 

and elegance provided to travelers. It was also felt that Negroes 
would be more assuring to those riding on trains and their 

indiscretions. The Pullman Company strongly believed in the 
master-servant relationship that had existed during slavery. If this 
feeling was one in which the master was concerned for the person 

who waited on him, that was fine. Once the lesser turned into a 
slave, society returned to the days before the Civil War ended.  

Pullman, Illinois, came about in the early 1880s. By 1892, 
it was valued at over $5 million. Its creator died in October 1897. I 
didn‟t mention a few practices in the town. The company had a 

few financial problems, so the wages of Pullman workers were 
decreased. They had longer hours but the costs of rent and goods in 

the company store weren‟t reduced in price. Open discussions, 
speeches in public and independent newspapers were prohibited in 
the town. There were more restrictions besides these. Richard Ely 

of Harper‟s Weekly wrote that Otto Van Bismarck‟s power was 
utterly insignificant when compared with the ruling authority of 
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the Pullman Palace Car Company in Pullman. Supposedly, some 
employee of the company said: We are born in a Pullman house, 

fed from the Pullman shops, taught in the Pullman school, 
catechized in the Pullman Church, and when we die we shall go to 

the Pullman Hell. Pullman is not listed on the Internet as a Robber 
Baron – at least not where I looked. I think he should be included. 
If you don‟t agree, I should add that while George Pullman treated 

blacks as family – well, almost – none were invited to live in his 
village. Labor unions weren‟t allowed. African Americans were 

porters but couldn‟t hold jobs as conductors and very few worked 
in the repair shops. 

By the start of World War I, 12,000 porters worked for the 

Pullman Company. Even before that, various collectives of porters 
of the company tried to organize a union, but the company stymied 

their efforts.  Head organizer Ashley Totten asked A. Philip 
Randolph to speak in New York to the Porters Athletic 
Association. With his enthusiasm for the workingman, Randolph 

impressed Totten so much that he soon led the men. In the summer 
of 1925, the Brotherhood of Sleeping Car Porters (BSCP) was 

formed. Randolph had a good supporting staff but he wasn‟t a 
porter, which would be significant later. 

The Knights of Labor set out to assist Afro-American 

workers but craft unions ignored them. Other unions were on the 
scene, but they too discriminated. Some were only for whites, such 

as the American Federation of Labor (AFL). Black civil rights 
groups became involved, but due to other issues, such as voting 
rights, labor was left in the shadows. Through the years, the BSCP 

experienced huge membership growth, but many didn‟t pay their 
dues. There were times when the numbers shrank, but may have 

picked up again later. 
You might feel that any worker would welcome being a 

part of the union, but that wasn‟t necessarily so. A few years ago, I 

was hired for a teaching job and before it commenced, the workers 
were summoned to a union meeting in the wee hours of the 

morning. There loomed the possibility of a strike. I had a huge 
dilemma. Management had just given me an opportunity, so 
shouldn‟t I support them? On the other hand, I would soon be 

working with many of the attendees at the gathering and didn‟t 
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want to be considered a strikebreaker. That‟s a scenario no one 
wants. Fortunately, the strike was avoided.  

Porters faced a similar challenge, which is present today 
and has been for years. With a scarcity of jobs and having one at 

Pullman, even if the pay, hours and working conditions were 
lousy, becoming a member of BSCP could result in losing one‟s 
job. What worker could take that chance? As the numbers indicate, 

quite a few did join the union, but the BSCP did as much as it 
could to hide the names of those involved from the Pullman 

Company. If another union came along, this would mean choosing 
one or the other. Another possibility was the Employee 
Representation Plan (ERP), but the company offered it. Don‟t 

expect a health plan or personal days from it. ERP was the only 
union that Pullman would negotiate with. 

Porters‟ salaries were low and the hours long. The black 
palace car workers depended on tips, which might be good at 
times and minimal in other instances. In the early days, they 

weren‟t paid at all and relied on gratuities to make a living. On 
occasion, porters were forced to do jobs that others should have 

done. There was no extra compensation for it. In the 1920s, the 
monthly wage for a porter was $67.50, for which they were 
expected to work 400 hours. Doing the math, that was over thirteen 

hours a day. Pay came out to less than seventeen cents an hour. 
Each calculation meant working 30 days a month. Slavery hadn‟t 

ended.            
As you can see, negotiating wages, hours and working 

conditions with the company was close to impossible. Besides that 

difficulty and membership concerns – not to mention various 
conflicts within BSCP – there were other challenges. The press 

may have written in favor of BSCP one month but then reversed 
itself days later. There were some newspapers that gave the union 
no praise at all. Besides the racism of Pullman, many whites 

weren‟t enthusiastic about BSCP. Some African Americans felt 
that the porters should just be happy with their assignments and not 

join a union. 
In 1925, one of the largest African American fraternities, 

the Improved and Benevolent Order of Elks of the World, didn‟t 

help Randolph and BSCP at all by passing a resolution against 
organized labor. The suggested that blacks have faith that their 
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employers would treat them justly. Yeah, that‟ll happen. There was 
no reason to cause trouble since the goodwill of management 

would make things right. How soon people forget about life on the 
plantation.  

Randolph used every resource available, including the 
National Mediation Board, government agencies and the NAACP. 
Because of the fluctuation in membership and other obstacles, the 

union had few options. The Garland Fund came to the aid of BSCP 
financially. A few characteristics of Randolph‟s group couldn‟t be 

denied: they exhibited extreme patience and dynamic exuberance; 
they weren‟t quitters.  

The spirit that President Roosevelt brought to the nation 

with the New Deal increased hope for BSCP. There were 658 in 
the union in 1933, but that increased to 2,627 by late 1934. The 

Railroad Labor Act (RLA) of 1934 faced a filibuster but two 
months later the bill was amended and it became law, making 
company unions and yellow dog contracts illegal. The latter meant 

workers couldn‟t join a union. The Amended RLA meant that 
BSCP could negotiate with Pullman. Even with the law, the 

Pullman Company could have ignored it, just as they had 
continually done to BSCP, instead of negotiating. When they were 
asked to follow an order, they stalled and made excuses. In most 

cases they might do what they were supposed to do, except they 
would take their time. One result of RLA was that organizations 

soon saw that it was time to support the Brotherhood. One group 
that wanted to cash in on what BSCP was doing was the Order of 
Sleeping Car Conductors, who wanted jurisdiction over the porters. 

The Brotherhood would have none of that. In addition, the Pullman 
Company may not have had complete control, but another 

company-like union emerged, the Pullman Porters and Maids 
Protective Association (PPMPA). It seemed to be nothing more 
than ERP with a new name. 

The struggle went on with delays by the company and 
numerous investigations by the National Mediation Board. Finally 

on July 1, 1935, the board notified the PPMPA, BSCP and 
Pullman that maids and porters of the company were now to be 
represented by the Brotherhood of Sleeping Car Porters. It had 

been going on for a decade and I was about to say that Pullman 
was finally reined in, but they may have had some more ideas. 
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What I‟m sure of is that porters, maids and BSCP leaders were dog 
tired – and they weren‟t yellow.  

The Brotherhood was jubilant and had every right to be. 
Pullman wasn‟t defeated just yet, thinking that the Railroad Labor 

Act might be appealed, or at least some of it. On March 29, 1937, 
all of the law was upheld by the Supreme Court. The negotiations 
that Randolph and the others wanted with Pullman finally 

happened, but slowly. Did you expect anything else? Eventually, 
on August 25, 1937, Pullman signed and considered BSCP as 

union representatives. This was twelve years exactly after the 
Brotherhood was founded. The press just about ignored this 
monumental action. Black papers mentioned it a couple weeks 

later. Elmer Carter of Opportunity offered his praise to those who 
accomplished the agreement, saying Randolph was in the group of 

the top ten United States labor leaders and if one wanted to be 
absolutely impartial, among the top five. 

BSCP referred to this achievement as the union and the 

movement. It was a huge moment for blacks and labor, leading to 
many other actions and movements. As a result, the National  

Urban League and NAACP placed more emphasis on economic 
issues for African Americans. Other unions became stronger. 
Amazingly, the RLA came about when BSCP was almost at its 

weakest time. Not enough praise can go out to these men and 
women. Sadly, slavery is still around in the 21st century.  

Labor and civil rights leader, Randolph was the head of the 
March on Washington Movement in 1941, convincing President 
Franklin Roosevelt to ban discrimination in World War II 

defensive industries. The efforts of his group convinced President 
Harry Truman to terminate discrimination in military a few years 

after that. In 1963, Martin Luther King, Jr. gave his famous speech 
in the nation‟s capital and Randolph contributed as head of the 
event as well as giving his talk concerning black economic 

challenges. BSCP was the first major black union. Asa Philip 
Randolph died on May 16, 1979. 

Randolph received the Spingarn Medal from the NAACP in 
1942. Other honors include the Presidential Medal of Freedom in 
1964 and Humanist of the Year in 1970 from the American 

Humanist Association. He was a leader of the civil rights 
movement beginning in the 1930s and his non-violent philosophy 
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was embraced in the Montgomery Bus Boycott and also in mass 
voter registration in the South. In the city where he grew up can be 

found A. Philip Randolph Academies of Technology, A. Philip 
Randolph Boulevard and an exhibit on his life at Edward Waters 

College. At City College in New York, you can find a high school 
named after him. Philadelphia and Detroit also honor him with 
schools. There‟s a museum in Chicago with his name and statues 

honor him in Washington‟s Union Station and Boston‟s Back Bay.  
In February 1989, the Post Office honored him with a 25-

cent stamp. A. Philip Randolph was on scholar Molefi Asante‟s list 
of the 100 Greatest African American. Andre Braugher played 
Randolph in the 2002 movie, 10,000 Black Men Named George, 

directed by Robert Townsend. That name, which ends the same 
way it starts, was how all the porters were addressed. You can read 

about Randolph and the struggles of the BSCP in the 1977 book by 
William H. Harris, Keeping The Faith: A Philip Randolph, Milton 
P. Webster, And The Brotherhood Of Sleeping Car Porters, 1925-

37. It‟s a relatively short book but has numerous footnotes, which 
seem to go on and on, not unlike the journey of Randolph, Webster 

and the BSCP. 
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Paul Kagame 
 

On October 23, 1957, Paul Kagame was born in the 
southern part of Rwanda. He was the last of six children, born to 

Deogratias Kagame and Asteria Rutagambwa Kagame. Paul‟s 
parents were both Tutsis with royal connections. Two years later, 
Paul‟s life almost ended along with that of the rest of the family. 

The story goes back to an earlier time. 
For centuries, the Tutsi and the Hutu lived in peace with 

each other, even worshipping together. You wouldn‟t think they 
were from different ethnic groups. Both tribes appear to be of 
Bantu extraction. I‟ll say a word later on stereotypical 

physiognomy. Things changed in the twentieth century when 
Belgium took control of the nation, convincing the Hutu that they 

were different from and better than the Tutsi and should dominate 
them. The solution was elimination of the latter. It was similar to 
two brothers who loved each and got along well but were 

convinced by a friend that that should fight one another.  
On November 3, 1959, the onslaught began. Three days 

later, the Hutus death squads set out to reach the Kagame home 
and kill them. The project was called Hutu emancipation. Queen 
Rosalie Gicanda was the cousin of Paul‟s mother and aware of 

what was happening, so she sent over the royal chauffeur. Soon 
Asteria, two young sons and three daughters were in the car, away 

from danger and driven to the royal palace. The Kagames stayed 
there for a few days and then returned home, but not for long. 
Eventually they headed north to a place near Uganda and then 

crossed the border and were reunited with Deogratias. They were 
refugees from Rwanda along with many others. 

Growing up, Paul was a good student, earning a place at the 
Ntare School, a prestigious secondary place of learning in Uganda. 
Being in the refugee camp was discouraging, but it was there Paul 

met Fred Rwigyema and they became close friends. People who 
saw them may have felt they were brothers. Once at Ntare, Paul 

changed. His schoolwork suffered and he fought others constantly, 
even those bigger than he was. Deogratias despaired as well and 
died when Paul was only fifteen, affecting his son deeply, as did 

Fred‟s moving away suddenly. Paul was suspended from the Ntare 
School and then attended the Old Kampala Secondary School, 
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graduating in 1976. He saw a few opportunities for further training, 
but was discriminated against because he was Tutsi. One thing you 

could say about him was that he was determined and didn‟t give up 
under any circumstances. In 1977 and 1978, Kagame secretly 

visited Rwanda, visiting family and friends and learning as much 
as he could about what was happening in his homeland. This 
would help him later. 

I‟m sure his spirits were uplifted in 1978 when Rwigyema 
returned to Uganda. During the time he was away, Fred became a 

part of the Yoweri Museveni army, which planned on 
overthrowing Idi Amin, which it did in time. The old friends 
aligned with Museveni along with other refugees and Paul traveled 

to Tanzania, where he learned the art of espionage. Museveni lost a 
disputed election to the incumbent, Milton Obote, and he and his 

group left the government, forming the National Resistance Army 
(NRA) in 1981. Their aim was to overthrow Obote‟s government, 
which culminated in the Ugandan Bush War. Kagame and 

Rwigyema also hoped to eventually return to Rwanda with other 
refugees. The NRA captured the capital city of Kampala in 1986 

with 14,000 soldiers. 
The next project was reclaiming their homeland. The two 

had joined the Rwanda Patriotic Front (RPF), with the assault to 

begin on October 1, 1990. Paul was in the United States at Fort 
Leavenworth, so Fred led the charge into Rwanda. Being overseas, 

Paul called a few times but couldn‟t reach his friend. He tried 
again and eventually learned that Fred had been shot in the head 
and killed in the first week of the war, perhaps even by his own 

commander. The RPF was disheartened to lose their leader and 
was forced to retreat. Paul soon took over, but not before 

regrouping. They went into the Virunga Mountains and were 
protected against Rwanda troops, which had been enhanced by the 
French and Zaire. In the beginning of 1991, the RPF launched an 

attack on Ruhengeri and later began guerrilla warfare for a year 
and a half until there was talk of a possible peace settlement. That 

failed but in August 1993, a deal was worked out at the Arusha 
Accords. The United Nations (UN) peacekeeping force arrived to 
help matters, but they were as much use as a bucket full of holes 

being used to bail out a sinking boat.  
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Historical accounts talk of the Rwanda Genocide as 
encompassing a three-month period beginning in April 1994. It 

was probably started when the plane carrying President Juvenal 
Habyarimana and Burundi President Cyprien Ntaryamira was shot 

down on April 6. Some may have forgotten what had begun in 
November 1959, indicating that the genocide went on for decades, 
not just 100 days. Those killed were men, women and children, 

numbering in the hundreds of thousands. They were Tutsi and 
Hutu and it seemed that no one was safe unless you had a weapon. 

Those killing the people were made up of the political elite akuza, 
the National Police and the Rwandan army. Militias, such as the 
Interahamwe and Impuzamugambi, as well as civilian Hutus took 

part. 
Kagame saw that the UN just took up space, so he warned 

them that if they didn‟t do something, he and the RPF would. 
Kagame and his troops had been well trained in espionage and 
combat, so it didn‟t take long before they advanced on Kigali. The 

Rwanda forces‟ morale dissipated and on July 4, 1994, the 
government army had been beaten. By the end of the month, the 

RPF had control of most of Rwanda. What the RPF accomplished 
was without western support or that of the UN, whose feeling was 
that they couldn‟t interfere in the squabbles of a nation. Many 

countries didn‟t help because they didn’t realize the genocide was 
happening. When asked about the genocide, one individual insisted 

it was an act of genocide, but not genocide. Huh? 
Paul and the RPF saved many lives but there was another 

person who contributed as well. Paul Rusesabagina was manager 

of the Hôtel des Mille Collines who protected hundreds of men, 
women and children at the hotel from being slaughtered by the 

Interahamwe. His resourcefulness was incredible and he used 
various methods, even bribery, but never used guns or any type of 
violence. Being a very successful hotel owner, he could have been 

satisfied with his achievements and not even bothered doing what 
he did. He realized that human lives were much more precious than 

gold or silver. His courageous and unselfish story can be viewed in 
the difficult to watch but nonetheless inspiring 2004 movie, Hotel 
Rwanda. 

Some question whether Rusesabagina really accomplished 
all this. Senator Odette Nyiramirimo was one of those whose lives 
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were saved at the hotel. She is no longer his friend because he‟s 
against the Rwandan government and Paul, trying to undermine 

him. According to Odette, Rusesabagina also lies a great deal. He 
probably did save lives, but seems to have changed.  

As difficult as matters had been, the challenges were just 
beginning. Now the refugees were Hutus, who fled to Zaire. The 
United Nations set up the camps. What could go wrong there? 

Many of those fleeing Rwanda kept two things: their hope for 
revenge and their weapons. This meant that the war could resume 

at any time. Paul knew this could be an issue and figured an attack 
or two on Zaire may be needed to stem the retaliatory action of the 
Hutu, even before it happened. In the years that followed, the Hutu 

attacked and were attacked as well, and it appeared that there 
would be no end in site to the fighting and killing. Don‟t forget that 

the RPF had murdered a few in their quest for their homeland. 
They really didn‟t have much choice.  

Boniface Rucagu had been one of many of those 

committing genocide, a genocidaire. He was arrested, imprisoned, 
but then released. After having been arrested six times, Kagame 

made him governor of Ruhengeri. Paul did this because Rwanda 
was a nation for both Hutu and Tutsi. He needed all these people 
and had to convince them that war wasn‟t the answer. In addition, 

Kagame filled positions in the new government with Hutu for the 
same reason, rather than his Tutsi associates. Calm seemed to be 

coming to the nation in early 2000. Another praiseworthy but 
controversial action by Kagame was the reconciliation of survivors 
of the genocide with those who killed their families. Forgiveness is 

commendable but hard to do, but in some degree it was occurring. 
Deo Gashagaza ran a mission called Prison Fellowship, which 

emphasized forgiveness as a way of overcoming hatred of others. 
It was quite successful and Kagame put the method into practice, 
despite the extreme difficulty.  

A small percentage of the population is Anglican, as is 
Bishop John Rucyahana. First glancing at him might make you 

believe he‟s a Hutu because of his height and width. When he asks 
others to guess his background, the answer is usually Hutu, but 
they‟re wrong. He‟s Tutsi and it illustrates the ludicrousness of 

classifying people by race. As is expected, Bishop John is an 
advocate for education and a relentless, thoroughly convincing 
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fundraiser for his causes, including the Sonrise School. Rucyahana 
is a family man, entrepreneurial, a man of God and very 

inspirational. He probably knows of the Catholic Church in Kigali 
that still exhibits shrapnel and bullet holes. It was one of many 

houses of worship that was used to protect citizens, but it didn‟t 
stop the genocidaires. On one of the walls can be found a banner 
stating: If you knew me, and if you really knew yourself, you would 

not have killed me. 
Paul had a great deal of power as vice president and in 

April 2000, he was elected president. There were lofty goals for 
Rwanda: make it a commercial and trade hub of the central and 
eastern part of Africa; build networks on the Internet, airways, 

railroads and highways; promote gender equality; improve 
education; have more private investment; do all this in honest, 

transparent and impartial ways. 
Kagame may have been unorthodox in his methods, but he 

was an innovator, driven to greatness with many friends outside 

Rwanda as well as within. With the use of plastics bags, which 
Paul felt needed to be curbed, he mentioned the environmental 

damage and banned them. When he noticed that the country‟s way 
of producing bricks was too polluting, he outlawed them. At times 
he may have been a dictator, but it was what the nation needed at 

that time. Above all, the people welcomed it. When people outside 
the area complained, Rwandans recalled that those who griped 

were those who didn‟t come to the aid of the nation when it was 
needed, and shouldn‟t be listened to.  

One of his goals was to end poverty and corruption in 

Rwanda. Ethics in government was imperative. Those who 
flaunted their riches could expect no mercy. Posters could be found 

in Kigali with the words, Corruption Is the Enemy of Development, 
and He Who Practices Corruption Destroys His Country. 
 Referring to Kagame, Bishop John stated that there is a 

unique gifting of the person of this president. He is curative to the 
nation, like medicine. He is an intended blessing to us from God. 

After a trip to Rwanda, Reverend Rick Warren of Lake Forest, 
California, offered that Paul is a wonderful Christian leader who 
has brought a spirit of hope and reconciliation to his country. 

Musical artist Quincy Jones mentioned Kagame as one of his 
heroes in real life. Representative Donald Payne of New Jersey 
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complimented Paul as a moral leader who has done an outstanding 
job of moving Rwanda forward. He‟s admired by liberals and 

conservatives: the former because of his anti- imperialism and 
social justice; the latter for his business acumen and what has  

transpired in the country. 
 As far as Kagame‟s priorities, they follow in this order: 
work, family, reading, sports, visiting with relatives and friends. 

He‟s serious about his tennis. All you need do is ask his partner in 
the game. Paul insists that he‟s not that hard on other players, 

insisting that he won‟t put up with someone who doesn‟t show 
effort. Sometimes I make problems for my partner, especially if he 
simply lets a ball go by. He should go for it! It’s all right to fail to 

succeed, but not to fail to try. I just want to try. A few books have 
been written about the Rwandan genocide and Paul Kagame, 

including the 2008 book by Stephen Kinser, A Thousand Hills: 
Rwanda’s Rebirth And The Man Who Dreamed It, which I 
recommend. 
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Hector García 
 

Hector García Peréz was born on January 17, 1914, in 
Llere, Tamaulipas, to José García and Faustina Peréz García, both 

teachers. Three years later the family left Mexico because of 
dueling factions. Like educators of today, Faustina and José 
weren‟t thrilled about bullets in the classroom. As legal 

immigrants, they moved north of the border and settled in 
Mercedes, Texas. In the United States, Hector‟s parents lost their 

teaching credentials so José started out farming but then set up a 
business in dry goods with his brothers. Faustina was busy with the 
children, the number eventually reaching nine.  

Both parents stressed education to their offspring and 
though they were no longer paid teachers, they instructed the 

children in many subjects, giving them an advantage. José and 
Faustina instilled confidence in Hector and the others to do the best 
they could with the realization that they could achieve all they set 

out to do. The children were taught to not even consider or worry 
about discrimination, even though it was there in Texas. It was as 

if they were raised in an environment where it didn‟t exist. They 
just blocked out distasteful moments and setbacks and continued 
on. Eventually six youngsters would become doctors of medicine 

although José figured they all would be in the profession. 
Hector was an overachiever, as were most of his brothers 

and sisters. He was also independent-minded, energetic and a 
runner but his penmanship resembled that of doctors, so he took up 
typing. He became a member of the Citizens Military Training 

Corps (CMTC) of the U. S. Army in 1929 while attending a 
segregated high school and three years later graduated with the 

country devastated by the not-so Great Depression. His CMTC 
commission was that of a second lieutenant. Hector realized that 
his education derived from school, work, personal activities and 

home. Hector then entered Edinburg Junior College, which 
required hitchhiking 30 miles each day to get there.  

The García children knew the importance of schooling, but 
also worked at home or had jobs. Hector worked in a department 
store on an eight-hour shift for two dollars. Besides farm labor, 

other jobs he had were distributing circulars, selling newspapers, 
shining shoes and running a theater. After Edinburg, Hector was 
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set to follow in his brother‟s footsteps by attending the University 
of Texas (UT) at Austin. Before beginning school, the family hired 

a chauffeur to drive them there, accompanied by an abundance of 
food. They ate and slept in the car, avoiding all the discrimination 

that they would have met had tried restaurants and motels.  
Once enrolled at the university, Hector met George I. 

Sánchez, a scholar and social reformer, who fought vigorously 

against racism and bias testing, especially dealing with Mexican 
Americans. Sánchez would be his friend and mentor as well as a 

supporting influence to many of the students. García boarded at 
Saldívar House, run by Mexican nuns and developed many 
friendships during his student years. He was likeable and people 

helped him out because of it. He didn‟t forget their kindness and in 
later years would pay it forward to others. Hector graduated as one 

of the top students in his class with a degree in zoology with 
minors in ancient history and English literature. Without a suit and 
the finances to buy one, he missed graduation ceremonies. It was 

on to the UT at Galveston to study medicine.  His handwriting 
would soon fit in. 

In 1940, he completed his doctorate in medicine at 
Galveston. While there, Hector became involved in the 
community, probably motivated by his time at two hospitals 

serving Mexicans, poor whites and African Americans. This he 
enjoyed because he was ministering to the sick. They in turn 

appreciated his efforts and were more open to him than they would 
have been to white doctors. Hector began a program with medical 
students and residents to familiarize them with hygiene, diabetes, 

immunization, cancer and the prevention of disease, so it could be 
headed off before striking. The residents were so appreciative that 

he was soon a guest in many homes for dinner.    
His residency was spent in Omaha, Nebraska, at St. 

Joseph‟s Hospital. With the attack on Pearl Harbor and the young 

doctor still in the Reserves, he was off to serve his country. He 
hoped to participate as a medical officer but served as an officer in 

the infantry. Eventually he was part of the medical corps, with the 
hope of a promotion to captain, since that would provide him with 
more money to send to his family. That didn‟t happen right away, 

but nevertheless he was happy with where he was. He didn‟t feel 
the need to be the recipient of gunfire. Once shipped out to North 
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Africa, Hector saw many poor people, as he served as many as he 
could. He didn‟t need to rise to such a high level of concern, but he 

did so, with an article in Stars & Stripes praising his efforts. He 
was a respecter of no man as he treated everyone the same, caring 

for them in the same way he had managed the soldiers.  
Even though he had a girlfriend in the United States, 

Hector married Wanda Fusillo, who came from a close-knit family. 

He may have met her as a favor to a friend. At the time of the 
marriage, Wanda hadn‟t realized that he was Mexican American, 

thinking he was European. When they moved to Texas, she wasn‟t 
ready for it but supported him in his work, despite his family being 
so much opposite hers. He loved and cared for her despite all his 

activities, which she would soon discover. Once in Texas, he set up 
an office in Corpus Christi. It was here that not only did his 

medical work continue, but also his grassroots organizing. 
Joe Geiger, an official for veterans‟ services, became his 

friend and referred those from the war who needed help. Hector 

saw others besides Mexican Americans and his practice grew. As 
before, he listened to the patients and encouraged them in healthy 

habits, seeing them even if their resources were limited. Hector 
continued his crusade for health. He sent a request to the office of 
Army recruiter Gilbert Césares, asking for equipment and some 

help in his endeavor. At first Gilbert was intimidated but then he 
was recruited. The pair was on a mission of sanitation and disease 

prevention. Before long, García became a member of the League 
of United Latin American Citizens (LULAC) and they would 
provide knowledge for his cause.  

It didn‟t take long for Hector to see that the challenge 
involved more than he imagined. This came about because of a 

cycle of neglect. In the Mexican American community, there were 
those who rose to the top – they let no one hold them back – but 
then went ahead and ignored their brothers and sisters. Some were 

concerned and worked to make things better, but not all. Desperate 
people fell into two classes: those who worked to better their 

condition and those who gave up. This scenario of the haves and 
have-nots existed within most groups of people. It exists even 
today. 

Hector‟s family experience put him into the category of 
those who advanced from the bottom through education, but then 
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contributed to assist others to move upward. Parents contributed 
immensely but still couldn‟t provide financial support. In too many 

cases, learning wasn‟t an opportunity as the children needed to 
work on the farm to support the family. This only kept the struggle 

going. The poverty meant horrible living conditions, poor 
nutrition, sickness and the status quo. Discrimination brought 
much of this about. Parents couldn‟t teach their children English if 

they couldn‟t speak it themselves. The same applied to teaching if 
a mother and father hadn‟t attended school. Those who labored in 

the fields received another setback with the Bracero Program, an 
agreement between the United States and Mexico bringing workers 
from south of the border to work in Texas and other states. Since 

the plantation bosses would pay as little as they wanted, current 
workers would either see their wages lowered or lose their job 

altogether, forcing them to look elsewhere for employment.  
 Seeing that he was working for veterans, it wasn‟t long 

before García saw that men and women could fight for their 

country, but then return home and be completely ignored. It didn‟t 
matter if you were Mexican, African American or Italian. The U. 

S. Government simply neglected those who fought against the 
Nazis. Working for veterans soon became another one of his 
passions, especially finding a place for victims of tuberculosis. 

García called for men and women of war to meet at Lamar 
Elementary School in March 1948. The crowd was about 600 and 

former soldiers offered their stories. This was the beginning of the 
American G. I. Forum, which had three objectives: defending 
American democracy; assisting veterans; encouraging Mexican 

American participation. The group never took on the civil rights 
identity, but that is exactly what they were fighting for. They were 

accused of being communists, radical and agitators. 
Hector‟s approach predated the activism of the 1960s. He 

was a pioneer of the civil rights movement. García objected to the 

notion of Mexican American earning their rights. Wasn‟t that done 
by service during World War II? How soon they forget. The young 

doctor recruited people for the Forum, inviting them to meetings 
where he spoke about veteran issues. Going to Beeville, 
Kingsville, Mathis and Gregory, he contacted veterans, reformers, 

politicians and club leaders. Hector was a hero to the people of the 
barrio. To raise funds, the Forum held cakewalks – a kind of 
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musical chairs type raffle to win baked goods. Didn‟t I say he 
favored good health? Picnics, dances and membership fees also 

embellished the treasury.  
He was still a great doctor, but besides civil rights work, he 

saw 40 patients a day and had office hours on Saturday, which was 
meant for some people who couldn‟t come up with payment. Some 
of these people could visit him for help during the other part of the 

week. Helping others brought joy to him but he needed more from 
them – civic responsibility. To affect change, people needed to 

vote, thus bringing people into politics who would help Mexican 
Americans, including repealing the poll tax. The tax wasn‟t that 
much for whites to pay, but people in the barrio struggled just to 

put food on the table. Encouraging his patients to vote was 
García‟s challenge.  

Felix Longoria was killed by a sniper from Japan and died 
in the Pacific in June 1945. He was buried there. It took a while, 
but in January 1949, his body was to be shipped back home 

sometime within a few weeks. All that was needed was a burial 
site. Felix‟s wife Beatrice talked to Tom W. Kennedy, the manager 

of a funeral home in Three Rivers and he assured her that he could 
handle everything. In a short while, Kennedy said that he couldn‟t 
allow Felix in the funeral home because of complaints from white 

people. It was a simple case of business discrimination. Hector 
heard of the problem and contacted members of the Forum and 

others, even writing to Senator Lyndon Johnson. There was much 
activity and then Johnson offered a burial place in Arlington 
Cemetery for Felix. There were other offers but most agreed that 

the Senator‟s was most fitting. Various cries of political 
advantages arose with newspapers writing about the decision, 

some favorable and others not. On February 16, 1949, Felix was 
laid to rest in the nation‟s capital, the first Mexican American to be 
so honored. It shouldn‟t have come down to this – the racism and 

then the reaction – but the final decision was brought about due to 
the activism of García. The saga was written about in newspapers 

across the country and the American G. I. Forum became better 
known in the movement for civil rights.  

Discrimination in education had been challenged for years 

but the practice was still going on. Hector fought this but even with 
the passage of numerous laws outlawing it, there was little if any 
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enforcement. Many school districts solved the issue by stalling to 
make any changes. They also found loopholes as well, so that the 

laws meant nothing. This violation took place even with warnings 
that school subsidies would end if the law weren‟t followed. 

Mexican Americans and African Americans were still kept out of 
restaurants, motels, the workplace, swimming pools and theaters, 
so the school thing didn‟t seem to be that big a deal. Someone 

replaced the Bill of Rights with the Bill of Wrongs.  
Nonetheless, the Forum grew and people knew who García 

was. His influence on others was unsurpassed. Ed Idar, Jr. from 
Laredo, credited the doctor for his journey into social reform. His 
contribution as a journalist was enhanced with his becoming a 

lawyer. To Hector, Vincente Ximenes had the most potential of all 
his disciples. Earning a Distinguished Flying Cross in the war, 

Vincente created an American G. I. Forum chapter in 
Albuquerque, New Mexico. He also became one of the first 
national chairmen of the group. Other leaders included Chris 

Aldrete, who led the attack against school segregation, and 
attorney Albert Peña, Jr., who was elected to a county seat in San 

Antonio. In South Texas, Robert Sanchez was a law partner of Idar 
who assisted many politicians in the Democratic Party. As soon at 
the Forum was created, Hector allowed women to participate in 

bringing about change for the poor and in need.  
Molly Galván had much to do with the establishment of 

national women‟s auxiliary of the Forum. Nellie Novarro worked 
on organization of the Forum in Kansas, and in central Texas, 
Dominga Coronado rebuked segregation. Isabelle Telles assisted 

her husband Louis in Albuquerque in the national office. Margarita 
Simón of El Democrata participated in American G. I. Forum 

activities in Austin. 
García never ran for any political office but was involved in 

the scene, supporting and promoting candidates who would stand 

by Mexican Americans and the downtrodden, regardless of the 
color of their skin. He and Lyndon Johnson knew each other and 

García voted for him, even preferring him to JFK in the 1960 
election. Hector only voted Republican once in protest that the 
Democrats weren‟t concerned about barrio issues. Nonetheless, 

García spoke his mind about and to Lyndon and others if he wasn‟t 
happy with their policies and programs.  



 

95 

 

As the years went by, the doctor and the Forum faced 
challenges from the Chicano Movement as well as from within. 

People chastised him for so little progressive change. All this could 
have been avoided if politicians and society had accepted people of 

color – African Americans, Mexican Americans and all the others 
– as citizens of the United States rather than demeaning, 
persecuting and treating them as less than human beings. A big 

step would have been to listening what García and the Forum were 
advocating relative to justice, and actually taking action, but even 

today discrimination is prevalent.  
Though José and Faustina García had much to do with so 

many of the children and their accomplishments, there was one 

concern that especially affected Hector. The word wasn‟t around at 
the time when he and his siblings were going to school, but the 

social activist was a workaholic. This meant that his wife and 
family had to be understanding and realize they wouldn‟t see much 
of him. A truly close-knit family, such as Wanda had experienced 

before meeting her husband, wasn‟t about to happen. Fortunately, 
she accepted his mission but would have preferred a different fate. 

García was also known to have a temper and always be the boss. 
He was known to have difficulty in working with other groups. 
Despite this, he was responsible for great change in society.  

Hector died at the age of 82 in Corpus Christi on July 26, 
1996. At the funeral, he was eulogized by President Bill Clinton. 

Band and choirs performed his favorite songs: the “National 
Anthem,” “Battle Hymn of the Republic,” “America the Beautiful” 
and “Amazing Grace.” Wanda died on September 20, 2008 at the 

age of 87. Garcia earned the Army Bronze Star and six battle stars. 
Some of his other numerous awards include: Medalla al Merito of 

the American G.I. Forum, 1952; Condecoracion, Orden Vasco 
Nunez de Balboa from the Republic of Panama, 1965; NAACP 
humanitarian award, 1969; Civil Rights Distinguished Service 

Award, 1980; Presidential Medal of Freedom, 1984; Hispanic 
Heritage Award in Leadership, 1989; Equestrian Order of Pope 

Gregory the Great from Pope John Paul II, 1990; honorary 
doctorate from Corpus Christi State University, 1991. Pueblo 
Colorado has a street named after him. You can find more about 

him and the American G.I. Forum in the 2002 book by Ignacio M. 
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García – no relation – Hector P. García: In Relentless Pursuit Of 
Justice. 
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6. Ida, Marian, and Sylvia – Kay – Esther 
 

Ida Tarbell 
 

Franklin Tarbell married Esther Ann McCullough on April 
17, 1856, in northwestern Pennsylvania. He was a river pilot and 

she was a teacher who was paid one fourth that of men in the 
profession. Soon Esther was pregnant with their first child and the 
couple agreed that moving west would be beneficial to the family. 

He was to head to Iowa and get settled and then have his wife join 
him there. With the discovery of oil in Hatch Hollow, 

Pennsylvania, Franklin decided to go back home and the Iowa plan 
put on hold. On November 5, 1857, Ida Minerva Tarbell was born 
to the couple even before her father returned home.  

With black gold gushing out of the ground and the river 
pilot back in Pennsylvania, he saw the need for oil containers and 

began constructing them. Cash flowed into the area right along 
with the slimy black stuff and Ida grew up with it, but she wasn‟t 
very happy. The family moved a few times and her new 

surroundings were restrictive because of the mud and oil storage 
pits everywhere. At the age of eight, Ida was very young, but was 

learning about oil and science. She would later write: No industry 
of man in its early days has ever been more destructive of beauty, 
order, decency, than the production of petroleum. Tar and oil 

stained everything. If the well was dry, a rickety derrick, piles of 
debris, oily holes were left, for nobody ever cleaned up in those 
days. 

Matters improved somewhat when the family moved to 
nearby Titusville. There they had a large house with fine 

architecture and it lacked the smell of oil from where they had 
been. At this age, Ida didn‟t care for a conventional life, one 
characterized by taking care of offspring with ironing, cooking and 

cleaning. Esther kept up with women‟s rights and current events 
and Ida did the same. The daughter also felt a need to move into a 

world beyond northwestern Pennsylvania. In the primary school in 
Titusville, she was lazy and not concerned about schoolwork until 
a teacher admonished her. This changed her and by the time she 

left the Drake School, she was at the top of her class. Attending a 
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public high school, she was drawn to chemistry, botany, zoology, 
philosophy and Charles Darwin. Though a churchgoer, Ida came to 

see that evolution and religion could exist together. By the time she 
graduated from high school in June 1875, she accumulated an 

average of 99. I don‟t think either parent said, you could do better. 
At the time, few colleges accepted women, but Ida knew 

that it was necessary for her advancement. Realizing that Franklin 

couldn‟t provide the funds for tuition, Cornell seemed out of reach. 
She heard about Allegheny College nearby, which began admitting 

women in 1870. There was still concern about school costs, but her 
dad soon went along with the idea. Tarbell was the sole female in 
her freshman class of thirty-two. No woman had entered the year 

before and there were two each in the other two classes when Ida 
began. All the teachers were male. Despite these limitations, Ida 

enjoyed her days at the college and established bonds with some 
teachers and their wives, especially Jeremiah Tingley and George 
Haskins. Tarbell joined the Ossoli debating society and wrote for 

its publication, The Mosaic, as well as for the newspaper on 
campus. Her studies included economics, chemistry, physics, 

geology, botany, astronomy, mineralogy, logic, law, history, 
meteorology and calculus. In June 1880, she graduated from 
Allegheny. Over the next sixty years, she was loyal to the school, 

serving as a trustee, speaking to classes, making donations and 
acting as a mediator. 

Ida thought about other professions besides education, but 
took a job as a teacher in Poland, Ohio, not far from Pennsylvania. 
She became the lead teacher, giving lessons in French, German, 

Greek, Latin, geology, botany, grammar and mathematics. She was 
soon overwhelmed and decided to quit. I can‟t say I blame her. 

Clara Walker, the daughter of one of the trustees convinced here to 
stay. Ida benefited from her being in Poland, an agricultural town 
only ten miles from Youngstown, which was characterized by 

slums. Sadly, her temporary home would soon experience greed, 
industry, moral irresponsibility, lust and poverty. After a couple 

years, she left Poland. Returning to the home of her parents, she 
helped out there and did some reading in the Titusville 
Shakespeare Club. 

Upon meeting with Methodist minister Theodore L. Flood 
at her home, she soon had work at The Chautauquan, the magazine 
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of the Chautauqua movement. She didn‟t plan to stay there long, 
but was there for seven years, in various capacities. She wasn‟t 

hired to write articles, but eventually that was one of her tasks. She 
contributed progressive essays and didn‟t stay away from 

controversial ones, of which Flood approved. Ida supported the 
workers and soon she was contemplating trusts, which came to 
mind because of the oil experiences of her father and brother. This 

assignment ended in 1890 for a few reasons. Flood put his son 
Ned‟s name on the magazine masthead ahead of Tarbell‟s. There 

was another issue that Ida kept secret, but it probably was an 
indiscretion on the part of Theodore. This departure may have been 
a good thing because it gave the young woman a chance to move 

on. She wanted to write a book about the French revolutionist 
Madame Manon Marie-Jeanne Philipon Roland, but she was off to 

Paris first, a good way of escaping her recent experience.  
To keep expenses down, she shared a place with some of 

her friends. The group learned a great deal about Europe, but 

didn‟t remain as long as Ida did, who submitted articles for 
publications to newspapers and magazines. Tarbell was used to 

writing non-fiction, but McClure’s Magazine accepted one of her 
short stories. It was a tale of the real- life Monsieur Claude, a 
resident of Titusville who taught her some French before her 

journey abroad. One of his desires was to visit France, so Ida, after 
residing in Paris for some months, knew exactly how he felt. The 

submission needed some revisions, which the writer agreed to and 
she was soon paid for it. This venture made a huge difference in 
her life. 

Dickens could have written about Samuel Sidney McClure, 
whose life was fraught with poverty and challenges. Neither he ld 

McClure back. In June 1893, with John Sanborn Phillips, he 
founded the magazine of his name. He did so with the help and 
contributions of many friends. He also knew of writers who could 

contribute to the publication. Reading Ida‟s short story, he realized 
she could write. In January 1894, she was hired as a full-time 

employee for McClure’s. Tarbell‟s life had given her experience in 
school, at home, at work and in Europe. All along she had always 
sought the truth, even in the short stories she composed. Getting 

the facts right in novels is just as important as in non-fiction. This 
should be the goal of any writer. Yet I‟ve read books, wondering 
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where the author got his sources of information – maybe from a 
fox or a flea market? Ida‟s quest for knowledge b rought her to 

think this way. 
It wasn‟t long before McClure’s came into print, with 

articles of fiction, pieces on travel, reports, essays, some verse and 
illustrations. Tarbell produced essays on Napoleon and Lincoln, 
both spanning a few months and greatly increasing circulation of 

the magazine. McClure’s eventually published many of her books. 
In January 1903, the magazine had three carefully documented 

articles: “The Shame of Minneapolis” by Lincoln Steffens; “The 
Oil War of 1872” by Tarbell; “The Right to Work” by Ray 
Stannard Baker. It wasn‟t intentional, but the three pieces were all 

on one subject: The American Contempt of Law. Workingmen, 
capitalists, citizens and politicians were breaking the law or 

allowing it to be broken. What I‟ve written about Ida so far gives a 
clue to her article, but a bit more information is needed.  

John Davison Rockefeller was born in Richford, New 

York, on July 8, 1839 to William Rockefeller and Eliza Davison. 
In his childhood, the family relocated to Moravia and Owego, both 

in New York, followed in 1953 by a move to Strongsville, Ohio. 
John attended Central High in nearby Cleveland and then took a 
ten-week course in business at Folsom Community College. At 

sixteen, he worked for Hewitt & Tuttle as a bookkeeper, learning 
office systems and methods. He excelled in math and in 

transportation cost calculations. John went into a partnership with 
Maurice Clark in 1859, where they were in the produce business. 
With the discovery of oil in western Pennsylvania in the late 

1850s, the pair built a refinery four years later along with chemist 
Samuel Andrews. 

William Rockefeller Jr. built a refinery in Cleveland in 
1866, with his brother John entering into the company along with 
Henry M. Flagler. The name of the firm was Rockefeller, Andrews 

& Flagler, and it borrowed money, reinvested gains, controlled 
costs and utilized the waste of the refineries. Before long, the 

company had two refineries in Cleveland as well as a branch in 
New York. It became the biggest refinery in the world, the 
predecessor of the Standard Oil Company. It wasn‟t long before 

Rockefeller set out to eliminate some competition in the oil 
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business. This would be accomplished by getting rid of middlemen 
and buying refineries. 

Since oil was shipped by rail, controlling the rates of 
shipment played a huge part. For each barrel of oil he moved on 

the railroad, he finagled a secretly worked out rebate with the 
railroad. Those companies were at his mercy, but they in turn saw 
profits because John put many barrels on the line.  The South 

Improvement Company was a joint venture of Standard Oil and 
three railroads that was created for the purpose of eliminating oil 

competitors through anti-competitive rates of shipping. All these 
actions stressed out the other refineries and now Rockefeller had a 
great deal of control in the oil business. Those companies in 

trouble were given the option of selling out to him, with either a 
cash buyout or a gift of stock. Those who accepted the money 

didn‟t make out anywhere near as well as the stock recipients. In 
the early 1870s, this monopoly came to be known as the Cleveland 
massacre, with output of the refineries of Rockefeller – he now 

had control of 21 of 26 in the area – soaring from 1,500 barrels a 
day to 11,000 within five years. 

A railroad clerk made an error that resulted in the exposure 
of the South Improvement Conspiracy. The small oil companies 
weren‟t happy when they found out. Franklin Tarbell and 3,000 

others met at the Titusville Opera House and organized the group, 
Petroleum Producers Union, which refused to deal with anyone 

connected to Standard Oil. Vandalism could be witnessed at the 
large rail lines. People in Congress took note and in a committee 
session in Washington, DC, evidence was shown of restraint of 

trade, antitrust, unfair competition and monopoly on the part of the 
oil company. No action was taken against Rockefeller.  

Shortly after the hearing, a depression swept the nation. It 
didn‟t affect Rockefeller and his refineries in the least. It actually 
gave him more control of the industry as the smaller guys were 

squeezed out. The robber baron could only be described as shrewd 
as he used philanthropy to overwhelm the criticism. He had always 

been extremely generous to others and this practice didn‟t stop. His 
quest for control continued when he resorted to shipping oil by 
pipelines. The small oil companies could only create their own 

system with great expense. They simply surrendered to 
Rockefeller. Farmers who granted permission for a pipeline 
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through their land for the independents, embodied by the 
Tidewater Pipe Line plan, were warned of the possibility of leaks, 

which would hurt the planet. Perhaps the boss didn‟t consider what 
the drilling and refining of oil was doing to the environment.  

The connectivity between Rockefeller and Tarbell was oil. 
Because of the experience of her dad, brother William and the 
people of western Pennsylvania, Ida investigated Standard Oil and 

Rockefeller. She contacted victims of the Trust – perhaps a better 
name may have been, don’t trust. She searched out documentation 

that the company itself had produced and made sure what she had 
found was the truth. Then the articles appeared in McClure’s. The 
news was out and the company wasn‟t happy. Even with the 

passage of anti- trust laws, Standard Oil escaped because there 
wasn‟t sufficient enforcement to stop Rockefeller. The facts could 

be placed before a jury but then the court or the judge could acquit 
the guilty. Rockefeller avoided publicity and the courtroom as 
much as possible, but when he showed up before the judge, he 

rarely answered questions or if he did, used the I don’t recall 
response. 

Many citizens were upset about the company‟s monopoly, 
while others gave a great deal of credit to the boss. Some even 
rationalized, that’s business. You certainly are entitled to establish 

a company to make a living, but not to crush your competitors by 
unethical practices, including fixing rail rates and conspiracy. 

Standard‟s attorneys may have provided legality, but ethics never 
entered the picture. They certainly didn‟t miss any loopholes. 
Maybe the most unusual detail was that away from the office, 

Rockefeller was a family man. He cherished his wife, relatives and 
friends and was a giving person, contributing many dollars to 

numerous charities. One biographer of the man said, of course, no 
amount of charities in spending such fortunes can compensate for 
the misconduct in acquiring them. 

Before the first piece on Standard Oil was published, 
friends and family warned Ida about the power of the company and  

the danger she could face, but she never hesitated.  Ida continued 
her investigative work, but left McClure‟s in the early 1900s and 
went to The American Magazine, when the former was faltering. 

As might be expected, Tarbell had detractors as well as admirers 
for her efforts. Ida never married – she just didn‟t have the time for 
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a husband and family. Parkinson‟s disease affected the last two 
decades of her life. She died in January 1944 at the age of 86 in 

Bridgeport, Connecticut. A commemorative U. S. stamp honors 
her as does her membership in the National Women‟s Hall of 

Fame in Seneca Falls, New York, a well-deserved honor. The Ida 
Tarbell House is a National Historic Landmark.  

Allan Nevins wrote a friendly biography of the robber 

baron from Cleveland, which I haven‟t read. The 1988 book, Titan: 
The Life of John D. Rockefeller, Sr., by Ron Chernow isn‟t quite as 

accommodating. Chernow mentioned John‟s visionary leadership, 
his courageous persistence, his capacity to think in strategic terms, 
but also his lust for domination, his messianic self-righteousness, 

and his contempt for those shortsighted mortals who made the 
mistake of standing in his way. Chernow added, when Standard Oil 

subdued Tidewater, it again demoralized the independents and 
suggested that all opposition to the behemoth was a foolish, 
chimerical dream. Tarbell‟s book, The History Of The Standard 

Oil Company was published in 1904.  I recommend the 2009 book 
by Steve Weinberg, Taking On The Trust: The Epic Battle Of Ida 

Tarbell And John S. Rockefeller. 
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Marian Anderson 
 

Born on February 27, 1897, in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, 
to John Berkley Anderson and Anna Delilah Rucker, Marian had 

two younger sisters, Alyse and Ethel. Anna had been a teacher in 
Virginia but because of education requirements, couldn‟t teach in 
Philadelphia. This restriction only applied to blacks, not whites. 

She supplemented the family income by providing day care for 
children, working in a factory, scrubbing floors and taking in 

laundry. John sold coal and ice at a railroad terminal in town and 
later had a small liquor trade.  All Marian‟s grandparents had been 
slaves. Benjamin Anderson and Mary Holmes Anderson moved 

from Virginia to Philadelphia in the 1890s a few years before their 
granddaughter was born. They may have lived in the City of 

Brotherly Love, but racism there wasn‟t much different from the 
South, as witnessed by the Plessy v. Ferguson decision of 1896.  

Marian had musical talents at the age of two, banging on a 

toy piano and singing songs she made up. Two years later, family 
members recognized her talent. After she turned six, she became a 

member of the Union Baptist junior choir and then played a violin 
that her Aunt Mary gave her. She played it until the strings broke. 
She had the ability, but funds weren‟t available for music lessons – 

something that she would experience again. Choir director 
Alexander Robinson was the first musician to realize her voice was 

unlike any other and inspired her. The group sang before older 
children in Sunday school and Marian stood out. Soon she was 
singing in a quartet, in duets and solos, all over the city.  

She entertained at gatherings for charity, the YWCA and 
YMCA at the age of eight. Marian was the youngest member of 

the People‟s Chorus, under the direction of founder Emma Azalia 
Hackley. She had solos with the group, which traveled to white 
neighborhoods as well as black, enlarging her experience. Marian 

attended an integrated school in the early 1900s and was a happy 
child. The Andersons may have lived in poverty, but they 

supported each other and enjoyed security in spiritual, cultural and 
emotional ways. Tragedy struck when John had an accident at 
work and then died at age 34 of heart failure a month later. The 

family moved into the home of Benjamin and Mary Anderson, 
which already housed boarders, children and grandchildren. 
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Somehow they managed, but Marian‟s grandmother was 
dictatorial. Marian became close with Benjamin, but sadly, he died 

not long after John perished. Mary made the young singer find a 
job rather than attend high school, much to Marian and Anna‟s 

dismay. One thing Mary couldn‟t do was to prevent Anderson 
from singing. 

In 1910, she joined the senior Union Baptist choir and met 

singer extraordinaire Roland Hayes through Reverend Wesley 
Parks, which made a huge difference in her life. He followed her 

mentor until he died in 1977. Hayes encouraged her and hoped she 
could be trained professionally, particularly by a white instructor. 
When she initiated efforts to follow Roland‟s advice, she saw 

racism, or maybe the money issue came into play, once more. 
Receiving assurance that the people of Union Baptist would handle 

the costs, she tried to apply to the Philadelphia Music Academy. 
She waited in line but was ignored when her term came. She was 
soon told, we don’t take colored. She was to see much more racism 

throughout her life. She and her family had to wait longer for 
service. There were places in town where all people could go, and 

there were others where some of us could not go. There were girls 
we played with and others we didn’t. There were parties we went 
to and some we didn’t. 

The racism of Philadelphia followed in the footsteps of the 
Jim Crow South, Social Darwinism and tensions brought about by 

the increasing African American population. Blacks more than 
tripled compared to only a sixty percent growth of whites in the 
city. The First World War provided jobs for blacks, overseas and 

in factories. When it ended, work was hard to find for people of 
color and those who had served their country returned to find more 

discrimination in employment. In Coatesville, not far from the city, 
a young black was taken from jail and burned to death in August 
1911. Seven years later, a race riot began in Philadelphia when 

rocks were thrown at probation officer Adelia Bond. 
Anderson decided that she‟d find an African American 

voice teacher and she wouldn‟t settle for second best. She and 
Mary Saunders Patterson both knew Roland Hayes. An interview 
between instructor and pupil was arranged by John Thomas Butler, 

who knew of Anderson‟s ability and offered to pay her tuition. 
They bonded and with Paterson‟s guidance, Marian improved in 
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many areas and was encouraged in her musical career. Living in 
Harlem at the age of 18, she sang at the Abyssinian Baptist 

Church. Many felt she needed a more formal education. Through 
the efforts of Philadelphia Tribune editor G. Grant Williams and 

the People‟s Chorus, a benefit concert in June 1915 was set up to 
raise funds for a young singer who Williams said, without a doubt, 
possesses one of the best contralto voices ever heard in this city for 

one of her years. 
The benefit brought in $250, enabling her to study under 

contralto Agnes Reifsnyder, who was influential in Marian 
enrolling at William Penn High School as an eighteen-year-old 
freshman. She didn‟t do well in the business courses but music 

kept her there. Eventually, she transferred to South Philadelphia 
High School for Girls. With the People‟s Chorus, she sang the solo 

contralto part of Handel‟s Messiah with Roland Hayes in the lead. 
A writer from the Crisis, the NAACP magazine, praised the 
chorus, adding, but most exquisite was the dark, sweet full-

blossomed contralto.  
 Hayes was impressed and invited Anderson to join him, 

Harry Burleigh and a black chorus in Boston that was to perform 
Felix Mendelssohn‟s Elijah. After Roland‟s instructor Arthur 
Hubbard heard Anderson sing, he thought she should move to 

Boston and become his student. In order to cover the tuition, he 
offered her the chance for her to stay at his home and work. When 

her grandmother heard of this possibility, she nixed the deal, even 
with the fact that Marian would be working off her tuition. Mary 
felt that a young girl shouldn‟t be far from home.  

The young singer returned to Philly. Invited to sing at a 
Christmas concert in Savannah, Georgia, in December 1917, she 

and her mother boarded a train headed for DC. In the nation‟s 
capital, they changed trains and were led to the Jim Crow car. The 
car was filthy and you could barely see out the windows. The 

lighting and ventilation were bad. It was a horrible ride. 
Fortunately, when they arrived in Savannah, they were greeted 

with a warm welcome. 
Having been in integrated schools and living in mixed 

neighborhoods, Marian noticed that the audience in Savannah was 

no different, as about a third of the people at the concert were 
white. However, the blacks were seated in the back while the 
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others were near the singers. She impressed the listeners and 
critics. The Savannah Press offered: Her voice is exquisitely rich 

and full and mellow. Her control is marvelous, the music just 
seeming to come without any effort from the singer. The Savannah 

Morning News said she had one of the most remarkable voices ever 
heard in Savannah. 

She performed at the Academy of Music in early 1918 and 

one white critic praised her while cautioning that she needed to 
continue in her music study. She heeded the advice of the reviewer 

and a year later sang again at the same venue. This was followed 
up with another trip down south when she appeared at Fisk 
University in Tennessee and other black churches and schools. 

While on the train her accompanist, Billy King, asked the porter 
about the possibility of some food. He was kind enough to seat 

Anderson and King in the dining car, but behind some curtains. 
This is where the waiters ate, but the portions were large and the 
chef and waiters gave it something extra. The crew and the 

musicians appreciated what the others had done.  
The next stop was Chicago in June 1919 to attend an 

operatic course of study by Oscar Saenger. July 27 brought the 
worst race riot in the history of Chicago on a Lake Michigan 
beach, resulting in 500 injuries and forty deaths. It started when a 

black student on a raft was harassed by a while policeman. Soon he 
was hit by a rock that someone tossed and knocked off the raft. 

Lifeguards were prohibited from saving him and he drowned. This 
occurred while a recital was about to begin at Grace Presbyterian 
Church with Marian and others from the National Association of 

Negro Musicians. All the vocalists performed splendidly, but 
Anderson stood out. Chicago defender critic Nora Douglas Holt 

mentioned,  
 
The greatest height was reached when Marian Anderson, a

 high school girl, exhibited a voice equal to that of Rosa
 Raisa, the wonderful contralto of the Chicago Grand

 Opera Company, and everyone stood and acclaimed her
 with cries of bravos, while tears of joy were in the eyes of
 many of the musicians who felt that a new era in music has

 arisen for our people. 
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Almost $200 was raised for a scholarship fund for her. 
There was talk of having her attend the Yale School of Music, but 

she replied that she still had some time in high school. 
Nevertheless, she was determined to succeed. She was fortunate to 

have so much support and in early 1920s, she met voice teacher 
Giuseppe Boghetti, formerly known as Joe Bogash, who came 
from a Russian-Jewish family. At first he admitted that he wasn‟t 

accepting any more students, but that changed when Marian sang 
“Deep River.” Lessons didn‟t begin at once for her, but Boghetti 

dedicated himself to her talents. After graduation from high school, 
most of Anderson‟s time was in her music. At graduation, one of 
her classmates gave an address entitled, we have music and Marian 

Anderson. A decade later, many others in the nation and the rest of 
the world would know of her. For now, she was on her way.  

Anderson faced numerous challenges, especially her 
grandmother Mary. Somehow her friends and family provided so 
much support that this relative didn‟t bother her. Marian managed 

to go to school and was blessed with great music teachers and 
guidance. The Great Depression of the 1930s posed another 

obstacle. Discrimination didn‟t change as she grew older, but she 
did her best to not let it affect her as she traveled and performed in 
Europe, Asia and South America to thunderous appreciation many 

times. On those trips, she witnessed a difference in the way people 
treated her, as opposed to her homeland, even if at times there was 

no prejudice. 
Nonetheless, the United States was her home and she 

returned there. With rampant racism in the North as well as the 

South, arranging concerts was not easy, but she still earned great 
reviews when she sang. In 1939, plans were made for a 

performance for her in the nation‟s capital, either at Constitution 
Hall or Central High School. For reasons of race, both proprietors 
turned her down: the Daughters of the American Revolution 

(DAR) and the Board of Education, respectively. This was despite 
repeated efforts to be at each venue. Eleanor Roosevelt resigned 

from the DAR in protest. You might think that the two groups 
were despicable and un-American in their actions – deservedly so 
– but actually, we should thank both the board and the DAR. As a 

result, Marian sang outdoors at the Lincoln Memorial on Easter 
Sunday, April 9, 1939. The weather could have been more 
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accommodating with nasty winds blowing, but that didn‟t prevent 
75,000 people from attending the five pm concert. They were 

young, old, black, white, rich and poor, all savoring a day of unity, 
understanding, integration, love and hope for what the United 

States could be. That day, when Anderson sang “My Country „Tis 
Of Thee”, she sang the words, of thee we sing, rather than of thee I 
sing. 

The concert was broadcast over CBS radio and was over by 
six pm. It featured half a dozen works including Franz Schubert‟s 

“Ave Maria,” “America,” “My Soul Is Anchored in the Lord” and 
“Nobody Knows the Trouble I‟ve Seen” as an encore. On the day 
commemorating Christian rebirth at the memorial for the Great 

Emancipator who freed the slaves, it was such a memorable event 
that a mural was created to honor that late afternoon proceeding. In 

a letter to Charles Houston, described as The Man Who Killed Jim 
Crow, Mary McLeod Bethune related what people felt on that day: 

 

It cannot be described in words. There is no way. History
 may and will record it, but it will never be able to tell what

 happened in the hearts of thousands who stood and listened
 yesterday afternoon. Something happened in all of our
 hearts. I came away almost walking on air. We are on the

 right track – we must go forward. The reverence and
 concentration of the throngs told a story of hope for

 tomorrow – a story of triumph – a story of pulling together   
 – a story of splendor and real democracy. Through the
 Marian Anderson protest concert we made our triumphant

 entry into the democratic spirit of American life. 
 

Marian sang at the World‟s Fair in New York on May 28 
and followed this up with attending the premier of the movie, 
Young Mr. Lincoln. She performed four songs that day. In 

Richmond, Marian was given the Spingarn Medal, personally 
presented to her by Mrs. Roosevelt on July 2. Eleanor extended 

praise to an individual who had the courage to meet many 
difficulties. Your achievement far transcends any race or creed. 
This took place at the NAACP convention in what had been the 

capital of the Confederacy. Two years later, she was the recipient 
of the Bok Award, which brought with it $10,000. She used the 
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money to established the Marian Anderson Scholarship Fund, 
which would help young singers from the age of sixteen to thirty 

realize their dreams. 
Anderson was always generous to others and would 

continue doing this through benefit performances for the National 
Urban League, NAACP, International Committee of African 
Affairs and other organizations. I doubt this included the DAR. 

The audiences at these events were overflowing – 12,000 at 
Fairmount Park in Philadelphia and more than 25,000 at Lewisohn 

Stadium in New York – so they raised vast amounts of cash. For a 
few years, Anderson visited hospitals and military bases in order to 
comfort the wounded as well as those fighting in World War II, 

both black and white. In late 1942, she was invited to sing at 
Constitution Hall. Even though the DAR hadn‟t abandoned their 

evil, prejudiced ways, she agree to sing because it was for the men 
and women in war. It wouldn‟t be until 1953 that the DAR finally 
welcomed all, regardless of color. The next year, the Board of 

Education in DC followed suit.  
When the mural was presented on January 6, 1943, a day 

before her Constitution Hall gig, Secretary of the Interior Harold 
Ickes praised the singer: 

 

There is only one Marian Anderson, whose voice has given
 life to a new concept of human relationships in millions of

 hearts. Marian Anderson’s voice and personality have
 come to be a symbol – a symbol of American unity at a time
 when a lack of it might well prove fatal to us as a people; a

 symbol of the willing acceptance of the immortal truth that
 ‘all men are created equal’. She used the rich gift with

 which genius has endowed her to make an indifferent
 people realize that if the possession and cultivation of a
 voice are not related to the color of one’s skin, then the

 same must be equally true of other human gifts and
 qualities. 

 
She performed at Carnegie Hall a few times, even as early 

as 1928. In the years after the Easter Sunday Lincoln Memorial 

event, the NAACP felt her vertical integration idea wasn‟t quite 
enough, since it was still segregation. Eventually she agreed with 
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them. She kept singing and recording, even though she performed 
less than in the 1930s and 1940s. In Bethel, Connecticut, Marian 

married Orpheus H. Fisher on July 17, 1943, in a small ceremony. 
After being refused to buy a home, the couple bought a 100-acre 

farm in nearby Danbury. The Marianna Farm was to be home to 
numerous farm animals as well as dogs and cats.  

Anderson influenced many women, not only artists. The 

Kennedy Center showcased her life in the play My Lord, What a 
Morning: The Marian Anderson Story in 1999. Two years later, the 

1939 documentary, Marian Anderson: The Lincoln Memorial 
Concert, was preserved by the Library of Congress. You can find 
her image on a U. S. postage stamp, Savings Bond and Treasury 

Department half-ounce gold coin. Some of her other awards 
include: University of Pennsylvania Glee Club, 1973; Handel 

Medallion, Peace Prize of the United Nations and Congressional 
Gold Medal, all in 1977; Honors from the Kennedy Center, 1978; 
George Peabody Award, 1981; Eleanor Roosevelt Human Rights 

Award of New York, 1984; National Medal of Arts, 1986; 
Grammy Award, 1991. She has honorary degrees from Smith 

College, Temple and Howard Universities.  
On April 8, 1993, Marian died of heart failure in Portland, 

Oregon, at the house of her nephew, noted conductor James 

DePriest. James had continued in the Anderson music tradition. 
His mother, Ethel, and his aunt Alice, were not only sisters of 

Marian, but singers as well. You can read more on Anderson in her 
autobiography and in the 2009 book by Raymond Arsenault, The 
Sound Of Freedom: Marian Anderson, The Lincoln Memorial, And 

The Concert That Awakened America. A quote of hers from 1956 
follows: 

 
There is hope for America. Our country and people have

 every reason to be generous and good. All the changes may

 not come in my time; they may even be left for another
 world. But I have seen enough changes to believe that they

 will occur in this one. 
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Sylvia McLaughlin, Kay Kerr and Esther Gulick 
 

In January 1848, James W. Marshall discovered gold in 
Colona, California, at Sutter‟s Mill. Soon people headed to the area 

to join in the search for riches. Called the forty-niners, they came 
by land and sea, about 300,000 in all. Journeying from the east by 
land involved putting up with the brutal cold of winter – thirty or 

forty below zero and colder – and scorching heat of summer, 
where it may have been one hundred degrees in the shade and 120 

in the blazing sun. The gold seekers had to endure the dry desert 
and the rain, which soon turned everything to mud, as well as 
bears, wolves, buffalo herds and pesky mosquitoes. Saying it was a 

challenge was a huge understatement.  
Arriving in California by sea meant either going around 

Cape Horn or saving a few miles by crossing Panama. There was 
still some concern with cold temperatures – for a while – but most 
of the other problems had to do with the heat gold seekers faced, as 

well as annoying creatures, especially the bugs, snakes and 
scorpions. I‟m not sure which option was the better one in reaching 

the west coast of California, by land or by sea 
They came from far and near: Hawaii and Latin America as 

well as the states. The venture lasted until 1855. In today‟s 

evaluation, what was recovered totaled in the tens of billions of 
dollars, leading to the fabulous wealth of a few peop le. Most 

weren‟t so fortunate, returning home with little if anything to show 
for their efforts. Opportunists may have made the most money. 
These were the leeches that overcharged the miners for basic 

necessities.  
Because of the gold rush, within a few years the city of San 

Francisco expanded from 200 residents to 36,000. California 
became a state in 1850.  Ranching grew throughout the state, as did 
farming. When the search for gold began, there was no law for 

staking a claim. There may have been something based on the 
work of the Founding Fathers, but it seemed as though not many 

were being followed. San Francisco was a town of brothels, 
saloons and gambling halls. Not only were guns allowed, they 
were a necessity. This was the Wild West.   

The California of the mid 1850s wasn‟t very kind to the 
environment or Native Americans. The latter were forced to move, 
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with about 100,000 dieing in the process. In the twenty-year period 
starting with the discovery of gold, 4,500 were murdered. Bodies 

of water were ravaged because of the rush for riches. Mining 
caused great environmental harm to rivers and lakes.  

Even with the beginning of the twentieth century, the 
bleeding of the city of San Francisco didn‟t stop. Industry and 
technology does that to the land. Buildings soared to the sky and 

more followed. In the early 1960s, San Francisco Bay was used as 
a dumping ground for garbage, becoming a landfill. Because of 

this the bay was shrinking and stinking, emitting some very 
unpleasant aromas. The filling of the bay continued. One woman 
agreed that doing so was a great idea since the stench there was 

unbearable. This lack of concern for recycling, animals, sea life 
and the people in the area was a threat to the life of the city. 

Fortunately there were some people who were concerned. 
On March 29, 1911, Esther Kaufmann was born in 

Oakland, California. She grew up in Fresno and in 1932, obtained 

a degree in economics from the University of California (UC) at 
Berkeley. Two years later she married Charles A. Gulick, who was 

an economics professor at UC. Esther drove a Navy bus on 
Treasure Island during the Second World War. She was a do-
gooder who had great concern for the earth, even though many 

people thought she was an impractical idealist.  
Catherine Kay Spalding, was born on March 22, 1911. A 

graduate of Stanford, Kay too was an environmentalist. She met 
Clark Kerr at a peace conference in 1934 that may have witnessed 
commies taking over the proceedings. Sitting on the stage next to 

him, she handed him a note asking if he was a communist. He 
replied that he wasn‟t and she wrote back, nor am I. On Christmas 

Day they wed. Clark became a professor of industrial relations at 
UC at Berkeley in 1945. In 1952, he became the university‟s first 
chancellor and six years later, its twelfth president. 

Born in 1916, Sylvia McLaughlin spent her childhood in 
Denver, where she became a nature lover. She moved east to 

obtain a bachelor‟s degree from Vassar College in 1939, and 
married Donald McLaughlin in 1948, settling in Berkeley on the 
other coast. Donald became the dean of Berkeley‟s College of 

Mining and served on the Board of Regents for sixteen years at 
UC. Sylvia, Kay and Esther were housewives and idealist friends 
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who witnessed the bay becoming a vast dump and knew that action 
had to be undertaken. 

Not knowing where to start, the concerned San Francisco 
trio realized they had to stop the growth of Berkeley, which had 

plans for doubling in size. Something had to be done about the 
landfill concept for the bay as well. It may have seemed that they 
were just powerless environmentalists, but they each had husbands 

at UC who could help. In 1961, the San Francisco trio founded the 
Save San Francisco Bay Foundation, which is now known as Save 

the Bay. Charging one dollar for membership – cookies and milk 
came with that buck – they held meetings and faced some 
challenges, but their efforts resulted in the very first coast 

management agency in the world. Who said a few individuals 
couldn‟t effect change? You might say that they had powerful 

help, but the three of them still had to take the initiative. Save the 
Bay began the environmental movement in the United States and is 
also a great example of using what resources you have and 

working together. 
Kay was a friend of Senator Eugene McAteer, who had a 

great deal of power, and in 1964, she contacted him about 
protecting the bay. That same year the San Francisco Bay 
Conservation Study Commission was created to look into the 

issues, of which McAteer was chairman. Hearings were held and 
the press covered the matter. DJ Don Sherwood of KSFO had a 

huge following and he encouraged his audience to write their 
representatives. The people became involved and later a bill was 
proposed for the creation of the San Francisco Bay Conservation 

and Development Commission (BCDC). It would have the 
responsibility of coming up with a plan for the bay as well as being 

able to issue permits for all filling of the bay. The result was 
passage of the McAteer-Petris Act in June 1965. In 1969, 
Governor Ronald Reagan made the BCDC a permanent agency. 

The BCDC was established before the California Coastal 
Commission and the Environmental Protection Agency and now 

could regulate dumping into the bay.  
Esther, Kay and Sylvia were instrumental in saving San 

Francisco Bay. Had they not done so, the U. S. Army Corps of 

Engineers estimated that by 2020, with 250 million tons of raw 
sewage regularly being dumped each year into the bay, it would be 
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turned into a mere shipping channel. As it was ninety percent of 
the wetlands had been lost and in the mid 1960s, the bay 

encompassed 548 square miles, down from 787 square miles of a 
century before. It was a huge accomplishment, with executive 

director David Lewis proclaiming Save the Bay as the model for 
all the coastal protection agencies in this country and around the 
world. Thanks to the work of Sylvia‟s group, shoreline access 

today is more than a 100 miles. In 1960, it was only six.  
With these accomplishments, Silvia, Esther and Kay were 

just beginning. Because of the greed of governments and 
corporations, conservation efforts continue every day – just what 
the trio started and kept doing. Save the Bay and the BCDC have 

improved the economy in the region as well as the lives of the 
people and continues to do so. The health of the bay has improved 

along with more recreational activities. The organization began in 
the early 1960s and has kept going through all the decades that 
followed. It has been under the leadership of David Lewis since 

1998. The group halted the paving of parts of the bay for runways 
at the San Francisco airport. It has taken on big corporations, 

including the American Chemistry Industry and Cargill, the latter 
on more than one occasion. Lewis testified before Congress on 
restoration of wetlands and ways to prevent oil spills. Save the Bay 

has been working for banning the use of plastic bags so they don‟t 
wind up in the bay. They stopped the destruction of San Bruno 

Mountain, which would have become a landfill in San Mateo 
County. Without Save the Bay, there might not have been the 
Tahoe Regional Planning Agency, the Delta Stewardship Council 

and Earth Day. 
Before 1960, grassroots organizations and environmental 

groups were around, but Save the Bay woke them up. They really 
got moving. Thanks to Sylvia, Esther and Kay, many new people 
became involved and new chapters came into existence. People 

came to respect the earth more with their rethinking, reducing, 
recycling and reusing. Community Supported Agriculture, rooftop 

gardens and Co-operatives are thriving, as is green building. 
People have become familiar with zero-sum living – citizens 
putting as much or more into the earth than they take out.  

Whether it‟s a local residence or a building for a business, 
construction and remediation can result in an edifice that utilizes 
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much less energy than those in the past, resulting in helping to save 
the planet. A good example of this is the Bullitt Center in Seattle, 

which opened on Earth Day in 2013. Construction began in July 
2011 on possibly the greenest commercial building on the planet. It 

cost $18 million and is said to have a lifespan of 250 years. It 
features net-zero energy construction, a geothermal heat system, 
composting toilets, a green roof, rainwater collection and natural 

lighting. The San Francisco trio would have been delighted and 
proud. 

Save the Bay members and supporters number in the tens 
of thousands today. Volunteers keep the shoreline healthy, which 
McLaughlin describes as, a beautiful sight. I’m privileged to look 

out at it every day from my home half way up the hills. Their 
website is http://www.savesfbay.org. 

Esther died on May 31, 1995 at the age of 84. On Friday, 
December 18, 2010, Kay died in El Cerrito at home with her 
family. She was 99. In a letter to the Board of Regents at UC, 

President Mark Yodof wrote: 
   

Mrs. Kerr was an extraordinary woman, a devoted
 counselor and partner to her husband, Clark Kerr, and a
 dedicated environmentalist, who throughout her long life

 earned the deep respect and admiration of all who knew
 her or knew of her.  

 
  McLaughlin Eastshore State Park, which stretches through 
five cities, including Berkeley, is named in Sylvia‟s honor.  

Patricia Jones of East Shore Parks calls McLaughlin a force of 
nature. She has that very genteel, diplomatic, friendly exterior, but 

there are nerves of steel inside. When she met David Rockefeller, 
Sylvia recalled, he shook hands and said, ‘You won.’ I thought that 
was pretty nice. She and her friends had taken on the corporate 

giants who wanted to fill in the bay and were victorious. The 
Donald and Sylvia McLaughlin Natural Reserve can be found in 

Lake and Napa counties of California, encompassing over 7,000 
acres. In 2006, the National Science Foundation gave the Reserve 
$65,000 for the building of a greenhouse in the UC reserve system.  

 The 2009 documentary, Saving the Bay: The Story of San 
Francisco Bay traces the history of the bay back to the Ice Age and 
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then discusses the industrial desecration of the land as well as the 
brave trio of women from the city by the bay. Presented by KQED, 

the four part series gives inspiration to what can be achieved when 
three people start out on a quest. As Susan Kusema pointed out: 

Self-reliance starts with yourself, by doing something for yourself 
and succeeding. Then your friend will come and ask you what you 
did and join you, and then another, and one day you have a 

movement. 
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7. David, James and Roberto  

 
David Bronner  

 

On the first day of February in 1908, Emanuel Heilbronner 
was born in Heilbronn, Germany, to Berthold Heilbronner and 

Franziska Heilbronner. As a member of a family of soap makers, 
he moved to the United States in 1929 and advised his parents to 
leave Germany. They stayed in Europe and perished in the 

Holocaust. The last Emanuel heard from them were the words on a 
postcard, which said: You were right. Your loving father. For 

obvious reasons, the name was shortened to Bronner. Emanuel met 
his future wife, Paula Wolfahrt, at a dance, something he loved. 
They married in 1933 and before long had three offspring, Ellen, 

Ralph and Jim. Paula was Catholic while Emanuel was Jewish. 
The kids were all baptized as Lutherans. This may have been in the 

father‟s belief that every religion should be treasured.  
Despite the deaths of his mother and father at the hands of 

the Nazis, Emanuel believed in the goodness and unity of man. Dr. 

Bronner‟s castile soap was one of the products that was made at 
home, to great success. Emanuel actually wasn‟t a doctor of any 

kind, who hated commies and never indulged in pot. On the labels 
of the soap could be found the words, Moral ABC and All-One-
God-Faith, which expressed his feelings. These came from both 

Christian and Jewish ideals. These concepts may have resulted in 
his arrest in Chicago and his being sent for shock treatments at a 
mental hospital in Elgin, Illinois. He escaped to California but 

wasn‟t shocked enough to become a heartless capitalist. His family 
moved a few times, finally setting in the town of Escondido in 

California, where his business flourished. When Emanuel died on 
March 7, 1997, his factory was responsible for over a million units 
of soap and other goods. In addition, the company contributed to 

numerous charities. 
After Emanuel died, the family kept the business going 

with assurance that the labels would remain, unless government 
regulations mandated modifications. Some ideas survived:  
Absolute cleanliness is Godliness! Teach the Moral ABC that 

unites all mankind free, instantly 6 million strong we’re All-One. 
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Ralph entered the family business in the late 1980s, 
becoming president of the firm a few years later. He turned the 

business over to Jim in 1994, who was responsible for increasing 
profits while simultaneously benefiting the customers. Give a little 

and you get. When Jim worked for the Monsanto Corporation, he 
developed the foam product that firefighters use in combating fires. 
It‟s what you see in the winter scenes in many movies.  The soap 

business was kept in the family as Jim‟s son, David, had a religious 
experience. The latter was actually being immersed in the culture 

of Amsterdam, so maybe it was really semi-religious. In 1997 he 
agreed to work for the company, but only on activist terms. A year 
later, lung cancer claimed Jim‟s life. Born in Los Angeles in 1973, 

David embraced his grandfather‟s All-One philosophy. He carried 
on and expanded Emanuel‟s mission, eventually becoming 

president and CEO of Dr. Bronner‟s Magic Soaps.  
Not only is David CEO, he is also concerned about the 

health of the people and the planet. In the 1990s, Dr. Bronner‟s 

Magic Soap continued as a soapbox for numerous causes,  
combating income inequity and insisting on fair trade over free 

trade. The David Bronner tee shirt I own has these words on the 
back: constructive capitalism is where you share the profits with 
the workers, and the earth from which you made it.  

All ingredients found in Dr. Bronner‟s products are fair 
trade certified, including palm oil from Ghana, coconut oil from 

Sri Lanka and Middle East olive oil. When David couldn‟t obtain 
fair-trade and certified organic oil, he grew his own in the places 
mentioned. In 2003, the Bronner products – balms, soaps and 

lotions – were among the first certified by the USDA National 
Organic Program, thanks to David. Bronner‟s liquid soaps are 

bottled in 100% post-consumer recycled products. A combination 
of hemp and recycled paper encompasses the bars of soap his 
company sells.  

David was never opposed to synthetic biology or genetic 
engineering, only to the addition of a genetically modified 

organism (GMO) in food, whether in vegetables or meat. Studies 
have pointed out the danger of this inclusion to humans and the 
earth. GMOs are something we can all live without. Bronner was 

so passionate about this issue that he contributed millions of 
dollars to the Yes on 522 campaign to force manufactures to 
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indicate when a product contains GMOs. One of the soap labels 
became a magazine ad for the campaign, even featured in Mother 

Jones Magazine. The corporate conglomerate defeated the Yes on 
522 campaign, but people haven‟t given up on this crucial issue. If 

we don’t win the right to label and enable people to choose non-
GMO, then everything is going to be GMO.  

A few days before the Right2Know March in October 

2011, David had some comments on the GMO thing. 
 

People aren’t going to want to eat something labeled
 ‘genetically engineered’. The primary concern is the way
 Monsanto spins its products. They didn’t magically

 produce pest-resistant corn; they’re expressing a foreign
 compound in every cell of the plant that has not been

 proven safe. It’s a big experiment. We know that food
 allergies are surging along with asthma and other
 conditions; certainly it’s connected with what we eat and

 people have a right to know what’s in their food. 
 

Jim‟s wife, Trudy, pointed out that Dr. Bronner‟s Magic 
Soaps were like a non-profit, but it really wasn‟t despite all it 
contributed to social causes. David asked, If we are not maxed out 

and pushing our organization to the limit, then what are we doing? 
After David became CEO, fifteen years of business saw profits 

grow by 1,300%, from $5 million to $64 million. Nevertheless, 
Bronner wasn‟t concerned about money, keeping the highest salary 
at no more than five times that of the lowest paid warehouse 

laborer. Employees are well paid. Money taken in is used for doing 
good and to make the products better even with a minimal 

advertising budget – a great product sells itself.  
Renewal Partners works with socially responsible groups. 

Its president, Joel Solomon, praised the Bronner family saying,  

  
Their activism as a company is not engineered; it wasn’t

 coached by a public relations firm. Dr. Bronner’s does
 their thing the way the think it should be done, and nobody
 is going to change them. 
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David refuses to deal with Walmart. He had plenty of 
reasons including what that corporation represents and has been 

doing to communities. Their entry into a locality brings about the 
demise of small businesses and goods from far, far away – local 

products aren‟t even considered by Walmart. Instead goods are 
shipped long distances to arrive at the stores. I don‟t think Bronner 
was happy about Walmart‟s Black Friday, especially when at three 

a.m. on November 28, 2008 in Long Island, a Walmart employee 
was trampled to death in a shopping stampede. This is a day when 

you should either go to a movie or just stay home. Have a turkey 
sandwich. Workers are grossly underpaid and asked to work after 
they sign out for the day. The store discriminates against its help 

and has few if any full-time staff. This saves the company money 
since they need not worry about health insurance, vacation time 

and other benefits, which workers are entitled to.  
Bronner was arrested a couple times for his activism – 

proof that many times the wrong people are apprehended. The first 

was in 2009. Apparently hemp seeding of the lawn of the Drug 
Enforcement Agency (DFA) is frowned upon, even as a protest of 

a hemp ban. Three years later, Bronner was arrested for milling 
hemp oil in front of the White House. David positioned himself in 
a cage that the authorities had to saw open to get at him. David felt 

that hemp oil added to soap would create a better lather. The 
administration of George W. Bush made most products of hemp 

illegal, but Bronner sued the DFA since hemp oil is not 
psychoactive. To get a buzz, you‟d need so many gallons of it that 
it would fill a bathtub. The ban was struck down in 2004. 

In 2007, Bronner sued Avalon Organics and Kiss My Face 
for falsely advertising their products as organic. The action was 

eventually dismissed but David‟s concern had a great deal to do 
with organic body care guidelines established by Whole Foods. 
Some of the companies that Bronner embraces are Patagonia and 

Working Assets. Formed in 1985, the latter supports the 
environment, peace, human rights and equality, donating some of 

their profits to these causes. With its business, Patagonia strives to 
inspire others to be aware of the needs of the planet while building 
a great product and causing no harm to the earth or its citizens. 

Because of its love of nature and its beauty, Patagonia calls on all 
of us to participate in doing all we can to change what is happening 
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because of global warming. The corporation donates at least one 
percent of its profits to worldwide grassroots movements along 

with their time and services.   
The headquarters of Dr. Bronner‟s Magic Soaps being built 

is converting a bland building into something more pleasing to the 
workers. There will be a fragrance bar, farm-to-table organic 
cafeteria and a station for refilling empty bottles. Also on hand will 

be Dr. Bronner pinhole glasses, which provide some bizarre visual 
images. Best of all is the celebration of his arrest. It‟s a mannequin 

in a cage that looks like David involved with hemp plants.  
Dr. Bronner‟s Magic Soaps is the best selling organic soap 

brand in the United States. David is renowned for his commitment 

to innovation, progressive action, charity, his employees and 
integrity. He has an undergraduate degree in biology from Harvard 

– proof that some good people do graduate from there. He was a 
counselor in mental health for two years in Boston before coming 
on board Bronner‟s Magic Soaps. Since it is so valuable, Bronner 

is spending time convincing others of the value of hemp farming. 
He is on the board of both Vote Hemp and Hemp Industries 

Association. The boss now resides with his wife Kris and their  
daughter Maya in Encinitas, California. Maya‟s soccer coach is the 
CEO, since he loves doing that. He doesn‟t mind dancing either. I 

wonder from whom he inherited that love. The first issue of 
Mother Jones Magazine in 2014 gives a good introduction to the  

Bronner soap business in “The Audacity of Soap”, an article 
written by Josh Harkinson. David‟s website is  

www.drbronner.com. 
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J. L. Wilkinson 

 

Most people know of the contributions of Rickey and 
Robinson to major league baseball. Branch Rickey added Jackie 

Robinson to the Brooklyn Dodgers roster in 1947 as the first 
African American. There is another person that you may not have 
heard of, who was more influential in the integration of baseball in 

the United States. James Leslie Wilkinson was born on May 14, 
1878, in Perry, Iowa, to John Joseph Wilkinson and Myrtie Harper 

Wilkinson.  
J. L. attended Highland Park College in Des Moines, where 

he pitched for the Hopkins Brothers, a sporting goods store. An 

injury to his wrist terminated his playing days, which took him into 
management. This led to the creation of the All Nations team, 

which didn‟t include every nation on the planet but the number 
represented was about equal to the number of players on the club. 
Some on the team were Couteau, who was French, Native 

American Joe Graves, Jess Jackson, an African American, even a 
woman named May Arbaugh and Chico Hernadez and Figarolo, 

both Cuban. J. L. insisted, we all ate, slept and played together. 
There never was any trouble. We were a happy family. 

You could find some of the best on the All Nations club, 

who beat the Chicago American Giants of Rube Foster, two out of 
three games. In 1916, they also played what some considered the 
nation‟s most dominant black club, C. I. Taylor‟s Indianapolis 

ABCs. They tied them in one game and beat them twice in the 
other games. The military draft left them with only nine players, 

but the team still played 35 games, winning all of them except one, 
which they lost, 1-0.  

Wilkinson formed a new team with Bullet Rogan, Lem 

Hawkins, Oscar Johnson, John Donaldson and Dobie Moore, 
which became the Kansas City Monarchs – one of the greatest 

baseball teams in history. J. L. was the only white owner in the 
league. In 1937 he was chosen treasurer of the newly formed 
Negro American League. He served with the Monarchs from 1920-

1947, six of which the team barnstormed from 1931-1936. The 
team was often compared to the New York Yankees, winning 

almost as many league championships. The Yankees won more 
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World Series only because they were many years that the Negro 
leagues didn‟t have them.  

The Monarchs took on the white American Association 
Kansas City Blues in 1912 in a postseason series. The Blues won 

the series in seven games but in a rematch, the Monarchs won in 
five out of six contests. This was the last match-up between the 
teams, but the Kansas City Star showered the winners with praise,  

eyes are open now to the fact that it isn’t lack of ability that keeps 
the Negro players off the big time – it’s color. 

In 1937, Wilkinson removed all the obstacles at Ruppert 
Field so that anyone could sit in the seat of his or her choice, 
regardless of color. For a time, black players needed to dress at the 

local YMCA or at home. That changed with the desegregation of 
the park when the Monarchs used the all-white clubhouse and its 

facilities. J. L. had a great deal to do with that.     
With the Great Depression in 1929, Negro baseball was 

bound to see trouble until Wilkinson, also known as Wilkie, came 

to the rescue. His innovation was lighting so the games could be 
played at night. They were portable, thus able to go where the 

Monarchs played. Mounted on trucks, the lights were set up and 
dismantled in about an hour. The lighting was accomplished with a 
powerful generator that drove 44 giant floodlights.  

 
Star light, star bright, 

I wish to see a game tonight. 
I wish I may, I wish I might. 
But only Wilkie has the light! 

Star light, star bright, 
Black players overcome their forbidden plight.  

They wish they may, they wish they might. 
That only the stars come out at night. 
 

The lighting of the field was done with a dozen men. 
Baseball parks from Portland, Maine, to the Midwest and from 

Mexico to Canada were lit up thanks to Wilkinson‟s efforts. The 
first game under the lights was played on April 28, 1930 at Alton 
Stadium in Enid, Oklahoma. About 3,000 fans saw the Monarchs 

beat Phillips University, 12-4. The ten errors they committed 
didn‟t help the Haymakers. Under the lights, attendance doubled 
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and tripled in some cases. The Kansas City Call mentioned: Night 
baseball will be a lifesaver. It gives recreation for the business and 

working man who can’t afford day games. The Monarchs will 
probably do to baseball this year, what the talkies have done to the 

movies. Monarch third baseman George Giles commented, those 
lights saved baseball. It took five years before the major league 
used lights.   

The Monarchs won many games, even against white teams. 
They beat all-star teams headed by Grover Alexander, Dizzy Dean 

and Bob Feller, consistently. In  1932, Wilkinson split up the team, 
deciding not to stay in the league. The players went to different 
teams but soon J. L. called them to meet in Chicago. A new edition 

of the Monarchs was formed. They barnstormed and won 42 
games in a row, before losing 2-1 to the Chicago American Giants. 

They wound up losing a total of five games that season.  
During the 1934 campaign, J. L.‟s team whooped the St. 

Louis Gashouse Gang, 7-0 and 9-0, defeating them in three out of 

four games. There wasn‟t any team that could match them. They 
won their sixth league championship in 1937, beating the Chicago 

American Giants in four out of five games, with one tie. They 
gathered more league championships in 1939, 1940 and 1941. The 
next year offered a bigger challenge against the heavily favored 

Homestead Grays in the Negro World Series. Even with Josh 
Gibson and Buck Leonard, the Grays were swept in four games as 

Gibson hit only .125. 
Tragedy struck in the middle of July 1947. J. L. and a few 

of his players were in a car accident. Wilkie‟s retina was ruptured 

causing the loss of most of his vision in his right eye. 
Complications from cataract surgery resulted in blindness in the 

other eye. Seeing his situation, he sold half the ownership of the 
team to his friend, Tom Baird. A few years later, Wilkinson was 
completely blind. 

That same year, Robinson played in the Major Leagues 
with the Brooklyn Dodgers, becoming Rookie of the Year in the 

National League. He had played shortstop for the Monarchs in 
1945. J. L. received no compensation for Jackie. People who knew 
Robinson, felt that he could live up to expectations. Some who 

thought Jackie wouldn‟t succeed in the majors included Rogers 
Hornsby, Bob Feller and Fred Dixie Walker. At least one of those 
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wasn‟t paying attention when the Monarchs clobbered his team. 
That year of the late 1940s brought with it the fading away of the 

Negro Leagues. 
Wilkinson and the Monarchs had much to do with the great 

success of African American baseball in the United States. Every 
young black who played baseball wanted to be on the Kansas City 
team, just as every white lad wanted to play for the Yankees. The 

Monarchs were as well known as the team from New York, 
accumulating more championships than any sports franchise in the 

history of Kansas City. They provided in excess of thirty players to 
minor and major league teams, more than any other black team. 
Earlier I listed some of the African American stars, but I left quite 

a few out. Surprisingly, the Monarchs have only fifteen players in 
the Baseball Hall of Fame as I write this. Admitted in 1962, 

Robinson was the first, followed by Paige in 1971. By 1995, only 
five Monarchs were in the Hall of Fame. I think more will be 
added. It was only the last few decades that many African 

Americans entered the Hall of Fame. 
Satchel would have been the first except that he wasn‟t 

eligible. He was still pitching in 1966, three years after Jackie 
joined that prestigious group. I saw him pitch in Buffalo against 
the International League Bisons. He was either close to fifty years 

old or in his fifties. Like so many other Negro players, Paige was a 
member of numerous teams. It‟s rumored that he pitched a day 

game in one city and a day later was on the mound for another 
game, miles away. Because of this movement and the longevity of 
the Monarchs, the number of those who played for that Kansas 

City team was well over 300. More pitchers, coaches, infielders 
and outfielders from the Monarchs should be added to the Hall of 

Fame. 
Chester Arthur Chet Brewer was an outstanding pitcher 

who was on the mound for 25 years, with a career record of 90-64. 

His pitches were characterized as cannon shots into the glove of 
the catcher. His lifetime ERA is 2.89 which included a 17-3 record 

in 1929. In 1926 he compiled an ERA of 2.05 while going 13-2. 
He was elected to the Mexican Baseball Hall of Fame in 1966 
because of his winter efforts in Latin America. After his hurling 

days were over, he became a scout and manager.  
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John Wesley Donaldson was a member of the All Nations 
club before joining the Monarchs. He is rumored to have struck out 

35 batters in an eighteen- inning game in Sioux Falls and shortly 
after that 27 in twelve innings. He was described as the greatest 

black pitcher, amassing a 1.37 ERA along with a 235-84 record. 
He struck out 3,832 opponents and completed 86 shutouts and six 
no-hitters, including three in a row. He helped his cause with his 

bat, hitting .334 in over 1,800 trips to the plate. Owner John 
McGraw mentioned that he would have paid $50,000 for his 

services if the league had have been willing to  part with its racist 
ways. 

Walter Dobie Moore would have had a longer career except 

for the gunshot wound. For seven years he played shortstop after 
starting out as a catcher. His lifetime batting average was .346. In 

1924 he batted .352, but his attitude earned him a fine from 
Wilkinson. J. L. penalized him for heading into the stands to settle 
matters with a fan who uttered a few derogatory comments on his 

play.  
Wilkinson was the owner, but he found the right coaches, 

scouts and players to produce winning teams. Once he was no 
longer in charge, the Monarchs, under Ted Rasberry, never reached 
the heights achieved by J. L.‟s team. Even so, by a unanimous 

vote, Wilkinson was made a lifetime member of the league. The 
Kansas City Call wrote, from a sociological point of view the 

Monarchs have done more than any other single agent in Kansas 
City to break the damnable outrage of prejudice that exists in this 
city. That same paper in 1928 paid tribute to the man with these 

words: 
 

The best club owner in the world to work for –  
who is familiar with the game as it is today 
who knows how to plan for the future 

who believes in us at all times 
who stands for a fair and square deal to all 

who gives the best and expects the best in return 
who loves and is loved by his players 
who believes that charity begins at home 

who knows and appreciates real ability 
who instills the fighting spirit in his club 
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who practices what he preaches 
who never turned on a friend. 

 
On August 21, 1964, the Father of Night Baseball died in a 

Kansas City nursing home in poverty at the age of 86. Satchel paid 
him the highest compliment when he said: I’ll go into the Hall in a 
Monarch uniform. And I want it that way. Newt Allen praised J. L., 

offering: He was one white man who was a prince of a fellow. He 
loved baseball, and he loved his ball players. He traveled right 

along with us every day. Stayed at the same hotels we stayed at . 
Wilkinson‟s son Richard mentioned: I never knew a ball player or 
person that didn’t like my dad. Never drank, never smoked. Just a 

fine person and he helped a lot of players, financially. Buck 
O‟Neil said: One of the finest men I have ever known was J. L. 

Wilkinson. He was the type fellow, that it was nothing he had that 
was actually too good for you. Connie Johnson shared the highest 
view of him. You know J. L. Wilkinson was one of the greatest 

guys to ever live. I remember one time I borrowed $25 from him 
and never paid him back. He never asked for it. Allen Lefty Bryant 

added, „Wilkie’ traveled with the ball club. He made sure we ate 
whatever we wanted. If we couldn’t get served, he would go in and 
get the food and bring it out to us. That J. L. was one of the finest 

persons I ever knew. First baseman George Giles described him as 
the best man to ever live. I never missed a paycheck with ‘Wilkie’ 

in charge.  
Baseball owners who followed James – maybe you forgot 

his first name – brought much innovation to the game. Wilkinson 

was way ahead of his time with the lights, which the major leagues 
were reluctant to use at first. It took them five years before they got 

wise. In the mid 1920s, Wilkie introduced Kids‟ Day to the fans, in 
which anyone fifteen or younger entered the ballpark for free. His 
Ladies‟ Day functioned the same way. He even had young women 

as ushers in 1922. If you were at the ballpark in 1939, you may 
even have been treated to a bathing beauty contest. Soldiers had 

free admission during the years of war. Black ministers were 
admitted to the park for free. They in turn dismissed their 
parishioners early so that they could be at the game, too – a great 

marketing idea. 



 

129 

 

J. L. was one of a kind. He cared for his players and the 
fans. He gave to the national pastime the blueprint for racial 

harmony as well as the greatest players of the game. I think his 
teams‟ records against Major League competition speaks for itself. 

Wendell Smith of the Pittsburgh Courier wrote: He has stayed in 
the game through storm and strife because he loved it, not because 
he had to. There is no owner in the country – white or Negro – who 

has operated more honestly, sincerely or painstakingly. It took 
way too long, but in 2006, Wilkinson joined the Baseball Hall of 

Fame. 
Leslie A. Heaphy did a great job editing, Satchel Paige And 

Company: Essays On The Kansas City Monarchs, Their Greatest 

Star And The Negro Leagues. In that 2007 book, you can find 
information about African American baseball, including humorous 

stories – some of which may be true. Larry Lester contributed an 
entire chapter devoted to that great man, Wilkie. 
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Roberto Clemente  

 

When Roberto Clemente Walker was born in Carolina, 
Puerto Rico, on August 18, 1934, the home he entered was quite 

crowded. His father and mother, Don Melchor Clemente and Luisa 
Walker, were there with six of his siblings: Luis, Rosa, Osvaldo, 
Justino, Andres and Anairis. Three cousins also resided in their 

five-room home. Don Melchor was a sugarcane supervisor and his 
workers stopped by each day to eat. Roberto, also called Momen, 

worked in the fields too but developed an interest in baseball. He 
could always be found throwing and hitting something resembling 
a ball with either a broom handle or tree branch.  

Momen competed in the sport against neighboring barrios. 
While in his first year at Vizcarondo High School, Roberto Marin 

brought him to play for the Sello Rojo softball team. He played 
shortstop for two years there and at sixteen, Roberto joined an 
amateur team, the Ferdinand Juncos. His first professional team 

was the Cangrejeros de Santurce of the Professional Baseball 
League of Puerto Rico. For the  Santurce Cangrejeros Crabbers he 

hit .288 leading off. Soon the Brooklyn Dodgers offered him a 
contract, assigning him to the Triple-A International Montreal 
Royals. In his debut on April 1, 1954, Clemente collected two 

singles and hit an inside-the-park home run. He was the only Royal 
starter who played nine innings that day in a 12-2 victory over the 

Civilians. 
In Vero Beach, Florida, Roberto soon met Jim Crow, 

noticing that players with darker skin weren‟t afforded the same 

privileges as whites. His stellar efforts on April 1 didn‟t have him 
playing every day. He spent a great deal of time on the bench when 

he wanted to play. He felt isolated and alone, away from family 
and subsequently not really a part of the Royals. His lack of 
playing time was an effort to hide Momen for some reason. There 

may have been racism behind this or they simply didn‟t want 
another team to add him to their roster – he was that good. The 

Brooklyn franchise had no intention of grooming him for some 
other team since they felt the draft would see him depart.  

One thing you can say for the International Baseball 

League (IBL): it almost merited its name. Unlike the World Series, 
which hasn‟t had a team from Japan or Germany, teams from 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Santurce,_San_Juan,_Puerto_Rico


 

131 

 

Canada, Cuba and the United States all competed in the IBL. 
Besides the Royals, the Ottawa Athletics, Toronto Maple Leafs, 

Rochester Red Wings, Syracuse Chiefs, Buffalo Bisons, Richmond 
Virginians and the Havana Sugar Kings completed the eight-team 

list.  The IBL dated back to 1884 in comparison to the American 
League, which was created sixteen years later.   

Roberto played only 87 games with the Royals in 1954, 

hitting .257. Pirate scout Clyde Sukeforth persuaded manager Max 
Macon that Roberto might be a good draft pick. Anyone who 

scouted him didn‟t need to see much of Clemente to figure that he 
would be a star. On November 22, 1954, the Pirates drafted him. 
He was to play his entire career only with Pittsburgh. 

Up until 1955, the Pirates had horrible seasons, usually 
finishing in last place, but that changed when Momen joined the 

team. For the year, he only hit .255 as injuries hindered his efforts. 
He did contribute eighteen outfield assists. Opposing players soon 
realized that if they tried for extra bases, he‟d throw them out.  

Roberto would come into his own in 1960. In the opener, the Bucs 
whipped the Cincinnati Reds, 13-0 with Clemente going three for 

four while collecting five runs batted in (RBI). On Easter Sunday 
the Pirates won 5-0 in the first game of a doubleheader with 
Roberto hitting a two-run homer; in the second game Pittsburgh 

rallied for six runs in the bottom of the ninth to top the Reds 6-5. 
Clemente batted .336 in May knocking in 25 runs in 27 games. For 

the year, he hit .314 with sixteen round-trippers and 94 RBI. The 
Bucs won the pennant and now had to face the American League 
Champions, New York Yankees. 

The Pirates started off by edging New York, 6-4, but the 
Yankees bounced back in the next two games with thrashings of 

16-3 and 10-0. Game four saw the Pirates even up the series 
winning, 3-2. By this point, the Yankees had outscored Pittsburgh, 
32-12. The mighty New York team of Mickey Mantle, Roger 

Maris, Yogi Berra and Bill Skowron were then beaten again in 
game five, 5-2. The Pirates and Yankees were headed to the steel 

city for game six. So was presidential candidate John F. Kennedy, 
who came to the Gateway Center in Pittsburgh to meet the people. 
At the Penn-Sheraton Hotel, JFK gave a great speech in support of 

civil rights. Clemente was a Kennedy man while most of his 
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teammates favored Richard Nixon. I imagine the Yankees also 
thought more of Nixon that Kennedy. 

As the series resumed, it didn‟t seem to faze the Bronx 
Bombers who forced a seventh game by clubbing the Pirates, 12-0. 

It all came down to a one-game series. The Post-Gazette quoted 
Mantle and Berra, who felt they were the better team, even if 
somehow the Bucs did win the seventh game. These words did not 

escape the locker room of the Pirates. Throughout the series, 
Yankee manager Casey Stengel made some unusual moves with 

players at times. These may have cost him, but by the bottom of 
the eighth inning, his team led 7-4. Gino Cimoli singled and then 
Bill Virdon then hit a ground ball to short, which looked like a 

perfect double play ball, except it took a bad hop, striking Tony 
Kubek in the throat. Both runners were safe but Tony was on the 

ground in pain. Kubek was replaced and Dick Groat singled in a 
run. Bob Skinner then bunted the runners over to second and third, 
but Rocky Nelson flied out, bringing up Clemente. The star right 

fielder then hit what appeared to be the third out of the inning: a 
slow bouncer to first. However, Skowron fielded the ball but 

couldn‟t make a play. A run scored, making it a 7-6 game. Hal 
Smith was the next hitter and that he was, smashing a three-run 
homer to left field, scoring the two runners. The Pirates now led 9-

7. 
Never count the New York team out and sure enough, they 

tied the game in the top of the ninth. In the bottom of the inning, 
Bill Mazeroski was the first Pittsburgh batter. He grew up in 
Wheeling, West Virginia, so he certainly felt at home in 

Pittsburgh. If the Pirates could get two men on base, Clemente 
would come to bat. Ralph Terry was the pitcher for the Bronx 

Bombers. It didn‟t take long for the game and the series to end as 
Mazeroski slammed a home run over the left- field fence: 
Pittsburgh 10, New York 9. The New Yorkers had outscored the 

Pirates, 55-27, just proving that statistics are for losers. Clemente 
played a huge part in the victory, as his hustling to first in the 

eighth inning kept the rally alive. He also hit safely in each of the 
games and his arm helped the defense.  

Nonetheless, the media ignored Roberto, something it had 

been doing for some time, despite his incredible efforts. He was 
sitting alone in the locker room when Courier editor Billy Nunn, 
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Jr., came by. Clemente was packing up after his shower and 
mentioned using his winnings to buy a house for his mother. Nunn 

asked, what’s the hurry? The outfielder mentioned having to catch 
a plane to New York on his way home. Nunn then asked Clemente 

about the victory party but the latter only shrugged him off saying, 
I don’t like those kinds of things. As the two left, a crowd outside 
gathered and there’s Clemente was heard. Happiness overcame 

Momen and an hour later he realized that they were the best fans in 
the world. 

On November 14, 1964, Momen married Vera Christina 
Zabala in San Fernando Church in Carolina. To accomplish this, 
the ballplayer had won over his future father- in- law and all the 

others, including Vera herself. He was thirty and she was twenty-
three and attending the ceremony were members of both families, 

players, management from the Pirates, Governor Luis Muñoz 
Marín and a few others. Someone inquired of Roberto how he felt. 
Because of all his aches and pains, this was the wrong question to 

ask him, but Momen replied, I feel great! A friend then asked, then 
why don’t you spit out the gum you’re chewing? On August 17, 

1965, Vera gave birth to their first son, Roberto Clemente, Jr., also 
called Robertito. Luis Roberto and Enrique Roberto would follow 
later. 

In the 2005 book by David Maraniss, Clemente: The 
Passion And Grace Of Baseball’s Last Hero, one of the chapter 

titles is “Pride and Prejudice”. It is as fitting as the book title David 
chose. Clemente took pride in his people. My pride is my land! For 
I was born here! I don’t love it because it’s beautiful! I love it 

because it is mine! Poor or rich with burning! I want it for my 
own. On the diamond, he played for Puerto Rico and was 

disappointed when he didn‟t do his best. Injuries plagued him at 
times, including a case of malaria and back pain from an auto 
accident. This kept him on the bench and people accused him of 

faking it. 
  The racism he faced also bothered him. Separate but equal 

meant that you couldn‟t go the same hotel or restaurant as your 
teammates. Bringing your spouses to spring training wasn‟t a good 
idea. If you went to a movie, you had to sit in the balcony. Edward 

Wachtel and his wife Lillian opened up the DeSoto Motel to 
accommodate the African Americans who had been shut out of the 
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other places. Sadly, the couple received hate mail, late night phone 
calls and bomb threats. Other progressive businessmen couldn‟t 

extend their hands to the blacks for the very same reason. On one 
occasion Roberto and Vera were shopping for furniture in New 

York. The baseball star had a few grand on him and wanted to see 
some of the furniture downstairs. The clerk said: Well, you don’t 
have enough money to buy that. That’s very expensive. Clemente 

was upset but when another salesman recognized him, matters 
quickly changed. Nonetheless, after speaking his mind, he and 

Vera left the store without making a purchase.      
Clemente had a temper, which may have been as a result of 

the prejudice he faced. This defect in his character may only have 

been confined to the United States. At home with the family he 
seemed calm and loving. Around family, children and fans he was 

extremely gracious. He was always helping others. While visiting 
Melchor at the hospital, Clemente noticed the man in the next bed 
in much pain. Momen stretched his legs and did some messaging 

and the next day the patient said to Roberto, God bless you. His 
pain had disappeared. The outfielder was into chiropractics and he 

worked on others who suffered from back pain, even teammates. 
He dreamt of opening up a spa on the ocean. 

Roberto had his beefs with the writers who didn‟t treat him 

well. Manager Harry Walker acknowledged that Clemente had his 
critics.  

 
He’s such a hypochondriac that that some people also think

 that he’s a malingerer. But no man ever gave more of

 himself or worked more unselfishly for the good of the team
 than Roberto. I know that the votes are already in for the

 most valuable player (MVP). I’m convinced that Clemente
 deserves it. Whether he gets it or not, he’s most valuable in
 my book.  

 
Bill Mazeroski said, I don’t think he’s ever jaked. He just 

could do things when he was hurt as well as the rest of us could 
when we were healthy and people would see this and decide that 
he was dogging it. 

The Pirates won another title in 1971. Even though Stargell 
batted .414 for the series, again Clemente hit safely in all seven 
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games. Roger Angell of the New Yorker said the right fielder‟s 
performance was something close to the level of absolute 

perfection. In the locker room as the series end, Bob Prince stated, 
and here with me now, the greatest right fielder in the game of 

baseball, Bobby, congratulations on a great world series. 
Momen was a man of the people whose heroes were 

statesman Luis Muñoz Marín and Civil Rights leader Martin 

Luther King, Jr. He couldn‟t understand how some people had so 
much money while others were impoverished and struggling to get 

by. Roberto was a giving person. Many times he would hand over 
a twenty-dollar bill in exchange for a bag of coins. Then he would 
hand out a few coins to those in dire need. He did this every day. 

When traveling to different cities, he would visit sick children 
there. These ventures were not publicized but displayed his great 

love and concern for young girls and boys. One of his goals was to 
create a sports facility for kids to keep them off the streets and 
away from drugs. 

Roberto wasn‟t crazy about flying, despite the fact that 
many times he had no choice as a Pirate. He dreamt he was on a 

plane that crashed. He also had great difficulty sleeping. Time 
meant a great deal to Clemente. He had to get things done because 
he felt he may not live that long.  

On December 23, 1972, a 6.5 on the Richter scale 
earthquake struck Managua, Nicaragua. It didn‟t take long for 

Clemente to seek funds, help, food and water for the victims. A 
few planeloads brought some relief from Puerto Rico to the 
disaster, but many of the people who needed the supplies weren‟t 

receiving them. Roberto finally decided that he had to go to 
Managua to handle matters. Arthur Rivera brought a DC-7 for the 

effort, but he couldn‟t fly it so he found a pilot, Jerry Hill, who 
could. His experience was limited and the plane had quite a few 
problems, but it was loaded with luncheon meat, vegetable oil, 

beans, cornmeal, milk and rice, Momen joined Hill, Rivera, 
Francisco Matias and Angel Lozano and squeezed into the plane. It 

was overloaded and on the last day of 1972, it took off. It crashed 
not far from shore killing all on board, including Roberto.  

Eighteen years before on December 31, Luisa had lost her 

first-born son, Luis Oquendo, when he died of a brain tumor at the 
age of 38. On October 14, 1972, Al Oliver and his teammates at 



 

136 

 

Roberto‟s birthday celebration called them together for a picture, 
saying, it might be the last time we’ll be together. At the time of 

the efforts to help those in Managua, before going to bed, 
Robertito fussed mom and asked his grandmother why his dad was 

going with relief supplies. His words were, that plane will crash. 
At the memorial mass for the great Pittsburgh star at San 

Fernando Roman Church, thousands massed outside in the streets, 

while those gathering inside were handed a program with 
Roberto‟s mom‟s poem.  

 
Only God makes man happy. 
Life is nothing. 

Everything ends. 
Only God makes man happy. 

 
Pitcher Steve Blass spoke in church and choked up during 

his reading, even though he was known for being one of the 

funniest guys on the Pirates. 
 

Let this be a silent token 
Of lasting friendship’s gleam 
And all that we’ve left unspoken 

Your pals on the Pirates team. 
 

Willie Stargell characterized his teammate with these 
thoughts: He was proud. He was dedicated. Helping other people 
without seeking any publicity or fame. Just making sure that he 

could lend a hand and get the job done. A close friend of Clemente 
said, you could see him like a prophet. 

His lifetime batting average is .317, with 3,000 hits, 240 
home runs and 1,305 RBI. He was twice on World Champion 
teams, including winner of the World Series MVP in 1971, and 

elected to the All-Star team in fifteen seasons. Twelve times he 
won the Gold Glove Award. He was the National League MVP in 

1966 and four times batting champion in the senior circuit. He won 
the Babe Ruth Award in 1971. His play on the diamond paved the 
way for many stars flooding the major leagues from south of the 

border. It may have been Puerto Rico initially, but today the 
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Dominican Republic may lead in the number of players now in the 
states.    

In a special election on March 30, 1973, Clemente, 
receiving 92% of the vote and became a member of the Baseball 

Hall of Fame, only the second player not to have to wait five years 
after retirement. The other was Lou Gehrig. Every year the 
Roberto Clemente award is given to the player with outstanding 

skills on the field who personally engages in work in the 
community. In 1973, President Richard Nixon posthumously 

presented him the President‟s Citizen‟s Medal and the Roberto 
Walker Clemente Congressional Gold Medal. The Presidential 
Medal of Freedom was awarded him by President George W. Bush 

in July 2003. Various other awards have been given and his name 
adorns: stadiums, parks, schools, a bridge, statues and even a 

thoroughbred horse. The postal service honored him with a stamp 
in 1984. The Pirates retired his number, 21, although some teams 
still use it.  

 
 

 



 

138 

 

 8. Barbara, Fighting Bob and Ella  
 

Barbara Jordan 
 

On February 21, 1936, Barbara Charline Jordan was born 
in Houston, Texas, to Benjamin Jordan, a Baptist minister and 

Arlyne Patten Jordan, who worked as a domestic. Every Sunday, a 
prayer ceremony in the kitchen of their house was followed by 
services at Good Hope Missionary Baptist Church. Barbara‟s 

grandparents were there, except for Grandpa Patten, who stayed at 
home. Barbara was baptized at around the age of twelve, at which 

time Grandpa Jordan sang, “Wade in the water”. Ben, Arlyne, 
Barbara and her two sisters, Rose Mary and Bennie, sang in church 
and in choirs.    

 Barbara attended Roberson Elementary School, and in 
1952, graduated as an honor student from Phillis Wheatley High 

School. She debated and as a senior was named Girl of the Year. 
The speech at the high school given by Edith S. Sampson was an 
inspiration to her to enter the law profession. She hoped to attend 

the University of Texas in Austin, but segregation ended that 
thought so she went to Texas Southern University (TSU), majoring 

in history and political science. Before she graduated in 1956, 
magna cum laude, she established herself as a national champion 
debater, outshining students from Brown and Yale as well as tying 

debaters from powerhouse Harvard. 
For years, she was well aware of racism and her eyes were 

set on that same school in Cambridge, but figured that getting 

accepted there wouldn‟t happen. She decided on Boston 
University. When she settled in her room the first night at the 

Charlesgate East, since the residence at 2 Rawley Strret was not 
quite ready, she asked herself, what in the world, Barbara Jordan, 
are you doing here? I guess I wasn‟t the only one who posed that 

question to myself. Despite all her outstanding debate victories, 
like so many African Americans, Jordan knew she had to excel, 

just to keep up with the others. It wasn‟t going to be an easy time.  
Once in class, the language of the courts challenged her. In 

contracts she had to learn what promisee, promisor, lessor and 

lessee meant. One professor instructed them to abandon their 
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boyfriends or girlfriends for the rest of the year.  He said, don’t tell 
them you will see them later; no, tell them you will see them 

subsequently. The class would have to learn a new way of talking. 
Another challenge was that students wouldn‟t see subject review 

and they only had a single exam at the end of the year. Jordan also 
saw that questions on tests were entirely different from what she 
had experienced. Both a yes or no answer could be acceptable, but 

you needed to show some thought and reasoning for that answer. 
Matters in court are never black or white, more often gray. For 

contracts, only a half-year course, she struggled through the exam, 
but received a 79, so she didn‟t fail.  

She received some assurance and relief, but found that the 

reading and studying she‟d have to do wouldn‟t leave much time 
for surfing the net. She took her books to deserted libraries and 

studied there, away from the others who might think she was 
stressed. Jordan also joined others for coffee and an African 
American study group, which she found to be very beneficial. 

Discussion of topics, even away from law, gave her more 
perspective. Talking out the decisions, issues, cases and facts was a 

needed supplement to mere reading. 
At term‟s end she flew home, her first time on a plane. Her 

grades would be sent to Texas. She mentioned to her parents that 

the university was tough, maybe as a way of keeping her parents 
from too high expectations. After a few days, the mail arrived from 

Boston University. She opened the envelope and realized, for  
success she needed an average of 75. Three grades topped 75, but 
for Procedure, she only managed a 70. Her 80 for Commercial 

Law meant she had conquered the first year and things would be 
better. 

Despite all the commitment and work, for her second year 
she managed to find time for chapel. She didn‟t have to go but she 
wanted to, doing so almost every Sunday. With the end of her third 

and final year she notified her father not to come to Boston until 
she received her final grades. What it had cost the family had been 

a financial burden, especially to her sisters. In 1959, when she was 
informed that she was a law school graduate, Barbara phoned 
home with word for the family to come to Boston. Ben bought a 

1959 Olds 98 and he drove up north with Arlyne, Rose Mary and 
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Bennie.  Of the women who began the course, Barbara and her 
friend Issie Shelton were the only ones who graduated.  

Jordan returned to Houston and passed the bar. The next 
step was to set up a law practice. She found an office on Lyons 

Avenue and added some furniture. Civil Rights laws had been 
passed but enforcements had crawled along at a snail‟s pace. The 
new attorney felt that with the passage of the Brown decision 

nothing had changed. To make a difference, she had to be in a 
position where she could see the laws implemented. She started to 

seriously consider politics. Her first two tries in 1962 and 1964 
didn‟t get her a seat in the House of Representatives in Texas, but 
that changed in 1966. She became not only the first black in the 

Texas Senate since 1883, but also the first African American 
woman to serve there. 

One day, while in session in the Texas Senate, a few 
senators were conversing, when one them uttered, and you know 
that no good xxxxxxxxxxxxxx. The speaker soon noticed Jordan in 

the room and apologized to her for his colorful group of words, the 
first of which denotes an offspring and the final one rhymes with 

ditch. Barbara merely replied, If a person is a no good 
xxxxxxxxxxxxx, then he‟s a no good xxxxxxxxxxxxxx. This reply 
accomplished her goal of making the senators feel comfortable 

with her. 
 She was reelected in 1968 to the Senate, serving until 

1972, when she was elected to the U. S. House of Representatives. 
No other African American woman had been pro tem of the state 
senate before her. On June 10, 1972, she served for one day as 

acting governor of Texas. 
That day was one like no other, with invitations sent out to 

family, friends, the TSU choir and students from junior and senior 
high schools. It began with a breakfast, which all the family 
attended except for Barbara‟s dad, who was sick and resting for the 

big event of the day. When his daughter was sworn in, he 
witnessed the event, dressed in a white jacket and a carnation. It 

was something he wasn‟t about to miss. The all-day affair featured 
music by the TSU choir, the Jack Yates Band and the Phillis 
Wheatley Band. Before the affair at night, Jordan decided on a 

visit to see Ben who was now in the hospital, because of his heart 
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problems. He slipped into a coma and died the next day. The 
headline in the New York Times read, 

 
Father Sees Daughter Sworn In, Dies Next Day 

 

When she was elected to Congress in 1972, Barbara 
received great support from Lyndon B. Johnson, especially when 

she landed on the House Judiciary Committee. Jordan was 
impressive in her televised speech in 1974 in which she supported 

the impeachment of President Richard Nixon. He resigned from 
office, but Jordan wasn‟t happy when the new leader of the 
country, Gerald Ford, pardoned Nixon. Speaker of the House, Carl 

Albert put her on the Democratic Steering and Policy Committee 
in 1975.  

As large as the celebration of June 10, 1972 was, four years 
later brought a bigger one: the bicentennial of America‟s 
independence. By her speeches, concern for the less fortunate and  

dedication to Civil Rights and the Constitution, Jordan was a great 
woman, but this involved two aspects. One wasn‟t very flattering 

to her, but she decided to handle it. As a child she always felt that 
each meal should have meat. There probably weren‟t many foods 
that she didn‟t like; barbeque may have been one of her 

weaknesses. She realized she didn‟t have to stop indulging, as she 
could just avoid the cocktail parties and the hors d‟oeuvres before 

dinner as well as midnight snacks. Growing up in Houston, she 
was very fond of her bicycles. Her friend Nancy Earl told Jordan 
she would buy her a bicycle if she would lose 60 pounds by the 

Democratic Convention on July 12, 1976. 
Barbara took on the challenge and gave a great speech at 

the convention. People who saw her remarked that part of her was 
missing that day – she had shed a few pounds. She looked as good 
as she sounded. No other African American woman had ever 

delivered the keynote address at a Democratic National 
Convention. The Philadelphia Enquirer reported: The Democrats 

were losing to boredom, 1-0, last night when they had the good 
sense to bring Barbara Jordan off the bench. Miss Jordan, as the 
ballplayers say, took it downtown. She tore it up. Grand slam. 

The Houston Post honored their own, saying: a poor kid 
from Houston’s Fifth Ward sealed her destiny as a national 
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superstar. They jumped and cheered and clapped and stomped and 
yelled – and loved her. Those weren‟t the only newspapers 

offering praise with the New York Times proclaiming of Jordan: A 
state senator and then a member of Congress, who sought out and 

gradually won the confidence of the powerful and who was not 
beneath compromising and making deals to win some of that 
power. It was, in short, the road to success that white men had 

traveled since the country was founded.  
That summer, her inspirational address was rated fifth on 

the list of the top 100 American speeches in the twentieth century. 
Some historians offered it was one of the top keynote speeches in 
modern history. Barbara‟s name came up as Carter‟s vice 

president, but she may not have accepted it even had it been 
offered. At the convention, she gathered a single delegate vote for 

President.  
Despite the convention, the bicentennial was one great 

obstacle to Jordan getting the bike. Plans were in the works for a 

huge party at Barbara‟s house in Onion Creek, ten miles from the 
heart of Austin. It started on July 3 and continued for another day. 

Jordan always like a good party and there would be singing, 
drinking, dancing and eating – not necessarily in that order. There 
wasn‟t much time for sleeping. The days would feature plenty of 

barbeque, steaks, chickens, ribs, sausage, cakes, pies and 
homemade ice cream. They didn‟t forget about breakfast, either. At 

the convention a week afterwards, Barbara came just short of her 
goal by three pounds. She missed out on the bicycle.  

Barbara was in favor of the Community Reinvestment Act, 

the 1977 legislation that demanded that banks provided services to 
minorities. She also came out in favor of the renewal of the 1965 

Voting Rights Act, which guaranteed Texas Hispanics 
representation at the ballot box. Both the Governor of Texas and 
Secretary of State opposed it. Jordan also opposed and acted to 

stop price fixing by the corporations.  
Jordan‟s fervor never died when she left the political stage 

in 1979. Always fond of Lyndon Johnson, she taught at the 
Lyndon B. Johnson School of Public Affairs at the University of 
Texas in Austin. She chaired the Commission on Immigration 

Reform for a short time, favoring penalties on employers who 
hired illegal aliens. She was in favor of a national identity card for 
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all citizens in the nation and stricter immigration standards. Her 
views may have seemed to be against the corporations, but it was 

all about rights, responsibilities and the interest of the nation.  
Even before the Democratic Convention of 1976, Jordan 

was suffering from multiple sclerosis (MS). She utilized a cane and 
eventually had to use a wheelchair, although Jordan hid that from 
the media. Her cover up was so good – in this case, an acceptable 

one – President Bill Clinton wished to nominate her to the 
Supreme Court. It never happened because of Jordan‟s health. 

Added to MS came a diagnosis of leukemia. She died in Austin on 
January 17, 1996 at the age of 59. 

Barbara was the first African American woman that was 

buried in the Texas State Cemetery. People across the land 
mourned her death. She was a woman who changed politics in the 

nation, with great dedication to the Constitution, her state and her 
country. There were very few who surpassed her skills in oratory, 
as witnessed by another stellar keynote address at the Democratic 

National Convention in 1992. There was simply something about 
her that made you proud to be a part of the country that produced 

her, were words in remembrance that came from former Texas 
Governor Ann Richards – she had served more than a day. 
President Clinton added, Barbara always stirred our national 

conscience. 
The NAACP honored Jordan in 1992 with the Spingarm 

Medal, and a year later Hobart and William Smith Colleges gave 
her the Elizabeth Blackwell Award. One of her other numerous 
accomplishments was being awarded the Presidential Medal of 

Freedom in 1994. She was elected to both the Texas and National 
Women‟s Hall of Fame and Barbara received the Sylvanus Thayer 

Award from United States Military Academy. Named after her are 
a terminal at Austin-Bergstrom International Airport, a high school 
in Houston, a middle school in Cibolo, Texas, and an elementary 

school in Odessa, Texas. The Barbara Jordan Health Policy 
Scholars, operated by the Kaiser Foundation, was designed for 

congressional summer interns who are African American 
graduates, seniors and juniors.  

Barbara Jordan: American Hero, the 1998 work by Mary 

Beth Rogers, and Barbara Jordan: A Self-Portrait, the 



 

144 

 

Congresswoman‟s joint 1979 book with Shelby Hearon, both have 
more on this great Congresswoman. 
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Robert La Follette 
 

On June 14, 1855, Robert Marian Fighting Bob La Follette 
was born in Primrose, Wisconsin, to Josiah La Follette and Mary 

Furgeson. Mary had been married in 1840 to Alexander Buchanan 
when he died in a farm accident, before daughter Ellen was born. 
In 1852, Josiah and Mary suffered the death of their three-year old 

son, Marian. In February 1856, Josiah died from a combination of 
diabetes and pneumonia, which deeply affected the family. In 

1862, Mary wed John X. Saxton. I have no idea what the X  
represented. Bob and his siblings had a stepfather who was seventy 
years old while Mary was forty-five.  

As a child, Bob was characterized as a mischief-maker as 
well as being extroverted and irrepressible. His shyness never 

stood in his way as he claimed to have made his first speech at 
school before his fifth birthday. This may have been blamed on 
Saxton, who wasn‟t that kind to the children. John died at age 80, 

but in a way, he probably was a great influence on Fighting Bob 
after his childhood.  

As a teenager, Bob worked on the family farm as well as 
going to school. He often journeyed to Madison to sell produce 
from the farm. In the process he listened to the political debates. It 

wouldn‟t be long before his life would be involved with politics. 
He attended the Wisconsin Classical and Commercial Academy 

and then the University of Wisconsin at Madison, working his way 
through college and law school. He taught at the George School in 
Madison, published the newspaper of the school, barbered and sold 

books. There he met Robert G. Siebecker who would eventually 
marry his sister Josephine and be his law partner. Besides his two 

sisters, Bob also had a brother named William. 
At the university, Bob was still a prankster who was fond 

of dancing, wrestling, acting, sailing and especially oratory. The 

President of the university was John Bascom. He became a father 
figure to La Follette since the latter really hadn‟t had one. Bob 

described John as the guiding spirit of my time, the embodiment of 
moral force and moral enthusiasm. Dr. Bascom promoted 
prohibition, the rights of women, social justice, economic 

cooperation, the unions, and wealth equality. John‟s tenure at the 
school was controversial, including his feud with Elisha Keys of 
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the Board of Regents. In 1886, he resigned from the university. La 
Follette mentioned the appreciation and inspiration that John 

provided him at school. 
Fighting Bob liked the acting profession but instead settled 

on law, defending clients and also as district attorney. He became 
the Dane County District Attorney, which he served for two terms. 
While at the university he met Belle Case and they married on 

December 31, 1881 at the Case home. That day, she requested that 
the word obey be omitted from the wedding vows. They spent their 

honeymoon in a mansion on West Wilson Street. It was their new 
home, which they shared with Bob‟s mom, Siebecker and Jo. The 
newlyweds intended it to be temporary, but for nineteen years it 

became their primary residence. Belle gave birth to Flora Dodge, 
also known as Fola, in September 1882. Bob and Belle read law 

books at home together. She would be the first female graduate of 
the University of Wisconsin Law School in 1885. Rather than have 
a practice, she assisted her husband in his work in law and politics.  

In 1885, Bob was elected to the United States House of 
Representatives where he was in office for three terms. This he 

followed up by beating Democrat Louis Bromrich on November 5, 
1900, becoming the first Wisconsin born governor. To do that, he 
traveled about 6,500 miles, giving over 200 speeches to 200,000 

people in about three weeks. Up to that time, no gubernatorial 
winner had accumulated a greater majority of votes than he did. 

Serving there from January 1901 until December 31, 1905, he then 
was elected Senator from the state of Wisconsin on January 2, 
1906, where was in office until June 18, 1925.       

La Follette was a workaholic who always wanted to win his 
cases as an attorney and to see that justice was done. He wouldn‟t 

defend those he saw as guilty, although he did defend a railroad 
company – I hope that was the right choice. Because he spent so 
much time preparing a case, he was tired but kept on. At times he 

would labor on cases that he saw as worthy causes without 
charging clients. His approach in politics was no different, as his 

days seemed endless with him not eating or sleeping very much 
many times. This led to financial problems as well as various 
illnesses that bothered La Follette. The diagnoses included 

gallstones, bowel trouble, exhaustion, colds, La Grippe and liver 
issues. Rest was an antidote to the sickness, which gave Bob a 
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chance to recharge. However, the same old busy days resulted in 
more health problems for him. Having to rest meant traveling to 

California and Florida to indulge in the sunshine. It also implied he 
couldn‟t campaign to the fullest, but his staff took over that task 

and handled it well. 
La Follette was a progressive Republican who represented 

the people, always fighting for what was right. The citizens of 

Wisconsin appreciated him and he took stands against 
corporations, monopolies, the trusts, racial discrimination, the Ku 

Klux Klan, World War I, the League of Nations and anti-Semitism. 
He was unsure of the prohibition question but voted for it in 1917. 
He advocated women‟s rights and the rights of the farmers. He 

voted for the Force Bill, which gave voting rights to African 
Americans, and the Interstate Commerce Act, for regulation of the 

railroads. Bob favored a tax on oleomargarine, protecting the dairy 
industry of his state. He probably didn‟t know about its harmful 
effects. La Follette was a huge part in bringing to light the Teapot 

Dome Scandal during the administration of Warren G. Harding. It 
looks like teapots are always causing trouble, even in the twenty-

first century. Politicians could travel with free passes from the 
railroads, but Bob paid his own way. He took the passes, never 
used them and just filed them at home, so as not to show that he 

hadn‟t used them. 
Another reason for La Follette‟s illnesses came from his 

speaking engagements, which were colossal. He spoke for hours, 
intent on covering as many arguments as possible. He had a great 
sense of humor but only used it when speaking in Wisconsin. He 

didn‟t believe that any politician should be a wit, leaving that to 
Mark Twain. Belle appreciated this feature of her husband at 

home, but was annoyed when Bob was portrayed as being grim 
and too serious. Nevertheless, even the Democrats recognized him 
as someone who made grade points as a speaker, which they found 

difficulty in refuting. 
Because of his beliefs, he had many enemies in Congress. 

When war was brewing in Europe in the early twentieth century, 
he vehemently opposed the United States entry into the fray. He 
saw it only as a way for the banks and industries producing 

weapons salivating over how much money would result from 
joining in the fighting. This d idn‟t sit well with President 
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Woodrow Wilson and many others in the country. He was looked 
on as a traitor and being pro-German, with insults and threats 

tossed against him. Fighting Bob was considered to be the most 
hated man in the country. His attitude was one of reason, 

especially with the country not wanting to be involved in the war 
either. Many citizens changed their minds with the ranting of the 
warmongers in Washington and the irresponsible press. Then the 

country entered the war. Only Senators Asle Gronna, Harry Lane, 
George Norris, William Stone and James Vardaman joined Bob in 

opposition to it. 
One of the measures that La Follette always wanted was for 

corporations and the wealthy to pay their share of taxes. With the 

country in Europe fighting the war, he opposed the issuance of war 
bonds since they would force the workingmen and -women to pay 

for the conflict. He proposed an amendment to the War Revenue 
Act for a 76% tax on war profits and also a war tax, war income 
tax and war tax on tobacco, distilled beverages and cigars. This 

action would save the country by paying now rather than in the 
future for WWI. Though the amendment failed by a vote of 15-65, 

it led to many reform measures later.  
Because of his actions, suggestions were made to toss Bob 

out of office. The situation may have deteriorated even more when 

La Follette opposed the League of Nations and the peace treaty 
when the war ended. He surmised that people in Europe and Russia 

needed food and aid but didn‟t receive it from the treaty or League. 
He advocated peace and reconciliation instead of a group that 
seemed to be preparing for more wars with their union. Despite the 

complaints, the senator wasn‟t kicked out of politics and after a 
while many people in Congress realized that he had done the right 

thing. He soon won back the confidence of the people in the 
nation‟s capital and remained a senator.  

In 1924, Bob almost ran for president for the Federated 

Farmer-Labor Party. With Communists in the party, Bob then 
considered his chances with the Republicans. In Cleveland, his 

garnering a mere 34 votes at the Republican Convention to 1,165 
votes for President Calvin Cooledge edged him toward the 
Conference for Progressive Political Action (CPPA). He presented 

a platform of eleven planks – the Republicans had rejected them – 
including housecleaning of the executive departments, fair 



 

149 

 

compensation for veterans of the war, election of the president by 
the people, a Great Lakes waterway to the sea and federal income 

tax reduction for small businesses and the individual. The 
Democrats had settled on a compromise candidate from Wall 

Street, John W. Davis when Alfred E. Smith and William G. 
McAdoo were deadlocked. La Follette was a great choice between 
what some called two colorless, time-serving political straddlers. 

Felix Frankfurter said the two have nothing to offer for 1924; they 
have no dreams – except things substantially as is. Frankfurter 

added that the people behind the Independent Party are, at least, 
struggling and groping for a dream. 

The campaign was a tough one with a few obstacles in the 

way of La Follette and his running mate, Democratic Senator 
Burton K. Wheeler. Organization was a problem even though the 

party had great support. Another big concern was what had 
happened before and would do so many times after: voters can‟t 
vote for the third party since they feel that the candidate couldn‟t 

win so they didn‟t want a wasted vote. If enough people voted their 
conscience instead of having that defeatist attitude, the party would 

win. La Follette gave some great speeches but on election day, he 
came in third behind Cooledge and Davis, collecting thirteen 
electoral votes but only 17% of the popular vote. His showing as 

an independent was the third best ever.  
After the election, Bob was still a senator and up to his old 

progressive ways. He was still looking out for the underdog, but he 
was tired and suffering from the stress of the campaign. In the 
early part of 1925, he was struck with a few heart attacks, with 

pain medication and nitroglycerin given to him. June 14th was his 
70th birthday. Four days later, with family gathered around, he 

died. His daughter Fola noted his passing was mysteriously 
peaceful for one who had stood so long on the battle line. It was 
estimated that 50,000 people honored him as he lay in the rotunda. 

Reverend A. E. Haydon eulogized: We shall remember him as one 
who in a cynical age loved and kept the faith in humble men and 

women – as a leader of dauntless courage. Bob was remembered 
as 

 

one of those great souls who has made the planet different
 and better; one of those great spirits who has turned the
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 current in the direction of the ideal dreamed by all the
 prophets of the ages. The flame of the spirit has passed, but

 the memory of that magnificent courage, standing loyally in
 the face of loneliness and isolation, will remain as a

 challenge to youth in America down all the future years. 
 
Lincoln Steffens mentioned that La Follette was a victor, 

one of the very few; his life is a success. Tributes were sent by 
dignitaries from Japan, Mexico, India, Ireland and England. The 

family received messages of homage and sympathy from numerous 
people, including Eugene V. Debs, Jane Addams, Helen Keller, 
William Randolph Hurst, Clarence Darrow, William Jennings 

Bryan and Calvin Cooledge. Appreciation of his work was 
acknowledged by foes as well as friends. The House of 

Representatives displayed respect by its early adjournment and 
held memorial services, as did the Senate. Housewives, laborers, 
farmers and numerous citizens expressed great love for La Follette, 

with one person calling him our greatest American. He inspired 
me as no other man ever did. 

A decade later, Republican Senator James Watson would 
emphasize that many of the points in La Follette‟s 1924 platform 
as an independent could be found in the New Deal of FDR, 

including the Tennessee Valley Authority, the Wagner Labor 
Relations Act, the elimination of child labor, agricultural 

programs, the Securities Exchange Commission and progressive 
income and tax schedules. Russ Feingold used the La Follette 
legacy as part of his reelection bid in 1998. In the campaign, Russ 

said: 
 

Now we have the chance, one hundred years after the great
 Fighting Bob La Follette, to send a message to
 Washington. Out of the Upper Midwest will come political

 reform, will come political changes, will come the principle
 of one-person / one vote-again. 

 
Senator John F. Kennedy chaired a committee in March 

1959 that voted La Follette along with John Calhoun, Henry Clay, 

Robert A. Taft and Daniel Webster the five greatest members of 
the Senate. The newsletter of the National Governors‟ Association 
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placed La Follette at the top of the list of the top ten twentieth 
century governors in 1982. In 1986 he was fourth on the list of the 

greatest senators surveyed by college professors. Bob was not 
without faults, but his accomplishments were a great example of 

what a politician should be. Madison Capital Times editor John 
Nichols offered that Bob was the most courageous political leader 
this nation has ever produced.  

After his death, many carried on in the La Follette name, 
including Belle Case. She and Bob were extremely devoted to each 

other throughout their lives. Bob‟s wife continued in politics along 
with sons Philip and Bob, reforming the Progressive Party. Phil 
was elected Wisconsin Governor and Robert La Follette, Jr. took 

his dad‟s place in the Senate. The latter‟s grandson, Bronson La 
Follette was the attorney general for Wisconsin in the 1980s. 

Family cousin Douglas La Follette is one of the founders of Earth 
Day, who at the time was serving as secretary of state. He 
acknowledged the influence that Fighting Bob had on him. He 

wasn‟t the only one and today there are many more politicians who 
model their lives on the great progressive.      

When Belle died in 1931, the New York Times said she was 
perhaps the least known, yet the most influential of all the 
American women who have had to do with public affairs in this 

country. Belle was one of the rare characters in the history of 
motherhood and citizenship, according to Senator Arthur 

Vandenberg of Michigan. 
Fighting Bob won‟t be forgotten. Cousin Chester La 

Follette‟s portrait of Bob can be found in its rightful place in the 

Senate. There are two statues of him in the Old House Chamber, 
now known as National Statuary Hall. Housed in the University at 

Madison is the La Follette School of Public Affairs. La Follette 
House is an undergraduate residence hall at the school. Robert 
Maple Bluff is the seat of the Robert M. La Follette House, a 

National Historic Landmark. As you might expect, you can find 
Robert M. La Follette High School in Madison. The rotunda of 

Wisconsin‟s Capitol has a bust of Fighting Bob. You can read 
more about this great politician in Fighting Bob La Follette: The 
Righteous Reformer by Nancy G. Unger. 
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Ella Baker 
 

On December 13, 1903, Ella Josephine Baker was born in 
Norfolk, Virginia, to Blake Baker, a waiter on the Norfolk steamer 

line and Georgiana Ross, also known as Anna. Ella was the middle 
of three surviving children, Blake Curtis and Maggie. Ella‟s 
maternal grandparents owned a farm while her paternal 

grandparents were tenant farmers, all four brought up under 
slavery. Anna was very religious, strict with the children and head 

of the family since Blake traveled a great deal. The household was 
female-oriented, bolstered by relatives and community. Ella‟s 
mom was a teacher, which she continued with her offspring in 

speech, writing and grammar. Because of the status of the family, 
Maggie, Ella and Blake were blessed with education rather than 

farm duties that plagued less fortunate children on farms.  
 Anna took the children to missionary meetings, which 

were formed so that women would have their own voice. 

Occasionally Ella participated in the program, reading poems as 
well as from the Bible. Faith was emphasized as well as the 

application of religion to life, especially Christian charity. In that 
regard, the association helped in church-affiliated schools in the 
area, provided scholarships to black colleges, sponsored an 

orphanage and aided the elderly and sick. The missionary goal also 
included challenging segregation, proposing laws against lynching 

and working in favor of temperance.  
Anna set a great example for Ella and her siblings by her 

service to others. Renting a farmhouse on Baker property, the 

Powell family suffered a great setback when the mother died. Ella 
regularly visited the children, doing motherly tasks, even carrying 

laundry back home for her mom to handle. Another time, on one of 
Ella‟s wandering, she noticed that Mandy Bunk, whose parents 
were mentally ill, was on their porch bleeding. Ella rushed home 

for assistance. These were two examples of helping others, no 
matter what the color of one‟s skin or what one is. This would be 

carried on for the rest of Ella‟s life.  
Ella Jo may have been blessed with an affluent home, but 

the family was always concerned for others, especially the less 

fortunate. The middle child also came to see that the role of 
women went beyond that of motherhood and duties in the home. 
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She had no interest in marriage or having children, the latter 
feeling possibly reinforced by her mother‟s five losses, one of a 

child in infancy and miscarriages or stillbirths for the others. She 
didn‟t always do what was expected in feminine behavior, but she 

was a peacemaker, which I‟ll get into later.  
Though she was born in Virginia, Ella and her brother and 

sister grew up in Littleton, North Carolina, which was more 

accommodating that Norfolk. Anna figured Littleton had better 
educational opportunities as well as less racism. Because of his 

job, Blake lived in Norfolk. While Ella was visiting him, a young 
white boy called her xxxxxx so she began punching him. Her 
father‟s intervention ended the pummeling. The son of a white 

sheriff in Littleton hurled a racial slur at Ella and this time she 
responded with a few rocks. She also chased him off the street. 

Ella defended her brother Blake and stood up to the bullies, only 
occasionally abandoning a fight.   

The Baker children attended a two-room school in Littleton 

run by Mr. Lonzie Weaver. While there, Ella found a new love in 
baseball, which she loved playing. Boys and girls played at recess 

on the same team and Ella would eat lunch on the way to school so 
she could play baseball. After this school, Ella was sent to 
boarding school at Shaw Academy in Raleigh. 

She would then go on to Shaw University in Raleigh. There 
she was enrolled in the journalism curriculum, where she became 

the youngest writer for the Shaw University Journal, the campus 
paper. She became its editor in 1925 with her mentor, Professor 
Benjamin Brawley, who was also the faculty advisor. Her grades 

were As and Bs in her writing classes and she excelled as a speaker 
in addition to her fine writing. Through this writing she had a 

chance to ask questions about many subjects. Without the 
journalism, she may not have had the chance to satisfy her 
curiosity.  

At Shaw she was a rebel, but not quite a radical. That 
would come later. Ella didn‟t shy away from protesting as she 

stood up to others, even authority, but with some caution. At the 
school were many students from countries like Puerto Rico, Sierra 
Leone, Jamaica, the Congo, South Africa, Liberia, the Philippines 

and Canada. White students weren‟t at Shaw until 1954. She may 
not have left the country, but the world experience came her way 
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through others. On graduation day in April 1927, she was one of 
two valedictorians, where she showed her activism, idealism, 

commitment to her religion and social justice. She would soon be 
on her way to New York City. 

Martha Grinage was a cousin who lived in the Big Apple, 
with whom Ella could stay. Before Ella arrived there, she worked 
at a roadhouse – a resort with a restaurant and entertainment. It 

was for a short time, but the staff included students, actors and 
business types. She found the clientele as well as the workers to be 

eclectic and colorful. When she did arrive in New York to stay 
with Martha, she was more entranced with the political life than by 
the nightlife. She had to find a job, but was turned down many 

times. She secured one in Greenwich Village as a waitress at New 
York University‟s Judson House. Since her coverage was only for 

dinner and lunch, she had free time to walk around the area, which 
she cherished. Just as the women around her at home greatly 
influenced life, so did her time in college and the days she spent in 

Greenwich Village and Harlem.  
 At the Harlem library, she helped establish the first Negro 

History Club. She also organized a discussion on lynching. In 1933 
Ella joined the Adult Education Committee of the library and the 
next year became an employee of the library. She and her friends 

also congregated at the YWCA discussing black issues and those 
of women. With Marvel Cooke she wrote the article “The Bronx 

Slave Market”, chronicling the struggle of women to land work as 
domestics for a day. Baker was a political journalist who would 
write for the West Indian News, Crisis, National News, Amsterdam 

News and the Norfolk Journal and Guide, all African American 
periodicals. Her other job was political organizing. 

One of the most important ventures Ella worked on was the 
Young Negroes Cooperative League (YNCL.) In 1931, Baker 
shared the platform in Pittsburgh with publisher Robert Vann and 

socialist George Schuyler at the group‟s first conference. She 
emphasized the role of black women in the movement. George 

would become the first president of the YNCL and Ella would 
become its national director. YNCL was a way to have common 
people – the workers – benefit from profits, rather have capitalists 

grabbing most of them. Schuyler would insist that the suffering of 
African American people could largely be blamed on capitalism. In 
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the years to come, cooperatives would play a large role in society, 
just as they do today. 

After college, she resisted becoming a teacher because she 
saw its flaws, since students weren‟t learning. Teachers may have 

stayed on board only to receive a paycheck every two weeks. They 
were condescending and felt above the students, which was not the 
attitude Baker took. She also felt the need of more parent 

involvement.  
Ella knew T. J. Bob Roberts from college and the two 

married sometime in the early 1930s, despite her feelings about 
these unions. Roberts was a fighter and political activist and he 
respected her work. I doubt that they threw food at each other, 

probably because they didn‟t see much of each other. Very few 
people knew of the matrimony, maybe not even the FBI. She was 

being watched but the spies assumed that T. J. was a close relative. 
Perhaps FBI stands for Fantastically Brilliant and Intelligent. 
Baker and Roberts divorced in 1958. When he died a few years 

afterwards, Ella and her niece Jackie attended his funeral. Just as 
she didn‟t forget her friends, she didn‟t write him off.  

Though her family was financially well off, Baker herself 
struggled to earn a living, despite all her work. John Henrik Clarke 
said, Ella was always broke and always borrowing money from 

one friend or another. Ella wrote letters to the American League 
for Peace and Democracy and the New York Housing Authority 

for work with no luck. She was turned down for a loan from a 
charity in New York at a time of desperation. For her, money was 
never an issue. She considered writing her memoir but never did. 

She had the title, though, Making A Life, Not Making A Living.   
 A bit of cash came her way from her writing. She took on 

the role of consumer education teacher with the Workers 
Education Project. Her goal was to have the program available for 
the poor, especially blacks. Concerns were for those seeking work, 

Pullman car porters, sales clerks, domestics, clothing and transport 
workers. Teachers learned as they taught, even from their pupils. It 

was something that Ella emphasized, a process that she would do 
throughout her life, saying, the aim is not education for its own 
sake, but education that leads to self-directed action. 

As Fascism made its way through Europe, Baker joined the 
NAACP as an assistant field secretary. The war she would be 



 

156 

 

fighting was against racism in America. While Ella was there, in 
1940 membership in the NAACP was 50,000. It reached 450,000 

five years later. Ella always did what was right and just. Fear never 
seemed to bother her and she talked to everyone, friend or foe. 

While on a membership drive in Baltimore for the Association, she 
ventured into night clubs and beer gardens, which prompted this 
response: You certainly have some nerve coming in here, talking, 

but I’m going to join that doggone organization.  
Branch president Herbert Marshall was impressed with 

Ella, saying I predict for her a very brilliant future as a member of 
our NAACP family. Associate E. Frederic Morrow stated that 
Baker‟s success in the past few months with the Association has 

been phenomenal. Shirley Graham, the wife of W. E. B. Du Bois, 
praised Baker with great respect as a democratizing force in the 

group. Like groups Ella joined, she moved on to others but learned 
a great deal from the NAACP. She would become associated with 
the Southern Christian Leadership Conference (SCLC), the Student 

Nonviolent Coordinating Committee (SNCC), the Congress of 
Industrial Organization (CIO) and more than three-dozen other 

organizations.  
No matter what group she helped, her job was challenging 

and dangerous as she spent time doing fieldwork in the shadow of 

the Klan. Somehow, she felt at ease in the South – something like 
the lamb lying down with the lion, I suppose. Working with those 

less fortunate than her, especially in the area of education, didn‟t 
bother her in the least. She won the trust of whomever she came in 
contact. All her efforts were a movement in ridding the South of 

racism, lynching, murders and fire bombings – close to an 
insurmountable task. She knew that even though people struggled, 

they would vote, if they could be registered. They would also fight 
back, despite the danger that involved. Her organizing was a 
validation that leadership originated from the people, not from the 

ministers at the top, who were too far removed to witness what the 
unfortunate were enduring.   

 Baker listened to the citizens, probably more than speaking 
to them. She never talked down to people, whether they were 
tenant farmers or associates, becoming one with them. She and her 

comrades in the SNCC – she was accused of being a commie, but 
she wasn‟t – would pick cotton if the natives were doing it. Their 
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group had no leaders. They all worked towards the goal of the 
betterment of mankind. Baker would travel in the cars of her 

coworkers even if the heater didn‟t work. On one occasion, there 
was a shortage of beds and she was offered one for the night while 

someone would sleep on the floor. She would have none of that 
and instead shared the bed with that person.  

Baker fit in with the others, dressing plainly. She didn‟t 

dress like a homeless person, but her attire was unlike that of the 
preacher or some of the higher-ups in the NAACP. Some of those 

ministers she had issues with. While doing fieldwork, a woman 
would say to her, your dress is just like mine, affirming an 
identification with Ella. Referring to wearing minks, Baker‟s 

thoughts were I didn’t own any – didn’t want any. One luxury she 
afforded herself was buying hats, which she loved.  

Baker never excluded anyone. Some of the others wanted 
nothing to do with white people or wealthy blacks, but she knew 
that all should be included. Her concerns were with all people, 

especially the suffering of Native Americans, poor whites and 
Mexican Americans. 

 
While we are tugging at our own bootstraps, we must

 realize that our interests are more often than not identical

 to that of others. We must recognize the identity of
 interests, work with other groups . . . [and yet not sacrifice

 our interests to that of the larger cause]. A difficult but
 unavoidable task. 

 

Anna Ross envisioned her daughter being a teacher or 
missionary, but Ella went a different route with her life. Actually 

she did a great job instructing others while challenging them to 
come up with answers themselves. She had a mission and she 
carried it out in the best tradition. Ella worked for numerous 

groups, but felt the movement was more important than the 
organization. She had disagreements with people, who displayed 

egotistical motives. Even so, she engaged all her associates as she 
worked for the benefit of the underprivileged and downtrodden. 
Her concern may have been on a local level, but it went beyond 

that to an internationalist outlook.  
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Baker had a great deal to do with the sit- in of February 1, 
1960. It started when four black students sat down at a counter in 

the Woolworth‟s in Greensboro, North Carolina, which was 
restricted to whites. It took a few days, but eventually they were 

served. All they wanted was a Whopper. Within a few months, this 
action spread to over one hundred cities with violence, arrests and 
counter demonstrations. Social networks had arrived way before 

the twenty- first century, even without the Internet. It‟s unfortunate 
that many of those groups of today aren‟t more concerned about 

social justice rather than minutiae.  
Many thought Baker was a feminist but she couldn‟t have 

been one since their time hadn‟t yet come. Actually she went 

beyond that designation. She was a humanist who worked for 
democratic change, mobilization of the masses and grassroots 

activism. She never cared much for convention and stood for the 
rights of all humanity, especially that of women. She did what was 
right and just according to her conscience. By the end of 1920, 

amendments to the Constitution gave all people the right to vote, 
which Ella endorsed. Sadly, some were still prohibited from doing 

so, and this created another cause for the Civil Rights Movement.  
Baker worked non-stop and should have taken more 

vacations, but there was so much to be done. She was on the side 

of the unions and believed everyone had a right to an education – 
certainly one unlike that at the time, but following her ideas and 

practices. Ella was against all wars, against police brutality and 
lynching. Just like Martin Luther King, Jr., her work embraced 
non-violence, but she felt people had a right to defend themselves 

if they were attacked. She didn‟t accept killing, murder and fire 
bombing as retaliations for acts of injustice. Baker‟s beliefs were 

an inspiration for the misunderstood Black Panther Party in the late 
1960s. 

She had a great effect on others – those she worked 

alongside and those who heard her speak. Staff person for the 
American Friends Service Committee, Max Heirich, was 

impressed, saying: she spoke simply but beautifully. It was as if she 
was speaking right to you about such large and important issues. 
She was much more effective than the men. Diane Nash was 

involved in the sit- ins and was impressed by Baker‟s oratory skills, 
hoping to be able to do what Ella was doing. Eventually Nash 
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became a leader and carried on her mentor‟s work. There were 
many others: Bob Moses; Jane Stembridge; Connie Curry; Anne 

and Carl Braden; Dorothy and C. O. Simpkins; Ruby and Fred 
Shuttlesworth. 

Richmond branch president John M. Tinsley said this of 
Ella: One of the most important and wonderful things that has 
happened to Richmond was the presence of the national field 

worker, Miss Ella J. Baker. James Forman in 1972 said: 
Throughout the decade of the sixties, many people helped to ignite 

or were touched by the creative fire of SNCC without appreciating 
the generating force of Ella Jo Baker. Odetta Harper Hines, an 
NAACP associate, said Baker was an extraordinary woman, a 

powerful speaker who talked without notes from her heart to the 
hearts of her audience. Her speeches were to the point – very 

warm and human. Bob Moses added, what Ella Baker did for us, 
we did for the people of Mississippi. Friend Pauli Murray wrote: 
I’ve seen Ella in action and they don’t come finer. Labor organizer 

John LeFlore spoke to Baker: All of us here and people throughout 
the country whom we have talked to, and who love you, have 

nothing but praise for your work. We have grown to love you. Pauli 
Murray described her as the gal who I think has done so much for 
spearheading the revolutionary movement among Negroes in the 

South. Stokely Carmichael mentioned that Baker was just so 
overwhelming and ubiquitous in SNCC that it seems as if she was 

always present. 
Some of her sayings include:  
 

Give people light and they will find a way. 
 

The Negro must quit looking for a savior, and work to save
 himself.  

 

I didn’t break the rules, but I challenged the rules.  
 

Awake youth of the land and accept this noble challenge of
 salvaging the strong ship of civilization by the anchors of
 right, justice and love.  
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I never worked for an organization but for a cause.  One of
 the major emphases of SNCC, from the beginning, was that

 of working with indigenous people, not working for them,
 but trying to develop their capacity for leadership.  

 
Remember, we are not fighting for the freedom of the

 Negro alone, but for the freedom of the human spirit a

 larger freedom that encompasses all mankind. 
 

Until the killing of black men, black mothers’ sons,
 becomes as important to the rest of the country as the
 killing of a white mother’s sons, we who believe in freedom

 cannot rest until this happens. 
 

On December 13, 1986, Ella died on her eighty-third 
birthday in New York. The United States Postal Service honored 
her with a postage stamp in 2009. You can read more about this 

great activist in the 2003 book by Barbara Ransby, Ella Baker & 
The Black Freedom Movement: A Radical Democratic Vision.  



 

161 

 

References 
 

Muhammad Ali – The Soul Of A Butterfly: Reflections On Life’s
 Journey (2004: Simon & Schuster) 

 
Raymond Arsenault – The Sound Of Freedom: Marian Anderson,
 The Lincoln Memorial, And The Concert That Awakened

 America (2009: Bloomsbury Press) 
 

Daisy Bates – The Long Shadow Of Little Rock: A Memoir (1986:
 University of Arkansas Press)  
 

Gray A. Brechin – Imperial San Francisco: Urban Power, Earthly
 Ruin (1999: University of California Press) 

 
Ellen Caughey – Eric Liddell: Olympian And Missionary (2000:
 Barbour Pub.) 

 
Ignacio M. García – Hector P. García: In Relentless Pursuit Of

 Justice (2002: Arte Público Press) 
 
Harold Gilliam – Between The Devil And The Deep Blue Bay

 (1969: Chronicle Books) 
 

Josh Harkinson – “The Audacity of Soap”, Mother Jones
 Magazine, January / February 2014  
 

William H. Harris – Keeping The Faith: A Philip Randolph, Milton
 P. Webster, And The Brotherhood Of Sleeping Car Porters,

 1925-37 (1977: University of Illinois Press) 
 
Leslie A. Heaphy, editor – Satchel Paige And Company: Essays

 On The Kansas City Monarchs, Their Greatest Star And
 The Negro Leagues (2007: McFarland & Company, Inc.)



 

162 

 

Janet Sharp Hermann – The Pursuit Of A Dream: The True Story
 Of Two Men – One White, One Black – Who Founded A

 Communitarian Haven That Became The Third Most
 Successful Cotton Operation In The Entire South From

 Reconstruction To World War I (1981: Vintage Books) 
 
Sister Jesualda of the Holy Spirit – St. Theresa The Little

 Flower (1981: St. Paul Editions) 
 

Barbara Jordan and Shelby Hearon – Barbara Jordan: A Self-
 Portrait (1979: Doubleday & Company, Inc.) 
 

Stephen Kinser – A Thousand Hills: Rwanda’s Rebirth And The
 Man Who Dreamed It (2008: John Wiley & Sons) 

 
Marybeth Lorbiecki – Aldo Leopold: A Fierce Green Fire (1996:
 Falcon Publishing Co.)  

 
David Maraniss – Clemente: The Passion And Grace Of Baseball’s

 Last Hero (2006: Simon & Schuster) 
 
David Margolick – Elizabeth And Hazel: Two Women Of Little

 Rock (2011: Yale University Press) 
 

Eric Mataxas – 7 Men And The Secret Of Their Greatness (2013:
 Thomas Nelson) 
 

James Michener – Poland: A Novel (1984: Fawcett) 
 

John Moody and Roger Boyes – The Priest And The Policeman
 (1987: Summit Books) 
 

Pope Francis – The Church Of Mercy: A Vision For The Church
 (2014: Loyola Press) 

 
Barbara Ransby – Ella Baker & The Black Freedom Movement: A
 Radical Democratic Vision (2003: University of North

 Carolina Press) 
 



 

163 

 

Andrea Tornielli – Francis: Pope Of A New World (2013: Ignatius
 Press) 

 
José Torres – Sting Like A Bee: The Muhammad Ali Story (2009:

 University of Nebraska Press) 
 
Nancy C. Unger – Fighting Bob La Follette: The Righteous

 Reformer (2000: University of North Carolina Press) 
 

Steve Weinberg – Taking On The Trust: The Epic Battle Of Ida
 Tarbell And John D. Rockefeller (2009: W. W. Norton &
 Company)  



This book was distributed courtesy of: 

For your own Unlimited Reading and FREE eBooks today, visit:
http://www.Free-eBooks.net 

Share this eBook with anyone and everyone automatically by selecting any of the 
options below: 

To show your appreciation to the author and help others have 
wonderful reading experiences and find helpful information too, 

we'd be very grateful if you'd kindly
post your comments for this book here. 

COPYRIGHT INFORMATION

Free-eBooks.net respects the intellectual property of others. When a book's copyright owner submits their work to Free-eBooks.net, they are granting us permission to distribute such material. Unless 
otherwise stated in this book, this permission is not passed onto others. As such, redistributing this book without the copyright owner's permission can constitute copyright infringement. If you 

believe that your work has been used in a manner that constitutes copyright infringement, please follow our Notice and Procedure for Making Claims of Copyright Infringement as seen in our Terms 
of Service here: 

http://www.free-ebooks.net/tos.html 

http://www.free-ebooks.net
http://www.free-ebooks.net/
http://www.free-ebooks.net/share/pdf-tw-1406730123
http://www.free-ebooks.net/share/pdf-fb-1406730123
http://www.free-ebooks.net/share/pdf-in-1406730123
mailto:?subject=Found this book for you. It's Free and I love it...&body=Hey, 

Got some great reading for you and it's FREE too! 

I just finished reading Heroes You May Not Know and highly recommend it for you. 

You can get if for FREE here at: 

http://www.free-ebooks.net/ebook/Heroes-You-May-Not-Know 

Check it out. See what you think. Let me know.
http://www.free-ebooks.net/ebook/Heroes-You-May-Not-Know/review
http://www.free-ebooks.net/tos.html


http://www.foboko.com

