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I have little to say on the crisis at Oxford of recent date. 

I’m sure millions of words will be written in time to come, 

telling of the riot, the unnecessary, stupid taking of two 

human lives, the destruction of property, public and private. 
Before God, I cannot put into words the sorrow and heart- 

break I feel as a result of the tragic affair. Actually, it would 

have been a farce of the first magnitude, except for the fact 

that human life was lost. That does blunt the edge of any 

appreciation of the farce. 

As for me, I did not go to oxford; I figured there were 

enough nuts there already. All I did was to write two letters; 
they resulted from the citations by the Federal Court in New 

Orleans, given to our beloved, deep-thinking, far-seeing 
Governor, ole ross barnett and to his duly elected side-kick, 
god (j. g.), Lt. Governor johnson, both of Mississippi a 

sovereign state, as I understand it, real sovereign, that is. 

Truth is, my first letter, to Dr. Arthur Schlesinger at The 

White House, was an official one; the second letter was un- 

official, but my intentions were the same as had it been an 

official letter. My intentions are always good, I assure you. 
No man can ever question that statement of fact. But to 

present the two letters, if you please, for your evaluation, 
herewith: 

P. O. Box 1486 

Hattiesburg, Miss. , 

Dr. Arthur Schlesinger, Jr. 
The White House 1 

Washington, D. C. 
1 

Dear Sir: 

Normally, I know, requests such as I am about to make are handled j 

by addressing the proper committee, however, my committee and I 

have decided to make a formal request in this informal manner. It , 

is our hope that you, close to the President, can and will expedite 
this matter. 

It is requested that the Federal Government grant aid in the 

amount of the fines imposed on our Governor and our Lt. Gov- 

ernor by the Federal Court in New Orleans relative to the case of 

one James Meredith. 

This committee feels that Federal aid is due, in the exact amount 

of the fines, plus transportation costs, if any. 

Also, Sir, e respectively request Federal aid to help restore the 

grass on the campus at the University of Mississippi. Federal forces, 
which this state did not send for, milled around and trampled our 

grass. This is a serious matter to us, the citizens of Mississippi. 
Sir. that trampled grass was WHITE. 

We trust you will call this matter to the President immediately, 
in view of the fact that all which has happened was not the fault of 

the citizens of this great State. 

Thank you for your attention to this important matter. 

Respectfully, 
P. D. East, Chairman, 
Joint Committee on White Grass 
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A BOOK 
REVIEW 

SEEDS OF SOUTHERN 
CHANGE: The Life of Will 

Alexander, by Wilma Dykeman 
and James Stokely. University 
of Chicago Press, 1962, 343 pp., 

$5.95. 

The figure of a gigantic pine 
tree, smothered and doomed un- 

der the tonnage of a wisteria vine 
that has over-topped it, is a fa- 
miliar sight in these parts; and 

that image goes with the reader 

through this book. 
The pine tree is Dr. Will Alex- 

ander, a mighty man to undertake 
a giant’s job. It is the quiet 
strength of Dr. Will’s career that 

provides the scaffold for all this 
wild profusion of vines and verb- 

age about race relations in the 
South. 

In terms of the insistent sym- 
b o 1 i s m of sex, it was he for 

strength and she for beauty. 
However, when you get right 

down to pine trees, it is not their 
big business to trellis a crushing 
load of purple panicles—no mat- 
ter how sweet, gracious, and 

lovely. It is their business to be 

straight-grained if they can. Dr. 
Will could, and he was. 

It may be true that Dr. Will did 

lelp to establish the Commission 
)n Interracial Cooperation in At- 
anta in 1919. But it just so hap- 
pens that this reviewer attended 
;he Y M C A convention at Blue 

rtidge, either that year or the next, 
md remembers fairly well the 
:oter ie of Alexander, W. D. 

Weatherford, Plato Durham, and 
)thers mentioned in the book. 

They were always talking at 
ength. About what? Race rela- 
ions? Not particularly. It was 

?ven more fantistic. It was the 
»ood life as guided by God’s 
jreat Comforter the Holy Spirit 

To overlook that aspect of 
1 e a 11 h y straight-grained char- 
acter in Dr. Will, as this book does, 
s to secularize and socialize the 
itory—and girdle the pine tree. 

Let us pick a purple passage: 
“. Would the white women 

be able to cast aside, even tem- 

porarily, the cloak of superiority 
they had worn so naturally for 
so many generations? Would the 

Negro women be able to lay 
aside, even momentarily, the 
sackcloth of inferiority they had 
been thrust into for so many 
generations? There was a pause 
of awkwardness and strain. 

“Then the guests began to 
walk slowly down the aisle. A 

strange and good thing hap- 
pened. With no prompting, with 

perfect sponaneity, every white 
woman in the room rose to her 
feet. To Alexander, waiting and 
watching back in a corner, it 
was ‘the most beautiful act of 
courtesy that I ever saw.’ 

“Mrs. George Haynes, the 
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Just To Set Him Right— 
Two Letters To Ralph McGill 

(Herewith are two letters to Mr. Ralph McGill, one from me, 
the other from a Methodist minister in a village near Hattiesburg. 
As you will note, the sole aim is to set straight the thinking of Mr. 
McGill. While I’ve not consulted the minister, I do think Ralph 
will appreciate not only our points of view, but “Our Southern 

Way of Life” as well. Let us hope so. PDE). 
±_. 

Box 1486 

Hattiesburg, Miss. 

Mr. Ralph McGill, Publisher 
The Atlanta Constitution 

Atlanta, Ga. 

Dear Ralph: 

For a few years now we've been 

friends, and I’m sure I needn’t tell 

you of my affection and regard 
for you as a man, nor do I think 
it necessary to tell you of my ad- 

miration and respect for you as a 

writer. 

Ralph, it is because of my 

friendship that I write you this 
brief letter. I hope, I trust you’ll 
accept my comment in the spirit 
in which it’s written. I assure you 

that were you a lesser person in 

my evaluation, I’d ignore the mat- 
ter. However, as I said, because of 

my regard and respect for you, I 
must call a certain matter to your 
attention. 

I think it was Monday night, the 
first of October, that you appeared 
on a television report on NBC, 
having to do with the situation 
here in Mississippi. On that pro- 

gram you said, “Mississippi is not 
a sovereign state. It hasn’t been a 

sovereign state since the Constitu- 
tion was adopted in 1789.” (This 
is the essense of what you said, 
if not a direct quote.) 

I do hesitate to say this, Ralph, 
but I must assume you chose the 
wrong dictionary when you sought 
a definition of the word sovereign. 
“SOVEREIGN 1. Chief or highest; 
For example, Webster says: 
supreme. 2. Supreme in power; 
superior in position to all others. 
3. Independent of, and unimited 
by, any other; possessing, or en- 

titlled to, original and independ- 
ent authority or jurisdiction.” 

Well, Webster’s Dictionary is 

published north of the Mason- 

Dixon line; therefore, no one can 

rely on anything it says, espe- 

cially when it comes to important, 
life or death words, like sovereign. 

I know, of course, that your city 
of Atlanta was overrun by the 
Yankees a few years ago. It’s 

entirely possible that you don’t 
have access to the proper, the 

correct, the only dictionary to be 
used by Southerners, what with 
it probably having been burned or 

in some way destroyed by Yank- 
ees. The dictionary to which I re- 

fer is the “Dixiecrat Dictionary,” 
published by the Confederate Pub- 

lishing Co., Richmond and/or 
Montgomery. (You’ll recall, they 
also printed our money.) The 
‘Dixiecrat Dictionary” was edited 
and compiled by John C. Calhoun, 

Jefferson Davis, with footnotes by 
Uncle Tom. Anyway, this is where 
we in Mississippi get our definition 
of all words. For example: 

SOV’REN, STATE: 1. The most. 
Means what any state governor 
wants it to mean, when he wants 
it to mean it, and for whatever 
reason he may have. 

So, Ralph, you can see that our 

own dictionary goes further than 
the one published up north. I trust 
you’ll be guided by our own when 
next you choose a word that has 
to do with a Sov’ren State. 

Ralph, believe me as a friend, 
it’s so much better to bo informed 
correctly. 

/ 
_ Warm regards, 

P. D. East, Associate Editor, 
Confederate Publishing Co. 

> 
Dear Mr. McGill, X 

Last evening on the NBC News’ 
Special Report, I listened to your 
bitter, twisted, prejudiced indict- 
ment of the wonderful state of 
Mississippi, her dedicated officials 
(from the governor down), and 
her fine citizens. The whole thing 
was nauseating, disgusting, erron- 

eous, and putrid—to say the leasts 
I refer to you as mister only be- 
cause of the deep roots of South- 
ernism which provokes good man- 

ners even to traitors. 

It so happens that Governor 
Ross R. Barnett, the state legis- 
lature, and the local officials 
(county and city) are all public 
servants, because they were 

placed in office by the ine citizens 
mentioned above. These men are 

not perfect, nor are the citizens 
by whom they were elected, but 
let the state which professes per- 
fection cast the first stone. In light 
of the current crisis, I do not 

think our officials (especially 
Governor Barnett) could have 
done a better job. Governor Bar- 
nett has what I call “guts.” He is 
also a capable lawyer to go along 
with it. 

The federal government has 
demonstrated to the whole nation 
just how far down the road to 
dictatorship we have travelled. 
We in Mississippi do not desire a 

dictatorshi, a police state, nor th® 
endorsement of the rotten Kenne- 
dy administration. If you want an 

estimate of the backing our gov- 
ernor has, a conservative figur® 
would be about 99 per cent. I 

We are supposed to have a gov- > 

ernment of the people, by the, 
people, and for the people. On th®^ 
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