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East Side 

i-By P. D. 
’ 

I 

Since the first of April I have watched the daily news 

from Alabama, especially Birmingham, with a feeling of 

horror, with a definite sense of shame, that shame result- 

ing from the realization that those of my race — not to 

mention their American citizenship — treated other Amer- 

ican citizens who, by accident of birth, the will of God, 
or whatever name you elect, as if they were less than the 

lowest form of animal life. 

It is a sad thing, indeed, a pathetic thing, to see men, 

women, and children, all with guaranteed equal rights 
under the law of the land, have dogs turned loose on them 

for wanting and attempting to attain their rights. It is 

equally sad, equally pathetic, to see them knocked down 

with water, the force of which could, and did, rip the 

clothes from their bodies. 

And while that was, and is, happening in Birmingham, 
to read almost daily that the governor of that state de- 

clares he’ll turn Tuscaloosa into an Oxford — all this is 

a part of the American Tragedy — which is now, and of 

which each one of us is a part, and for which each one 

nf us is resnonsible. 

But with all that is happening in Birmingham, the 

dogs, the water, the night sticks, with what is most likely 
to happen in Tuscaloosa, all of it does not equal the murder 

of a man near Attalla on the night of Tuesday, April 23rd. 

It may be my evaluation is slanted; I know that, and I 

admit it, but there was considerable personal identification 

in this matter of the man’s murder. 

Handwritten, in ink, across the top of a sheet of 8V2XII 

paper were these words: “P.D. — Provided I make it to 

Jackson, 111 try to meet you if, for you, it’s safe to do so. 

All this is uncertain. Keep up the good work. Bill Moore. 

The sheet of paper had a letter to President Kennedy 
on one side and a letter to Governor Barnett on the other; 
I received it about a week before Bill left Baltimore, on 

ms pilgrimage tu jauRsuu. 

My relationship with Bill Moore goes back almost three 

years. I had occasion to speak at Harpur College, Bing- 
hamton, N.Y., and not only were the students and faculty 
at the college most kind and generous, but the press in 

Binghamton was exceedingly generous. As a result, I had 

a letter from Bill, in which he told me of having once lived 

in Mississippi, that he had long since been gone, but how 

deeply fond of Southerners he was, how hospitable and 

gracious he always found them to be. 

With the passing of time, Bill and I exchanged letters 

frequently. I often wondered what sort of fellow he was; 
I noted quickly that he was of an unusually peaceful na- 

ture, that his concern for the rights of others was born 

of a deep con vie ti ton. In short, Bill Moore was anything 
on this earth but a phoney. His sincerity, belief, and con- 

viction were real and, as I said, deep. 
I would like to present here the two letters Bill wrote; 

from them, I’m sure, you can see the kind of man who 
was murdered in Alabama on April 23rd. Herewith: 
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A BOOK 
REVIEW 

THE SOUTH AND THE SOUTH- 
ERNER by Ralph McGill. Atlantic 
non-fiction winner. Little Brown 
& Co., 1963. 307 pp. $5.00. 

Ralph McGill lives upon the 
Chattahoochee, which is a size 
larger as rivers go than the brook 
Cherith, where Elijah the Tish- 
bite went to improve his notions 
of ethical idealism. And as a pro- 
vider for the necessities of life, 
the Atlanta Constitution compares 
favorably with the raven-pow- 
ered hamburger lift of olden times. 

Yet perhaps Ralph McGill is 
close enough to all the fugitive 
prophets who have notbent the 
knee to Baal, and a long way from 
their isolation. He does not run 

away from ethical realism to cul- 
tivate idealism. He rushes to en- 

counter it. The resulting clash may 
seem like Don Quixote and the 
windmills, but as a constant edi- 
torial policy it has proved very 
good for circulation. 

li tne cynics oi emicai reansm 

could believe that Ralph McGill’s 
concern is buttering his own 

bread, they would feel more com- 

fortable. That is not his motive. 
Yet what other motive can an 

ethical realist see? None! Ab- 
solutely none. It is baffling. 

In the transcendestal mystique 
of high church journalism the 
white surface of newsprint be- 
comes the fair linen cloth of a 

banquet, the holy feast of mass 

media, to which all men are wel- 
come. And so without discrimina- 
tion they gather around to share 
what was “laid upon the stone,” 
and to commit themselves entirely 
before the need arises, and to 
devote themselves entirely later 
on. It is mental communion in 
the highest sense. 

William Faulkner could not go 
that far. In his mystique the plane 
surface was a white carpet, easily 
soiled. On that ethical platform 
the aristocracy would operate and 
accumulate a hoard of rich re- 

sources, both physical and spir- 
itual. Then came the Snooes to 
walk with filthy tracks upon the 
basic principles of integrity, to 
defile the Constitution and reduce 
it to worthlessness. And the sight 
of the barn made them burn with 

envy, asd try to burn the bran 
itself. The will to go and do like- 
wise, and practice liberty, equal- 
ity, and fraternity never occurred 
to them. They did not have the 
ethical idealism. Brother Rat, in- 
deed! 

Ralph McGill calls names. To 
his way of thinking the four “rats” 
most responsible to imposing their 
tracks and devastation upon the 
noble tradition of the south were 

(1) a Virginian, Thomas Roderick 

Dew, (2) Benjamin Tillman of 
South Carolina, (3) James Kimble 
Vardaman of Mississippi, and (4) 
Thomas Watson of Georgia. 

This book is the story of one 

man’s gradual, hard-won under- 

standing of the Southern heritage, 
its proud tradition, and its terrible 
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Color Is Skin Deep, But 

Evil Is Deep As The Heart 
“Send me a letter, send it by 

mail; send it in care of Birming- 
ham jail.” This old wail indicated 
the safest method to Americans 
embarrassed not by ugly Amer- 
icans abroad, but by those at home. 
The President described Birming- 
ham as “an ugly situation.” And 
it is. As ugly as the arrest and 
jailing of a seven-year-old girl; 
as ugly as the use of water pres- 
sure strong enough to strip bark 
from trees, and the use of dogs 
against human beings. For what? 
For wanting such simple rights as 

eating in a cafeteria, attending a 

school. 

“Ugly” is the appropriate word. 
For it was a truly ugly folly which 
employed animal fury against men 

in a situation in which the very 
rights and dignity of man were 

at issue. It was an ugly stupidity 
in an explosive social situation to 

employ a means that could only 
inflame an already threatening 
violence. The widely published 
picture of a Negro, one arm in the 
grip of a policeman, the other in 
the teeth of a dog, will doubtless 
be answered by future bloody 
retaliatory violence. For a month 
stars fell in Alabama, throwing 
light of a foreboding nature, on 

James Baldwin’s theme: God gave 
Noah the rainbow sign; no more 

water, the fire next time. 
The issue is bigger than Birm- 

ingham, as big as all America; 
it is deeper than color, as deep 
as evil in the human heart. In 
Birmingham’s riots, men saw 
themselves. They saw how thin 
is the veneer of their everyday 
decency, how dark the hatred and 
how raw the violence in the deep- 
er chasms of the human soul. 
Christians saw that personal 
regeneration is not enough to 

solve our social ills, for not all 
the guilty were non-Christians. 
And any man not blinded by 
twisted prejudice could see that 
Nazi Germans were not special 
sinners, for morally noting distin- 

guishes anti-Semitism from Birm- 

ingham’s racism. In the ugly clash 
of American against American, 
one could see the common nature 
we all share, and the common 

judgment under which we all 
stand. 

He who looked hard at the social 

ugliness in Birmingham saw not 

special sinners who fight for state’s 

rights but trample on human 

rights; he saw the human nature 
we all share. He saw a time to 

weep, to repent, to remember — 

“inasmuch as ye have done it 
unto these ye have done it unto 
me” CHRISTIANITY TODAY 

To All Subscribers 

Another Darned Notice 
In the February issue I ran a "Notice To 

Subscribers", and in it I reported that we were in the 

process of getting the mailing list in order, up to 

date, inasmuch as such an undertaking had not been 
made since the paper began, almost ten years ago. 

We continue to work through the mailing list; 
it is a slow, tedious job, and, before Heaven, one 

filled with surprises. For example, from checking 
out each name carefully, we've found over three 
hundred persons who are supposed to be getting the 

paper—but ain't! Presently, we're adding those 
names to the mailing list. You may be one of them, 
so that's why you have this paper in your hand at 

this moment. 
> .t • fl .1/1.11 

IT I Knew now rms mess came uuuui i u ien yuu, 

the fact is, I have no idea—we just know it did, and 
I am indeed sorry. 

Be that as it will. We now seek a relatively small 
favor from you, if you please. 

If your paper is not addressed correctly, if you 
should be getting two papers, or if you should be 

getting no paper, would you please drop us a note 

and advise? 
As we all know, Mississippi has the lowest per 

capita income in the nation. With the kind of re- 

cords I keep, I have indeed contributed my share to 

that condition. 
Cordially and Commercially, 
P. D. East 


