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| arrived at school Tuesday morning, fully expecting that | would be greeted by the 101st
soldiers and escorted to the top of the stairs. Instead, we were left at the curb to fend for
ourselves. As we approached the stairs, we were greeted by taunting catcalls and the kind of
behavior students had not dared to exhibit in the face of the 101st.

Where were the disciplined ranks we had come to count on? | looked all around, but sure
enough, there were no 101st guards in sight. Just then a boy blocked our way. What were we to
do? My first thought was to retreat, to turn and go back down the stairs and detour around to the
side door. But that escape route was blocked by those stalking us. A large crowd of jeering,
pencil-throwing students hovered around us menacingly. We had no choice but to go forward.

"Where are your pretty little soldier boys today?" someone cried out.
"You {expletive} ready to die just to be in this school?" asked another.

Squeezing our way through the hostile group gathered at the front door, we were blasted by
shouts of "{expletive}, go home. Go back to where you belong." At every turn, we were faced
with more taunts and blows. There were no 101st soldiers at their usual posts along the corridors.

And then | saw them. Slouching against the wall were members of the Arkansas National Guard,
looking on like spectators at a sports event—certainly not like men sent to guard our safety.

| wanted to turn and run away, but | thought about what Danny [a soldier in the 101st Airborne,
who had been assigned to protect the author] had said: "Warriors survive." | tried to remember
his stance, his attitude, and the courage of the 101st on the battlefield. Comparing my tiny
challenge with what he must have faced made me feel more confident. | told myself I could
handle whatever the segregationists had in store for me. But | underestimated them.

Early that morning, a boy began to taunt me as though he had been assigned that task. First he
greeted me in the hall outside my shorthand class and began pelting me with bottlecap openers,
the kind with the sharp claw at the end. He was also a master at walking on my heels. He hurt me
until I wanted to scream for help.

By lunchtime, I was nearly hysterical and ready to call it quits, until I thought of having to face
Grandma when | arrived home. During the afternoon, when | went into the principal's office
several times to report being sprayed with ink, kicked in the shin, and heel-walked until the




backs of my feet bled, as well as to report the name of my constant tormentor, the clerks asked
why | was reporting petty stuff. With unsympathetic scowls and hostile attitudes, they accused
me of making mountains out of molehills.

Not long before the end of the school day, I entered a dimly lit rest room. The three girls
standing near the door seemed to ignore me. Their passive, silent, almost pleasant greeting made
me uncomfortable, and the more | thought about their attitude, the more it concerned me. At least
when students were treating me harshly, | knew what to expect.

Once inside the stall, | was even more alarmed at all the movement, the feet shuffling, the voices
whispering. It sounded as though more people were entering the room.

"Bombs away!" someone shouted above me. | looked up to see a flaming paperwad coming right
down on me. Girls were leaning over the top of the stalls on either side of me. Flaming paper
floated down and landed on my hair and shoulders. | jumped up, trying to pull myself together
and at the same time duck the flames and stamp them out. | brushed the singeing ashes away
from my face as | frantically grabbed for the door to open it.

"Help!" | shouted. "Help!" The door wouldn't open. Someone was holding it—someone strong,
perhaps more than one person. | was trapped.

"Did you think we were gonna let {expletive} use our toilets? We'll burn you alive, girl," a voice
shouted through the door. "There won't be enough of you left to worry about.” | felt the kind of
panic that stopped me from thinking clearly. My right arm was singed. The flaming wads of
paper were coming at me faster and faster. | could feel my chest muscles tightening. | felt as
though | would die any moment. The more | yelled for help, the more I inhaled smoke and the
more | coughed.

The experiment of doing without the 101st had apparently been a fiasco. By the end of the day
more than one of us had heard talk that the 101st had been brought back.

Still, despite all our complaints, there were a few students who tried to reach out to us with
smiles or offers to sit at our cafeteria tables; some even accompanied us along the halls. Each of
us noticed, however, that those instances of friendship were shrinking rather than growing. There
was no doubt that the hard-core troublemakers were increasing their activities, and without the
men of the 101st, they increased a hundredfold.



