
Okay, it’s ten o’clock in the morning, time to get up for school. Shocked? 
I told you high school was going to be different. Due to the baby-boom-
ing swell of enrolled students and no money for more schools - the justi-
fication for spending was tempered by the fact that ten years later there 
would be a third fewer students - our school district devised the split shift  
for high school. Seniors and juniors attended periods one through five 
from  7:30  to  noon;  sophomores  and  freshmen  attended  periods  six 
through ten from 12:30 to 5. Those students who enrolled for six periods 
usually attended the period before or after their ‘normal’ shift... - page 16
We could see that most were gathered at the sets of doors closest to us; 
instead of moving in that direction, we walked around the ring above the 
court to the far set of outside doors.

As we stepped outside...there were students of all backgrounds 
meandering aimlessly...clearly separating themselves from the two large 
groups to our left, one full of black faces, one of white. Each group con-
tained two to three hundred students, separated by no more than twenty 
feet and the black vice-principal standing close to the white faces looking 
toward the black and the white principal standing close to the black faces 
looking toward the white. We walked slowly around the large groups,  
giving plenty of leeway, until we were squarely in the middle of the park-
ing lot, safely observing the shouting, feinting, and gesturing.

As I remember this scene from a viewpoint of more than thirty 
years removed, it’s clear to me that who said what and the exact words 
are irrelevant. It was a moment where several people were of one mind...

“Well, now we know what we have to do to get the principal and 
vice-principal out of the office.”

“But nobody can say we’re not color-coordinated.”
“Yeah, black is clearly black and white is clearly white.”
“Technically,  black and white are the opposite ends of a total  

lack of color.”
“That may be, but this event is definitely a show of color.”
“And a show of hostility.”
“What it  shows me is that  education for today is  a secondary 

consideration.”
“It could definitely be dangerous attending class today.”
“Yeah, you wouldn’t want to step out of your classroom and be 

confronted by a hundred hall monitors of a slightly different color than 
yours.”

“’Where’s your hall pass, boy?’”
“I think school is to be held outside the school building today.”
“I think I just heard the principal say, ‘Today, classes will be held 

all over the city in recognition of today, which comes but once a year this 
year.’”

“I just heard the vice-principal say that my house is one of the 
‘all-city’ classrooms,” lied Charlie.

“And,  that’s  good  enough  for  me.  Let’s  all  attend  class  at 
Charlie’s house.”

“We can’t just leave school and go to Charlie’s house…can we?”
“No, you’re right. We should just stay in school, even though it’s 

the scene of a race riot, where we’ll all be safe and sound.”
“And if we’re lucky, sometime during our shift the gangs’ll pull 

their knives and guns, kids will actually die, and if we survive, we’ll get 
to go home early.”

“Getting the picture yet?”
“Got it. So let’s get up and go.” 
Away we went... - pages 17-19


