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			Author’s Note

			We have by now many fine chronicles of the civil rights movement; I have not tried to write another. True South assumes that the reader comes with a basic understanding of that history and may be interested in how one group of filmmakers struggled to tell it.

			Much of this book will make better sense if you have seen at least some of the fourteen-part documentary series Eyes on the Prize I and II, readily available from many sources.

			I have generally followed terminology described by Henry Hampton in guidelines for Eyes on the Prize narration: “We had heated debates, but finally chose to call the southerners who opposed the civil rights movement ‘resisters’ rather than ‘racists.’ We did so because we wanted to keep this valuable history accessible and not lose viewers before we had engaged them in the story.” Here I have used both those terms as well as “segregationist” and “white supremacist,” depending on the context. I have occasionally employed the traditional term “Negro” when the history warrants it, but more often “black,” “Afro-American,” or “African American.”

			Henry Hampton’s lawyer Ike Williams said, “Once in a while you get those little glimpses of race having affected Henry, but otherwise it was the most dispassionate kind of thing . . . deeply interested in how the civil rights movement came about, but not approaching it from any position of color, only from a position of justice; how do we achieve justice.” My own connections to the civil rights movement and to Henry Hampton run deep, so I cannot claim dispassion, but have tried to be accurate and honest.

			The statements and opinions expressed in this book are solely those of the author and do not in any way represent the official history or views of Blackside, Inc.

			
		

	
		

			Introduction

			Throughout the winter of 1964–65, Selma, Alabama, simmered in a state of siege, broken by sudden explosions of violence and finally, on March 7, “Bloody Sunday.”

			Two days later, twenty-four-year-old African American Henry Hampton set out along Broad Street toward the Pettus Bridge, together with his friend Rev. James Reeb and a thousand other marchers, led by Martin Luther King Jr. and Ralph Abernathy. Their goal was to deliver a voting rights petition to Governor George Wallace at the state capitol in Montgomery. A quarter mile ahead, on the other side of the Alabama River, waited hundreds of heavily armed Alabama state troopers, flanked by Sheriff Jim Clark’s famously brutal mounted posse.

			Hampton was on church business, sent by his Unitarian employers in Boston. Strikingly handsome and athletic, but slowed by the heavy steel leg brace he had worn since a childhood bout with polio, Henry found himself “marching between a black Alabama sharecropper and the wife of Senator Paul Douglas. . . .” He had a hard time keeping up with the crowd, and began to worry what would happen if he fell behind and became easy prey for white thugs prowling to thin the herd. But then Henry realized that half a dozen black citizens of Selma had, as if by magic, formed a protective circle around him, moving toward the troopers on the other side of the bridge at his pace, “my own personal honor guard.”

			Only forty-eight hours before, those same lawmen, determined that black men like Henry Hampton would not have a voice in Alabama, had savagely beaten, bullwhipped, and gassed hundreds of peaceful men, women, and children. Local whites cheered from the sidelines. Outraged clergy across the nation answered a call from Dr. King and leapt into action. Henry, the lay national director of information for the Unitarian Universalist church, joined hundreds of northern ministers converging on Selma.

			Now the new march was on, in violation of a federal judge’s order, headed for another confrontation. Cresting the bridge, they saw the helmeted troops arrayed across the highway, daring the marchers—under federal injunction not to cross the county line—to come forward. Still on the bridge, near the spot where lawmen beat John Lewis unconscious two days before, Dr. King unexpectedly stopped and knelt down while Ralph Abernathy led the demonstrators in tense prayer. Newsreel footage from that day shows the eerie image of a half dozen ministers standing around the kneeling King so that he would not present a clear target to a sniper.

			What Henry Hampton and those thousand marchers did not know as they awaited their destiny was that King had brokered a secret deal with the White House only hours before: they would stop at the county line and go on to fight another day. Because they desperately needed the federal courts and President Johnson on their side, the Southern Christian Leadership Conference leaders were loath to violate federal judge Frank Johnson’s injunction against marching on to Montgomery.

			With a sinking feeling, Henry now saw King and Abernathy turn around and lead the bewildered marchers—who had come to lay their lives on the line and see this thing through all the way to the state capitol—back into Selma. What had begun as a mass expression of courage and moral witness ended in a meek retreat before the same forces who had smashed the Bloody Sunday march, all to avoid angering the president. Henry didn’t know what to think, but suspected that the moral muck of national politics had caught up with the principled clarity of the civil rights movement.

			Unfolding before the news cameras in the “Turnaround March” that afternoon was a harsh lesson in pragmatic realpolitik, resonating under the crisp moral shadow of its already famous big brother, Bloody Sunday. They would, in fact, live to fight another day, and very shortly brought American apartheid to its knees. As he trudged back to Selma instead of on to Montgomery, in that very jumbled strategic, tactical, and political moment, Henry—a church representative, not yet a filmmaker—thought to himself, “Someday someone is going to make a great story out of this. This is going to make great television.”

			As sweet as their victory would eventually be, it was the process itself, the messy workings of history, that fascinated Henry. Over the next quarter century, in his battles with commercial television, public television, his own staff, historians, and the estate of Martin Luther King, he would never retreat from the complexity of that great story.

			 • • • 
On a February night in 1986, two decades after the Battle of Selma, Henry Hampton met me curbside at Boston’s Logan Airport. In his youthful days as a cabdriver, how many late-night fares had he picked up at Logan?

			We were then in our seventh month of production on Eyes on the Prize: America’s Civil Rights Years, and I had logged ninety-nine flights in economy class on “the Hampton Air Force,” mostly puddle jumpers over the piney woods of Alabama and Georgia, to film the aging foot soldiers of the movement, many of whom had marched on the Pettus Bridge. Tonight he looked haggard but wanted to talk, so for the next couple of hours we drove around Boston in a miserable freezing rain, with Archie Shepp playing on his aging Jaguar’s stereo. He had always been soft spoken, with the voice of a long-ago heavy smoker, but this night I could barely hear him.

			We parsed the lurching progress of Eyes editing, had a late bite to eat at Chef Chandler’s, and stopped at an all-night drugstore for Henry to pick up the largest bottle of antacids I’d ever seen. Unpaid film lab bills mounted, the roof at the office still leaked, half his staff were in angry revolt over late paychecks, and no funder would step up with money to complete his civil rights television series. Prowling the wet South End streets, I could see that the “great story” that someone would someday tell was grinding him down.

			Henry was wrung out from throwing himself at the mercy of cynically polite corporate executives who never intended to give him a dime to tell the messy story of the civil rights movement. All his energy went to the fund-raising he hated, and little to the filmmaking he loved. He had just turned forty-five, and in the last few months post-polio syndrome had begun to weaken his good leg.

			In happier times that fall, heady from filming in Mississippi and Alabama, our late-night drives had been a lark: planning a civil rights themed restaurant, “Eyes on the Pies,” and talking about our fathers, about his epiphany in Selma in 1965, about my own days in Selma that same winter, the sublime power of freedom songs, my other life shooting television commercials in California, the small but mounting victories for the freedom struggle in South Africa. We pondered whether Martin Luther King could have been elected president, and asked where exactly did King get that zinger, “The arc of the moral universe is long, but it bends toward justice!” And Henry was already planning a second civil rights TV series, Eyes II, picking up in 1965 with the rougher, really messy history of the Black Panthers, affirmative action, Malcolm X, and urban rebellions. But tonight he was melancholy.

			Around midnight, I followed as he slowly hauled himself up the stairs to his Blackside office at 486 Shawmut Avenue—books and folders stacked high, a picture of Dr. King on one wall, the philosopher/poet W. H. Auden on the other, Gandhi in the corner, and his “grand rambling mess” of a desk at the convergence of their force fields. He spread out dozens of rejection letters from corporations and foundations, sank into his chair, and said, “Why don’t they just give us the goddamn money.” At that moment, with footage for his epic six-part civil rights story nearly all in the can, with producers, researchers, and editors hard at work, archive material pouring in, and a full head of steam, we had run out of money. We couldn’t meet the next month’s payroll. It was the end of the line.

			It should have been easy. Six years before, back in 1979, his naive first attempt to produce the “great story” of the civil rights movement for commercial television had ended in humiliating failure. And now he knew his second try, for PBS, was going down in flames and taking him with it. He knew—and I knew—that if we laid off the staff on Monday morning, notified the creditors, turned off the heat, and closed the door, his life’s dream would expire for good. Our exhausted producers would scatter back to their exasperated families, the aging civil rights warriors we still needed to film would die in obscurity, and telling the grand saga of the southern freedom struggle would fall to someone else—maybe Ken Burns or Oprah Winfrey—sometime in the future.

			We stacked up the rejection letters and called it a night.

			The next day Henry arrived at the office around noon and told me he had gotten up, gone to his bank, and—risking personal financial ruin for the sake of a story—mortgaged his house. He got enough cash to meet payroll, calm the creditors, and keep us working for those critical two weeks until PBS and the Ford Foundation came in with the tipping point grant.

			Henry Hampton was seldom at a loss.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER ONE

			Cave Painting

			1940–68

			This man who would spend his adult life telling stories of the poor and dispossessed was born into the most privileged life a young Negro boy could reasonably expect in segregated St. Louis, Missouri, in the mid-twentieth century. His was a bright world.

			Henry’s father, Dr. Henry Hampton Sr., was a star, first chief surgeon and medical director at the renowned Homer G. Phillips Hospital for Colored. Dr. Hampton was by all accounts a genial and self-assured man of means—every cent of which he’d earned—with a thriving practice in a modern office. He enjoyed profitable investments, new cars every year or two (a big black Buick for himself, a Buick station wagon for Mrs. Hampton and the kids). His wife and three children enjoyed security and material comfort that would have been the envy of any midwestern family, black or white. Dr. Hampton’s name and photo appeared in the St. Louis Post-Dispatch for community leadership, his work with charities, his medical research, and his testimony before the city council, and once when a burglar broke into his home and stole fifty suits and a television set.

			The senior Hampton was a politically savvy Democrat, and extremely well connected in both the black and white communities, despite the exclusionary protocols of Missouri segregation. Back in 1949 he had been named to the Board of Freeholders, tasked with writing a “home rule” charter for the city of St. Louis, the only identified Negro among thirteen white judges, labor leaders, a state senator, and the president of the County Farm Bureau, and he chaired the board’s Health and Public Welfare committee.

			His daughter Judi remembered, “He knew everybody, and we always used to say that he would have made a great mayor or governor. Pop got into every structure, the kind of guy who could reach out to everybody: the church hierarchy, the guy who ran the car dealership, every social circle.” His son, Henry Eugene Hampton Jr., born August 19, 1940, would grow up to acquire the same sort of far-reaching network of influential social connections in his adopted home, Boston, and by the 1980s more than a few of us asked Henry Jr. when he was going to run for public office.

			In 1928, Dr. Hampton graduated with honors from the traditionally black Meharry Medical College in Nashville, a first-rate school that in the 1930s trained many of the best and brightest Negro medical professionals who would have gone to the University of Missouri, Harvard, or Yale had they been white. It was there he met his future wife, Julia Gullatte, a practical nurse.

			Judi Hampton said, “Mother was warm, a good mom, endearing and gracious, easygoing, and sweet.” Henry was the middle child, his big sister, Veva, four years older, and little sister, Judi, two years younger. His best friend, Dan Raybon, remembers Mrs. Hampton always asking what she could do for Judi, Henry, and Veva. “It wore her out. She always wanted to do something special for Henry’s birthday. She adored Henry Jr. and gave him slack, waited on him hand and foot.”

			He was the young prince. Judi remembered, “Our dad ruled the roost. When Mom gave birth to Henry she got a mink coat. When she gave birth to my sister and me she got a ‘Thanks for the good job.’ Our mom was conservative, not a feminist.” Nor was her husband; the kids’ childhood friend Ellen Sweets described Dr. Hampton as a good fellow, but with attitudes of the time “just short of misogyny.”

			“Doc” ran a small pharmacy out of the home, and the kids earned spending money filling pill bottles. Their house, amid modest 1920s bungalows, was the biggest and best-looking home in the area, clad in red brick, custom designed for Dr. Hampton in 1941 by St. Louis’s premier modernist architect, Harris Armstrong. It was large and striking, in the International Style of Frank Lloyd Wright, standing at 1751 Laclede Station Road, just on the white side of the dividing line between white and colored neighborhoods a few miles south of then 100-percent-white Ferguson, Missouri. The Hampton family also enjoyed a little getaway farm with horses and chickens in the country a couple of hours west of St. Louis. All the years I knew him, Henry kept the framed deed for the farm on the wall of his office.

			The Hamptons were apparently among the few blacks able to skirt the strict de facto racial restrictions on St. Louis housing and reside just within the white section of Richmond Heights. Their black neighbors, the Raybon family, lived up the street at 2019 Laclede, just across the line in the working-class colored section of Maplewood. Young Dick Gregory and Chuck Berry lived nearby.

			Their grand home with its big backyard, rock garden, and pond was a magnet for the kids’ friends, who spent long summer afternoons bouncing from the Hamptons’ to the Raybons’ and back. The big paved lot in between served as a roller rink, basketball court, and tennis court. (Blacks were barred from most public courts in St. Louis except for a half day a week after 5 P.M.) “The lot was a sanctuary for us, it was protection, fenced all the way around; that kept the white folks from bothering us,” said Dan.

			Blacks were only allowed to sit in the balcony of St. Louis mainline movie theaters, which the Hamptons refused to do, so their early film education was at black theaters, the Comet or the Douglass (named for Frederick Douglass and “entirely built by Colored Labor”), drinking Cokes, watching musicals, gangster films, Westerns, and the news of the week from the Negro newsreel services.

			The Hamptons purchased one of the neighborhood’s first televisions, Judi recalled, “a box as big as the room, with a tiny little picture.” In the fifties the new medium was timid, not yet feeling its muscle, and virtually all white on screen, except the demeaning Amos ’n’ Andy and The Little Rascals, featuring Buckwheat, the crudest sort of nappy-haired Negro stereotype. Henry recalled that as kids their mainstream media image of blackness was bounded by only “knowing our history through Tarzan and cannibals . . . hair and cosmetics ads . . . sensing ourselves as a different kind of American.” Once in a blue moon came a welcome Sammy Davis Jr. or Nat King Cole guest appearance. Few had yet really grappled with blacks’ representation on television, an issue that would consume Henry later in life.

			He and the girls watched Leave It to Beaver, Howdy Doody, and The Lone Ranger, and saw Elvis Presley sing on The Ed Sullivan Show in 1956, as well as tens of thousands of commercials for laundry soap, breakfast cereal, beer, and cigarettes. And like so many of us kids in those early fire-in-the-cave days of television, they sometimes just zoned out on the couch watching the test pattern when broadcasts stopped at 10 P.M., transfixed by the mesmerizing novelty of it all.

			Henry was a round-faced, cheery kid, not fat, not skinny, just strong and beefy, the way he would be for the rest of his life. Henry, Dan, and Judi collected eggs at the farm and sold them house to house, with Judi riding on the wagon. They had a little grass-cutting service, competed in soapbox derbies, and went up and down the street in the colored neighborhood looking for lawns to cut. “We did everything,” said Dan. “Henry and I rode our bikes everywhere; one time we rode twenty miles, all the way to the Mississippi River. Henry always had the attitude ‘Let’s do it!’”

			The Hampton household was evidently quiet and conservative. They seldom dined out because restaurants in white St. Louis would not serve them, and they didn’t find the restaurants in black St. Louis much good. The parents neither drank nor smoked, and Mrs. Hampton’s cooking was in the tradition of her native Texarkana, Texas. “Food was a centerpiece, especially on holidays and weekends; baked ham and spare ribs with lots of butter, and gravy on everything,” said Judi. “Gravy on your Cheerios.”

			They subscribed to Ebony and Jet, and were fully engaged in the energetic black community of St. Louis. Dr. Hampton, an Alpha Kappa Alpha man from Fisk University, belonged to the Royal Vagabonds, a local men’s club of black professionals: lawyers, doctors, academics, social workers, and Nathaniel Sweets, the publisher of the St. Louis American, one of the city’s four black newspapers. Judi remembered, “Our family valued education, community involvement, excellent manners, a life of purpose.” Ellen Sweets recalled “a very strong middle-class black community of tremendous integrity. We kids were well versed in classical music, literature, well traveled, with very solidly middle-class values. The Hamptons were upper middle class . . . debutante coming-out parties with white dresses.”

			Decades later, when the triumph of the civil rights movement had swept many successful and well-to-do African Americans out of their tight-knit, self-supporting communities to join the mainstream white elites in schools, colleges, businesses, and social clubs, Henry said, “There was the irony of our victory when, in achieving our goal to integrate, we lost a large part of the dearly earned integrity of our communities.”

			Resolutely positioned in the black bourgeoisie, they shared hopes and aspirations as desegregation made its halting way across the South in the wake of the Supreme Court’s 1954 Brown v. Board of Education decision. Inch by inch, changes in law and custom were now rolling back the brutal Jim Crow system that had prevailed since 1896.

			Missouri had been the northernmost slave state only seventy-five years before Henry Hampton’s birth, and slavery was in his grandparents’ living memory. In 1917, on rumors that black men had been fraternizing with white women, a thousand armed white men had rampaged through East St. Louis, burning whole sections of the town, killing one hundred blacks and leaving six thousand homeless.

			Henry came of age in the forties and fifties, a time he would evoke in Eyes on the Prize, when blacks and whites, tempered by the Great Depression and World War II, lived side by side with separate but unequal lunch counters, bus station waiting rooms, theaters, drinking fountains, neighborhoods, swimming pools, churches, hospitals, public schools, private schools, taxis, housing, men’s clubs, women’s clubs, baseball teams, cemeteries, barbershops, and histories. The sole desegregated lunch counter in town was at City Hall. Dan Raybon remembered, “I would be walking down the street when I was a kid and some crazy guy would yell ‘nigger,’ and it took me a while to figure out he was talking about me. We played with the white kids across the alley when we were little, lower-income white people. And one day they said, ‘We can’t play with you anymore.’”

			In what Bill Cosby’s biographer Mark Whitaker aptly called “a segregated world of strivers,” Dr. Hampton’s family of the 1950s must have resembled an earlier version of Cosby’s fictional Dr. Huxtable’s family of the 1980s.

			But while Henry and the girls were growing up, the Hamptons’ life was closely and uniquely braided together with whites while at the same time segregated in a maddening dual existence. Dr. Hampton once saved the life of a white man pinned under a car. The Hamptons had white neighbors, and Henry’s father treated both black and white patients in his private practice downtown (also designed for him by architect Harris Armstrong).

			Because he was particularly skilled at treating multiple sclerosis, white doctors sought him out for advice on difficult cases, then began referring patients, and eventually white patients began seeking him out themselves. He even did house calls to white patients, extremely unusual for a black doctor in the 1950s, sometimes allowing one of the kids to tag along. Henry Jr. clearly inherited his father’s ability to navigate comfortably in both white and black worlds, and in the race-agnostic spaces in between. Dan Raybon remembered that even as a kid, “Henry had no issues at all interacting with white people.”

			But blacks were shortchanged in nearly all of life’s measures, and there were stark reminders of racism in St. Louis, as when Henry saw his father humiliated by an ill-mannered young white waiter who refused to serve the patrician doctor and his three children on a Sunday outing. Dan said, “There was the constant specter out there. . . . It limited the way I thought, but I never felt that Henry was bounded by anything. I thought, ‘What’s the world he’s living in?’”

			As an adult, Henry talked often and eloquently about race in public and in private, so it is ironic that his parents didn’t discuss slavery, segregation, or race within the family. Young Henry at one point growing up got interested in slavery, but couldn’t inspire much of a conversation in the home. The Congress of Racial Equality (CORE) had staged one of the nation’s first sit-ins in St. Louis in 1949, but it was long forgotten, and the 1917 East St. Louis white rampage was apparently never brought up in the Hampton family. “Our parents didn’t dwell on the past, because racism was so much in our face: at school, or seeing the Black Sambo pickaninnies in front of peoples’ houses. Little things, like I didn’t get invited to the dance at the white school. Henry got around it by immersing himself in sports,” said Judi.

			Over it all hung the very real Cold War specter of nuclear attack, with “duck and cover” drills in every school the Hampton kids attended. “Henry and I were about as far left as you could get. I was big on ban the bomb; Henry was too,” remembered Ellen Sweets, who refused to get under her desk during the drills. Nuclear weapons are race blind, and their shadow fell equally over Americans of all colors and classes in the mid-twentieth century. The Hampton family watched the same telecast I did at the height of the Cuban Missile Crisis on October 22, 1962, when JFK grimly announced on prime-time TV that a massive Soviet nuclear attack on the United States and a “full retaliatory strike on the Soviet Union” were tangible possibilities that very night.

			 • • • 
Dr. Hampton was determined that his children should receive the finest possible education, and in those days Catholic schools were the best in St. Louis. The local archbishop, Joseph Ritter, unilaterally integrated nearly all parochial schools by decree in 1947 as a matter of simple justice, seven years before the U.S. Supreme Court did so nationwide. Dr. Hampton was so impressed that he and Mrs. Hampton converted the whole family to Catholicism.

			The Hampton children were not entirely sure what they had converted from. There was little tradition of religion in the elder Hampton’s family and the kids had never known any other religion until Judi, Henry, Veva, and their parents “became Catholic” and took to attending Mass every Sunday, the only black family in a white parish in Richmond Heights. As Judi recalled, Henry went to Mass “reluctantly, and not as often as the rest of us. He was definitely not devout.”

			The Catholic school a few minutes walk from their home was one of the few archdiocesan schools still segregated in the early 1950s, so Henry and Judi’s father drove them half an hour downtown every day to St. Nicholas elementary school. Henry’s sixth-grade report card shows excellent grades, except that Sister Noella notes his weak performance in Christian Courtesy, Reliability, and Penmanship. Nuns smacked him on the back of the hand with a ruler for being a smart-ass, but he excelled in Religion, Reading, and Social Studies. By the time I met him thirty years later, he certainly had become a master of Christian courtesy and was working on reliability, but his tiny cramped handwriting would remain forever illegible to anyone but the man himself. His fifth-grade schoolmate at St. Nicholas, William Clay, would grow up to serve in Congress and one day deliver a ringing tribute to Henry Hampton on the floor of the U.S. House of Representatives.

			For Henry’s 1954 school year, after the Brown v. Board school desegregation decision, Dr. Hampton enrolled him and Judi in the newly desegregated Little Flower school, where they were the first and only two black kids. They were not happy about changing schools, but their father, a farsighted, practical realist, said, “This is what’s happening; suck it up and deal with it.” Judi said that Dr. Hampton taught them that “‘The world is not black,’ and therefore had us go to a white suburban school,” with the goal of studying hard, working hard, and eventually making enough money to guarantee freedom and independence.

			After Little Flower, Henry moved up to the barely integrated St. Louis University High, a large A-list Jesuit prep school run by the socially conscious “gentleman scholars of Christian Education.” Here he was one of only two African Americans in a class of 183. He is remembered as a very bright and very competitive teenager. In high school he was clearly a well-liked, strong-willed, and supremely confident young power player, a fine student, a member of the basketball and football teams, and a good tennis player. He and Dan swam with friends at the downtown YMCA during nighttime “Negro hours.” “Henry played every sport and was good at them all. . . . He was an incredible athlete,” said Dan. “He would have been a college football player. He just had that winning attitude. ‘I’m going to win!’ He did not like to lose.”

			He had inherited his fair-skinned mother’s broad face and warm smile, and both his parents’ solid good looks. There was something boyish in his fifteen-year-old countenance, and decades later I thought at times I could see the exuberant teenager in the grown man’s face, now framed with flecks of gray. He was—and always would be—a sharp dresser like his dad, “though not that splendid.” Ellen Sweets said, “He was so good-looking and a really sweet guy. When I saw that Henry Hampton played tennis, I wanted to play tennis. . . . I was crazy about him.”

			With great resolve, his mother and father had raised their children to know that the sky was the limit, and did everything to free their kids from what Judi called “the mental baggage of segregation. . . . Our parents never wanted us to succumb to victimhood.” If it all turned out the way everyone hoped, Henry, Judi, and Veva’s generation would leapfrog into a coming new America where at last race was not a deciding factor.

			Theirs was a picture-book American childhood, coming of age with a tight-knit circle of friends, loving parents, good health, prosperity, fine schools, long idyllic summers, and the prospect of boundless possibility in the heartland. Surely in those years lay the roots of his optimistic patriotism. As we made Eyes on the Prize in the 1980s, Henry, generous to a fault toward the nation that treated his people so wretchedly for three hundred years, would again and again ask that we find and use images of “a black child holding an American flag.”

			 • • • 
Except that he was black in a racist city, Henry had it all. Then, in 1955, he was visited by two events that would jolt his fifteen-year-old universe to its core, set the course of his life, and eventually lead to Eyes on the Prize.

			First was the murder in August of fourteen-year-old Emmett Till, killed by two white men in the hamlet of Money, Mississippi, for having talked fresh to a white woman, his savagely beaten body dumped in the Tallahatchie River. Till’s reported sin was having said, “Bye, baby,” after buying some bubblegum from a white store owner’s wife.

			Like hundreds of young black males before him, Till might simply have vanished into Mississippi’s vast pool of lost souls, except that the boy’s mother insisted on an open-casket funeral in Chicago, his hometown, “so that the world can see what they did to my son.” Till’s sharecropper uncle, Moses Wright, stood up alone in a Mississippi courtroom, defying death in a sea of white men, and pointed his finger at the men who had murdered his nephew. The all-white jury acquitted the killers anyway, but a hundred reporters and photographers were there, and the story was national news.

			Living in a border state, Henry, Dan, and their friends had been insulated from the worst casual savagery of the Jim Crow Deep South. But when Jet published the unretouched photo of Emmett Till’s mangled head, pistol-whipped to a pulp and pierced by a bullet hole, it sent shock waves through black America that summer. Henry told his sister that he “could not, just could not, get the image of the face out of his mind.” The picture shook to their roots an entire generation of Negro teens just coming into adulthood in the 1950s, a ferocious warning of what could await young black men in the South when they stepped out of line.

			Dan remembered, “Till’s murder was talked about in our household. It rippled all up and down the African American community, in homes, in the barbershop, in the pulpit, everywhere. Everyone was saying, ‘This could have been my kid.’ Henry was moved by Till, he was beyond upset.” Every single civil rights activist we interviewed in 1985 for Eyes on the Prize had been shaken by Till’s murder thirty years before. Rosa Parks talked about it, and the aging Ralph Abernathy said, “We looked ahead to the day that it would happen to me.” Young Cassius Clay was moved, and Rev. Fred Shuttlesworth told us, “Really, only God, only the books in heaven can know how many Negroes have come up missing and killed.” It rattled Negro teenagers the way the deaths of Oscar Grant, Trayvon Martin, Jordan Davis, Michael Brown, Tamir Rice, and Freddie Gray would shake black America in the next century.

			The Till case set a spark of resolve: Henry’s generation was not going to take it anymore; they would rise up to end segregation. These were the young people who would lead the sit-ins, CORE, SCLC, and the Student Nonviolent Coordinating Committee. Henry was now part of the nationwide “Emmett Till Generation,” most of whom would before long identify themselves as “black,” no longer “Negro.” This generation existed only within black America; as a white teenager growing up in a progressive family in California, I never heard of Emmett Till until I went to Mississippi in 1963. By the 1980s his case was all but unknown to Americans outside the movement.

			Till, who had traveled from his home in Chicago to visit relatives in the Mississippi Delta for summer vacation, ran afoul of deadly racial codes he did not understand and was murdered for no real reason other than his color. Henry now realized that despite the perks and privileges of his class, education, athletic prowess, smarts, charm, and good looks, his young black life could be worthless in many parts of the country. The sky was not the limit.

			He later said, “On the one hand, there is no reason that a black person needs to live a portion of his or her life being concerned about the color of people around him. On the other hand, if you don’t, you’re crazy.” When we were working on the Till episode of Eyes on the Prize, he said it was inescapable: “If you’re black in America, race is a factor in your life. Start with that assumption.” With converse effect, the same is true of white Americans, though it seldom occurs to us. We can, if we choose, with a little effort, forget about race.

			 • • • 
In the early 1950s a great polio epidemic swept across America, leaving young Till with a stammer in his speech. The virus often spread in public swimming pools, striking all races without favor or prejudice, with special cruelty to youth. By 1955 the Salk polio vaccine was still in the testing stages, and would not be fully licensed until later that year. Dr. Henry Hampton Sr. was holding vaccine samples at his office, reluctant to use it on his own family.

			Young Henry woke up one morning and couldn’t move his legs. He tried again, but couldn’t make it happen. Judi remembered, “My dad got really worried and said, ‘We’ve got to get him to the hospital.’ He knew what it was. . . . Polio in those days could be a death sentence unless they caught it early, and those were the days of the iron lung. We had a vigil at home; it was awful.”

			Dan said, “Henry and I were both doing a lot of swimming, and he was the one who got the disease.”

			On July 26, 1955, the St. Louis Post-Dispatch headlined “Two New Cases of Polio,” one of whom was Henry Hampton Jr. But then, Ellen Sweets said, “When Henry got polio there was suddenly a great mysterious silence. They didn’t talk about it. We didn’t go there for a long time. We were afraid to swim in any pool. It was like AIDS.” Ellen kept up on  Henry’s case only by eavesdropping on adults whispering, or by picking up the extension when she heard her mother talking in low tones on the phone.

			With legs completely paralyzed and both arms partially paralyzed, a quadriplegic for all practical purposes, Henry could do little but stare at the hospital ceiling. “It’s terrible, but how do I get through this? Meanwhile you have a dike of anxiety and fear that’s pushing at you and if you let it come over you it will wash you under. So you learn to control that even in the room with that sense of fear.”

			He got through the worst of it and came home in a wheelchair. Judi said, “I remember in the living room watching him fall to the floor, because it was the only way he could get out of the chair.” He lay at home sick for weeks, then months. A white physical therapist, Vanamie, came to the house and worked with the crippled young man for months as they toiled together to reclaim the use of his hands and arms. Henry began building the powerful upper body strength that would serve him well for the rest of his life. Their goal then was for him to walk at graduation with his high school class.

			He mustered astonishing resolve against what must have brought many a teenage polio victim to suicidal despair. Dan remembered, “Polio didn’t slow him down. . . . Henry was so involved in just living. He was never idle, always moving. ‘Let’s go do it!’ We played wheelchair basketball on the lot, had some extra wheelchairs around, and I’d hop in one, and his attitude was ‘I’m going to play wheelchair basketball and I’m going to be the best there is’ . . . as soon as he could after he got out of the hospital. Henry was never a down talker. ‘Life is going on, and I’m going to be part of it.’ He had a feeling about the polio that ‘This is temporary . . . Let’s go, let’s go, let’s do it!’” Back in school, his Catholic friends carried him up and down the stairs in his wheelchair to physics class, Henry terrified they would drop him.

			He said, “We—all of us kids who had polio—were all taught that ‘You’re going to beat this.’ OK, you can’t use that leg, but we’ll put a brace on it and off you go. I was fifteen. It is powerful and frightening. You can only do so much. . . . Small successes are very important.” And later in life, when severe health problems arose one after another, he never surrendered, and stubbornly refused to allow himself to be defined by illness.

			But Judi said, “Not until he got polio did he really understand being rejected.”

			After six months of intensive physical therapy, strength slowly returned and he regained the use of first his right arm, then his left, and nearly all of his right leg, but the left was a goner. Supported with the three-foot-long hinged steel brace that would be his lifelong companion, Henry was at last able to walk upright. “Sometimes he got frustrated when he didn’t get his brace snapped right before he got up, he was in such a hurry to ‘go do it.’ That brace tore up some pants, but it didn’t stop him,” said Dan. His dad built him a little bachelor pad in the basement where he and Dan listened to Motown and Dave Brubeck, and built powerful gas-powered model airplanes.

			His father, haunted that he had not vaccinated the kids, bought the young man a brand-new fire engine red 1956 Thunderbird on his sixteenth birthday, “as a way to deal with the crisis.” Dan remembered, “There was no car like it in town. . . . We drove that fire engine red baby everywhere we could, driving out in the country doing doughnuts. It was fun and it was liberating! It’s a good thing the cops didn’t get us. ‘What are these black guys doing?!’”

			Dan added, “I think the ’56 T-Bird was also an act of defiance. Papa Doc Hampton knew about the racism and hatred, and I think he thought that this was just another way to throw craziness back at the haters. And, of course, it was a great rehab gift for Henry.”

			Henry recalled the reactions of other blacks, and especially white people, “and I began to see the kind of responses it got; there was a bit of real hatred that I had this thing that they didn’t. It taught me some real lessons about how you exist in a society that is predictably racist and how you can come at it from different places to change it. And ultimately I got rid of my Thunderbird. . . . I astounded my father and my friends by saying, ‘This is too flashy; it reflects on me . . . in a bad way.’ In some ways the way you treat yourself is the way you treat others, and if you’re sitting there reveling in the wealth of a successful family it does not really pay homage to the kind of contribution you’re going to make to bring others with you.”

			Henry bought himself a dumpy little Renault Dauphine, “more than humbling,” said Dan. But that didn’t stop the two teenagers from driving to San Francisco. They “held it together with rubber bands and chewing gum . . . got to San Francisco Bay, saw it, turned around, and drove back to St. Louis.” Back home, Dan would sometimes ride along for the fun of it when Henry went to the church to do “a really quick confession—confess sneaking into the drive-in, come out, and off we’d go, sneaking into the drive-in again. I’d think, ‘What is this all about?’ . . . We never talked directly about God or spirituality. We talked about cars a lot.”

			The Montgomery bus boycott and other stirrings of the infant civil rights movement were making their way onto televisions in American living rooms, including those of the Hampton and Raybon families. Now older, the kids took notice. “We did talk some about politics. But we mostly were just teenagers, talking about teen stuff, not about politics,” said Judi.

			In all, Henry spent two years in physical therapy, studying hard in his Catholic high school, busy growing up, busy becoming Henry Hampton. As his friend Bob Hohler put it, “Henry was the product of a Jesuit high school education, trained in rhetoric and reasoning, and the rigorous experience sharpened an already tough analytical intelligence.”

			On the day of his graduation from St. Louis University High School in June 1957, he walked haltingly from the back of the auditorium all the way to the front, supported by a crutch and the brace on his leg, with black and white students, teachers, and parents clapping all the way, cheering when he finally reached the podium. Judi broke down in tears.

			He later told me, “The only upside to polio was that it probably saved me from being a too-small halfback on a lousy college football team.”

			 • • • 
Henry excelled with a vengeance in high school, and was able to apply to college with excellent grades. Because of ongoing de facto segregation in Missouri, many children of black professionals went off to out-of-state colleges. Henry’s friend Ellen Sweets set out for Antioch and remembers that on her block alone black kids headed to Harvard, Oberlin, and Vassar. Dan went to the prestigious Washington University in St. Louis, and Henry’s sister Veva, already a junior at Wellesley, was on her way toward medical school.

			Henry applied to a half dozen colleges and was accepted at “a couple of Ivy Leagues and Williams,” but “I went to Catholic schools, so a Catholic college was logical. The Jesuits convinced me I’d like it at Holy Cross. My father disapproved; he wanted all of us to go to Ivy League schools.” Hampton surely would have made the grade as one of the only black undergraduates at Williams or Yale.

			He arrived at the nearly all-white Jesuit college in Worcester, Massachusetts, in September 1957, just in time to watch on television as armed federal troops escorted black students into all-white Central High School in Little Rock, Arkansas. Isolated and hamstrung by the tight discipline, he tried to endure Holy Cross, but it was an “absolute disaster. I mean, it’s painful getting up at seven o’clock every day for chapel. In bed with lights out by ten?” And that year at Holy Cross capped Henry’s growing frustration with the Church.

			His weariness with Holy Cross may also have had to do with a peculiar tendency among liberal churched whites at the time to smother Negroes with pandering attention. He later told his friend Ike Williams that Holy Cross “‘kinded’ me to death. I mean, I never felt I could take off my shirt or let down for a minute because everybody was, ‘How you doin’? Come over for a pizza’ . . . and so there was nothing but support. Hats off to them, but I never could relax. . . . I was so lonely. . . . Who could I ever tell that I’m lonely? I’m the most token of token people in the world. So I left.”

			Deciding now to follow his father and sister into medicine, he returned home to St. Louis that year to study premed and English at Washington University, not far from his parents’ home. He found himself supremely comfortable at Wash U, did well in physiology, organic chemistry, and English, got broad exposure to the liberal arts, and solidified his lifelong love of poetry and literature.  He discovered and devoured the great science fiction works of Ray Bradbury and Robert Heinlein and the philosophical poetry of W. H. Auden. It was during those college years that he developed his unshakable belief—sometimes against all evidence—in the power of the word, in particular the influence of spare and elegant speech.

			At Wash U he reunited with his best friend, Dan Raybon. Henry took flying lessons in his junior year, inspired by the complex and powerful model planes he and Don had built in the basement, and by his uncle Reginald Woolridge, one of the first black pilots in World War II. He coaxed the terrified Raybon into taking off from an airstrip outside town. Dan gritted his teeth and figured, “Well, OK, let’s do this.” And Henry somehow found time to lead the 1960 St. Louis Rolling Rams wheelchair basketball team, which defeated Brooklyn in the national tournament. Henry was named to the tourney’s all-star team and won the sportsmanship trophy.

			In the student lounge he found time to watch a little television. Occasional strikes like Edward R. Murrow’s Harvest of Shame lit up the mostly desolate media landscape. In that groundbreaking documentary Murrow introduced to broadcast journalism a halting forerunner of the decent, smart, and respectful discussion of race and class that Hampton would perfect years later. Television was not exactly the overt voice of the oppressor in those days, but it certainly enabled its own veiled strains of oppression simply by the near-complete exclusion of blacks. It is quaint now to look back at Murrow’s all-thumbs white producers trying to figure out how to talk with poor black people on camera, and the poor black people trying to figure out how to answer, everyone trying to do the right thing but not knowing how. And in 1960, TV took fleeting notice when South African police killed 69 protesting black men, women, and children, most of them shot in the back, and wounded 180 more in what would be remembered as the Sharpeville Massacre.

			Henry wrote, “Whatever television was, it was not a revolutionary force in our society.” The chairman of the Federal Communications Commission in 1961 called it “a vast wasteland.”

			Looking back, standing in the Wash U quad decades later, he said, “In 1961, America was a landscape with a calm surface but with a flawed moral center. It was a time when shows like Father Knows Best, Leave It to Beaver, and I Love Lucy generated more discussion than the barbaric system of institutionalized and de facto racism that dominated this country. Racism was as far off as the Freedom Rides and Little Rock, and as close as the segregated restaurants that would not serve us, just a few hundred feet from this spot.”

			Toward the end of his time at Washington, inspired by the kids in Little Rock, Henry became head of the campus NAACP. Later he had his first taste of activism, with sit-ins at a local bank and Santoro’s segregated restaurant, marching with brace and crutch. Dan says, “We were very involved in the NAACP and CORE, both of us. We’d march and picket in front of a bank until the cops came and made us move.” Helping to organize the actions was Dr. Hampton’s colleague in the surgery department at Homer G. Phillips Hospital for Colored, Dr. Leslie Bond, cousin of Julian Bond. Dr. Bond made sure that teachers, lawyers, and other black professionals marched in unity. Dr. Hampton was supportive but did not participate.

			Henry said, “We did the good cop/bad cop thing. I would put on my Brooks Brothers suit and very narrow tie and go in and they would say, ‘No, we can’t serve you.’ I’d reply, ‘Why can’t I sit here?’ and then try to engage them in a reasoned argument. It never worked. Then the bad cops [other blacks] would come in with, ‘We want it now,’ much more aggressive, no reasoned arguments.” They succeeded in desegregating Santoro’s and other establishments. Ellen Sweets said that in the end, “St. Louis had it pretty good sailing through desegregation, largely because the Catholic archdiocese, B’nai B’rith, the National Conference of Christians and Jews, and black church leaders worked hard together to ease the transition.” It was the first time Henry had witnessed the power of a coalition across racial and religious lines, and he never forgot it.

			Henry Eugene Hampton Jr. graduated from Washington University on June 5, 1961, with a degree in English literature and all of his premed requirements complete, just as the first Freedom Rides left Washington, D.C., headed for trouble in Alabama.

			“We watched and saw a movement. It began in the Deep South, fired largely by unlettered, simple people who said, ‘No more.’ The civil rights movement was the first big television event in this country over a sustained period. TV was just beginning to learn the lessons of graphic violence, thriving on confrontation. Suddenly television discovered that Mosaic conciliatory gesture of those individuals who with strength stood up and appealed to the country and its conscience. . . . That was great television. . . . The industry learned that this was not only something that would, in fact, draw ratings, but that people would immediately understand and react to.”

			 • • • 
But for Henry Hampton the movement would have to wait; he was on the high-achievement track, with a well-stocked brain, a powerful imagination, and boundless energy. He could have been a fine writer, lawyer, business leader, probably anything, even a pastor.

			He packed off to McGill University Faculty of Medicine in Montreal, Quebec. It is not hard to imagine Henry Hampton Jr. as a fine doctor like his father: patient, kind, soft-spoken, a keen listener and diagnostician, exercising reserved authority but with the steel nerve to cut open your chest if he had to. But Henry could not endure the life of a medical student, with its strict routines. “My parents expected that I would become a doctor but that was not to be.” After one miserable term at McGill he knew he would never be a physician and withdrew, again to his parents’ everlasting disappointment. Years later, as the frail senior Dr. Hampton lay on his deathbed, still not entirely sure what his son Henry Jr. the filmmaker did for a living, he leaned over and whispered, “You can still go to medical school.” But Henry went on to become a healer of a different sort, and seldom looked back. When his longtime companion Suzanne Weil asked in 1990 if he ever regretted leaving medical school, Henry replied, “Every time I see a Maserati.”

			Now a dropout twice over, he rambled around as a short-order cook; drove a Mister Softee ice cream truck; moved to Boston in 1961, where his older sister, Veva, was in medical school at Tufts; wrote poetry; and did a little graduate work at Boston University. “I drove a cab, practiced classical guitar three hours a day, fooled around at BU with girls, had a wonderful time. I didn’t know what I was doing, but I was happy to have given up the notion of medical school.” Dan recalled, “Henry wanted to do something for the social good,” but wasn’t quite sure what it was.

			How many of our generation did the same? Equally unsure, I had dropped out of Yale around that same time, and remember those dreamy unsettled times in the early sixties, when so many of us who had worked so hard to get ourselves into elite colleges decided to just take a hike, to our parents’ dismay. We had the freedom to try life on the road, to drive a cab, work at the post office, load trucks, play around with the casual chic vagrancy of Orwell, Kerouac, and Woody Guthrie. We were in no hurry for careers, and a year at a rough factory job might pay pretty good money and teach us more about real life than a year of grad school. And there were so many guitar licks to learn. We had never experienced hunger, and most of us never did anything really dangerous, except for a few guys unlucky enough to get drafted and sent to the mysterious little war ramping up in Vietnam. We changed colleges as often as we changed jobs. My young wife and I between us attended seven different universities before we were done, job-hopping as we school-hopped.

			Henry adopted Boston, with its eighteenth-century neighborhoods, labyrinthine streets, nearby Atlantic Ocean, and vibrant university culture, as his new home, and he never left. “Midwesterners gravitate toward the coasts, and probably since I’ve taken a lot of my experience out of books and a sense of history, I came here. I love the quaint old buildings in New England country towns. Maybe in some ways I even thought I’d be free of race for a while. Like James Baldwin going off to Paris, it’s part of the black experience to want to be free of it and think you’re living in a place where it’s not going to determine or dictate a portion of your life.”

			By chance, one of his taxi fares in Boston on a summer morning in 1963 was Royal Cloyd, firebrand of the Boston arts scene and administrator for the Unitarian Universalist Association. Bob Hohler remembered Cloyd coming into the UUA office and saying, “I think I’ve got someone I’d like you to interview tomorrow, met him in a cab on the way here from the airport. . . . We did grab a cup of coffee and talked for a while, about poetry mostly. He shut off the meter.”

			“You interviewed the cabdriver?” Hohler asked.

			“I think he said something about studying for his MA in English at BU. I thought he’d be a good editor . . . he thought he wanted to be a writer . . . he isn’t sure what he wants to do—at twenty-three few do—young, energetic, still mightily undisciplined.”

			Henry picked up the story. The job turned out to be at the Unitarian headquarters on Beacon Street. “Royal Cloyd always found bright people, young people, and gave them a chance. So after seven or eight months of editing the Directory—which is exactly what it sounds like—suddenly I’m director of information at the age of twenty-four, publishing a couple of magazines, making films, with absolutely no experience.”

			Henry Hampton, lapsed Catholic, ex-athlete, polio survivor, medical school dropout, former cabdriver and ice cream man, became, according to Hohler, the youngest African American professional to hold a major post in a mainstream Protestant denomination. Hohler added, “Henry fit right in. This was, after all, a place centered on the search for truth and understanding, a continuing, never-ending quest.” Hohler noted the old Unitarian joke: Those on the road to the Pearly Gates will come across two signs. One reads “This way to heaven.” The other reads “This way to a discussion about heaven,” and there was little doubt which road Henry would choose.

			Henry’s new Yankee mentors and colleagues were as different as they could possibly be from the southern parents and midwestern Catholics who nurtured him. Their theology rejected the Holy Trinity and posited Jesus as a great man, prophet, exemplar, and model for living one’s life but certainly not the Son of God. Charles Darwin, Thomas Jefferson, and Ralph Waldo Emerson were Unitarians, as was Henry’s fellow St. Louis native, poet T. S. Eliot (until he converted to the Church of England). Above all, Unitarians were humanists, placing their faith in rational thought; no received wisdom there. Young Martin Luther King, at his wife Coretta’s urging, had considered becoming a Unitarian minister. Henry was ready for this.

			I was raised in the Unitarian Church, and Henry himself created some of the printed materials that arrived at our provincial congregation in California’s wind-swept Great Central Valley back in the early sixties. Except for my mom, whose family had been at it for generations, nearly everyone in our congregation came from somewhere else: former reformed Jews, lapsed Catholics, Buddhists, a few black ex-Baptists, and my Lutheran/Episcopalian/atheist father.

			Those Unitarian Sunday services were thin on passion but loaded with dialectic, irony, pluralist politics, skeptical clear thinking, and tepid singing. As a boy I always half wished our family were Catholic so we could revel in a little mysterious ritual; or better yet why couldn’t we join one of the “shouting religions,” Baptist, maybe, with rock and roll in church, belting out a joyful noise unto the lord. The Unitarian sermons Henry and I heard were well-crafted lectures, explications on history, politics, the moral philosophy of civil rights and nuclear disarmament. He once called them “the droning monotony of the white pulpit,” a far cry from the passionate preaching we would later come to know in the South.

			They may have been short on pageantry, but oh, did the Unitarians know about forcing social change upon the United States of America. They practiced the Social Gospel as well as any of their Christian brethren, and their long history of bold activism in matters of race, starting with the abolitionist movement, was grist for Henry. Transcendentalist Rev. Theodore Parker welcomed escaped slaves into his Boston Unitarian congregation in 1851, in open defiance of Massachusetts’s Fugitive Slave Law, and wrote his sermons with a loaded pistol on his desk. Parker was, in fact, the originator of King’s “arc of the moral universe” phrase that Henry so loved.

			Henry flourished in his new community with the left-liberal white intellectuals of Beacon Street. The lively culture of debate and rational engagement suited his Jesuit-trained mind. “They were on the edge of the civil rights movement, and then the antiwar movement was their meat. They went to the 1963 March on Washington. They marched from Selma to Montgomery in 1965 and I went as part of my job. What I saw in the South stayed with me: individuals taking responsibility as leaders and followers. It was a remarkable groundswell of people collecting themselves, cutting through the bullshit that keeps people apart, and tracking toward an objective. When do you get close to that? It’s a potent lesson and one you don’t get over. You keep believing it could happen again.”

			He had a bit of Whitman in him, some Emerson, Thoreau, and a lot of Frederick Douglass held just below the surface. Henry was at ease around the Unitarians, with whom he would occasionally socialize after work. During a summer afternoon staff party at the suburban home of the UUA executive vice president, hearing a cry from the backyard swimming pool, Henry leapt in, leg brace and all, and rescued seven-year-old Tanya Jane Miller, daughter of his coworker, Rev. Orloff Miller.

			All of this was unfolding in an America blessed with a vibrant liberal political culture, as rambunctious on the left as the Tea Party would later become on the right, though with less malice. It was the banner year of civil rights. Liberal LBJ had trounced conservative Barry Goldwater (“The Fascist Gun in the West”), and hundreds of thousands of Ban the Bomb marchers were turning the arms race around. The best and brightest practical progressives owned Congress in the mid-1960s and drove the socially liberal missions of a dozen Great Society agencies. I vividly remember the heady sense of hope that permeated society, the belief that we could at last make American democracy deliver on its founding promises.

			Working for the Unitarians, Henry may have thought he could live a race-neutral life in Boston, may have thought, like Richard Wright in France, that he could be simply a man for a while, immune or unaware of fierce nativist and racial currents coursing just below the surface in Boston. “But surprise! There were little things all along. . . . I dropped my white secretary off once in the North End and the next day all four of her tires had been punctured.”

			Bob Hohler said of Henry’s time working for the church, “He developed the ability to navigate though the force fields that raced across the nation and the world . . . these forces were converged and circling one another. As a communications officer and as an activist, as writer and editor, filmmaker and poet, interpreter and analyst, facilitator and conciliator. Henry was in the middle of it all. I think of this five-year period as the equivalent of Henry’s doctoral program. Somewhere along the line he picked up the notion that it was actually, literally, possible to change history.”

			 • • • 
Henry’s older sister, Veva, never became directly involved in the civil rights movement. But Judi had grown up to become an activist in her own right, and left college in the fall of 1964 to go south and work in Canton, Mississippi. “I worked on the CORE voter registration . . . lived in Freedom House with my white boyfriend, Phil Sharp.” Judi’s mother supported her but feared for her life. Her father said, “I’ll have a heart attack.” Both parents were sympathetic in the end, but would dearly have preferred that Judi had not gone.

			Police in Canton were “incensed by interracial couples, and were constantly breaking in at night to see who was sleeping with whom. . . . The cops would stop us when we were out in the pickup truck.” Judi and Phil worked though the winter of 1964–65 as part of the skeleton crew (at the same time Henry went to Selma) and considered staying in Mississippi to make a life there, but left in the spring of 1965. Judi went to work as a program director for the War on Poverty in New York at the Addie Mae Collins Head Start center on 127th Street, and did drug rehab work. She eventually completed her degree at Boston University, and went on to do graduate work in comparative literature at Columbia. Judi’s path followed a common trajectory of the time: I left my Student Nonviolent Coordinating Committee job in Georgia that same spring to work for the War on Poverty in California before finally finishing my degree at Berkeley a few years later.

			Judi said one way to think about the three Hampton kids and how they dealt with race was: “I was a civil rights worker, Henry made Eyes on the Prize, and Veva tried to move on from racism by becoming a physician.”

			By then Judi and Phil were planning to be married, and Henry, very protective of his little sister, advised against it, saying, “I don’t think this will work.” Nonetheless, he made arrangements for them to wed in the beautiful chapel at Arlington Street Unitarian Church, and gave them his  blessing. Their mother, Julia Hampton, “hated Sammy Davis Jr. for marrying a white woman,” and did not feel comfortable when Judi married Phil, but she accepted it. All three of the Hampton children eventually married or had very long-term relationships with white partners. Veva was on her way to becoming one of the nation’s few black women psychiatrists. She and David Zimmerman, a white science writer, had been married in the International House at Columbia in 1963. Henry Sr. and Julia, in David’s words, “were kind enough to come to our wedding, which was pretty nice. Neither of my parents came. . . . My mother disowned me for marrying a black woman.”

			 • • • 
Henry’s Unitarian job in Boston was “a good gig for him,” remembered David, the foundation of his real political awakening and lifelong commitment to mass media as a force for change. As director of information, he had his own minipulpit, and easy casual access to leaders in the liberal establishment.

			After marching with King in Selma, he began testing the waters of filmmaking with a couple of church colleagues. “We drove to the South to look at why certain Unitarian and Universalist churches had come apart around the issue of integration. I remember sleeping in the backseat of a big Chrysler for a week or ten days. I’m not sure my two white colleagues were as frightened as I was, but I knew what that world was around us. We drove and we shot film in Atlanta and in New Orleans, and Florida and Louisiana. It gave me a chance to see what was going on there.”

			Then in January 1968, at the height of the Vietnam War, Henry made his first trip abroad, accompanying fourteen American religious leaders on a round-the-world mission, “exploring whether religion can find a working consensus around the issue of peace.” He was spokesman for the group, which included SCLC’s Ralph Abernathy, Unitarian leader Dana Greeley, Catholic and Methodist bishops, rabbis, and Protestant clergy.

			They had meetings at the World Council of Churches in Geneva, at the Vatican, and in Istanbul, Jerusalem, and Delhi before going on to Saigon for a meeting with Ambassador Ellsworth Bunker and General William Westmoreland, “fresh from his helicopter.”

			Always alert to the messy side of history, Henry said, “The peace mission was a big reach. Religious people sometimes have an inflated sense of their ability, but they also have this courageous notion that the power of religion can change things. Meeting with General Westmoreland was prophetic in retrospect. Our people were talking about death and peace, ending the war, and he was talking about the need to complete this and not leave an open sore. I always believed, watching him, that he knew he couldn’t win that war under the circumstances. . . . It would have taken enormous ethical and moral strength to stand up and say, ‘We’ve got to stop this,’ but he didn’t.”

			Their “attempt for the first time to bring temple, church, mosque, and synagogue into meaningful support of the United Nations and other regional structures for peace,” wrapped up with uncomfortably ambiguous results, did little to hasten the end of hostilities. The papal nuncio entertained them at a French
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