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  [image: Perry Wallace feared he would be shot when he stepped onto a basketball court in a Vanderbilt uniform. Georgia’s Ronnie Hogue jumped atop a press table, swinging a chair in self-defense, as am enacing crowd approached following a road game. Craig Mobleyjoined other threatened black students in a rare, enmasse flight from the Clem son cam pus. Maryland’s Pete Johnson seethed when a team m ate used a racial epithet in a supervised workout and his coaches let it pass. C. B. Claiborne could not attend the Duke team banquet his freshm an year because it w as held at a white country club. Collis Temple, whose father carried a pistol for protection against marauding whites in rural Louisiana, scuffled with an opposing player each season he played at LSU. Wendell Hudson's m other cried when the Birmingham native, whose fam ily routinely hit the deck each tim e racists’ bom bs exploded in their neighborhood, decided to become the first black athlete at the University of Alabama. AI Heartley and other black students locked themselves in a campus dorm at North Carolina State, fearing the actions of an unruly white crowd the night Martin Luther King was assassinated. ACROSS THE LINE recounts the experiences of the pioneering African-American basketball players a t eighteen schools in the Atlantic Coast and Southeastern Conferences, the South's m ost prominent, historically white intercollegiate leagues. Set within the context of the tum ultuous 1960s and early 1970s, grounded in the civil rights struggles on campus and within the larger community, and enriched by the viewpoints of players, relatives, coaches, teammates, opponents, and other observers, this book tells an im portant and (Continued on back flap)]
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  To those who dared be first.


  The heart which is greater than the intellect is not that which beats in in the	chest.


  Kim Stanley Robinson, The Years of Rice and Salt
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  INTRODUCTION: THE WAY OF THINGS


  We started working the rows of tobacco at dawn, stripping the broad leaves from their stalks and piling them neatly on a wagon. All too soon shade was banished and even the birds and insects fell silent, overwhelmed by breathless heat and humidity that soaked our clothes with sweat. Our only oasis was a pause at midday to enjoy a home-cooked meal of stewed tomatoes, beans and fatback, sweet potato casserole, steamed cabbage, Brunswick stew, salad greens, cornbread, rolls, homemade lemonade, cake, and ice cream.


  The small log house where we feasted offered scant relief from the North Carolina summer, especially with the wood cookstove situated near the table. Yet, it gradually dawned on me, it was neither stifling heat nor diet that kept a white coworker from entering the house to dine with the four of us, two black and two white. Instead, the invisible barrier, woven like a thread through the currency of daily life, was race.


  Chip Connor tells a similar, if reversed, story about the habits of separation where he grew up in southern Virginia. “When you talked about older black folks in the 1940s and 1950s, when I was really a kid, I can remember, if you worked in the fields and it came time to eat lunch or to cut a watermelon or something, the older ones would take theirs and go sit somewhere else to eat,” says Connor, a former University of Virginia player and assistant coach. “The older ones, that’s apparently what they felt like they were supposed to do.”


  The dictates of race, so deeply ingrained that they became self-enforcing, have shaped American society since colonial times. “In all the relations of life and death, we are met by the color line,” Frederick Douglass wrote in the 19th century. “The problem of the twentieth century is the problem of the color line,” W.E.B. DuBois famously wrote in his book The Souls of Black Folk.


  For whites, beneficiaries of the established order, the line was comfortably invisible. “Never thought about it,” says Jimmy Davy, a sportswriter from Nashville. “You were born and you grew up, and that’s the way it was, and you didn’t have to figure out that’s the way it was.” For African Americans, subordinated by rote, the color line was as omnipresent as the air they breathed. “You always knew what your place was, because those policies and the conduct that was expected were always very clear,” says Cleveland Sellers, a South Carolina native and director of African-American Studies at the University of South Carolina. Second-class status for black Americans was a matter of law, custom, and enduring prejudice, as mock-ingly outlined by John Hope Franklin, the eminent black historian. “Physiologically they were inferior, emotionally they were juvenile, and intellectually they were hopelessly retarded. Fortunately for them, the argument went, they were the chattel of an aristocracy characterized by talent, virtue, generosity, and courage.”


  That aristocracy launched a War for Southern Independence in 1861 in a vain attempt to preserve slavery and the society it supported. Defeated white supremacists rose from the ashes to reimpose their worldview by the end of the 19th century, gradually extending segregation and the sham of “separate but equal” throughout the old Confederacy, and beyond. At various places and times, African Americans were forced to use separate schools, libraries, beaches, parks, swimming pools, water fountains, entrances, Bibles, churches, cemeteries, mortuaries, hospitals, ambulances, doctors, transportation, hotels, movie theaters, restaurants. They were excluded from neighborhoods, juries, jobs, unions, fraternities and sororities, civic groups. They could not walk through certain parts of town, expect to be addressed as Mister or Missus, or try on clothes in a department store. As late as 1952, 31 states still legally prohibited marriage between blacks and whites. Segregation in public education was nearly as widespread. John McLendon, a black man and Hall of Fame basketball coach, reported that fellow University of Kansas students fled a campus swimming pool when he entered the water in the 1930s. When I attended high school in the late 1960s in Levittown, New York, there were no African Americans among nearly 2,000 students because restrictive covenants prevented their families from purchasing homes in the area.


  The scale of virulence by which separation was enforced was not necessarily a function of geography. But the South, including border states such as Kentucky and Maryland, could be counted upon to be especially unbending, unforgiving, and unapologetic in preserving the racial status quo.


  “By 1910, in the estimation of a visitor, race relations in the South had become a ‘state of war,”’ Leon Litwack notes in Trouble in Mind, a masterful book on the segregated South. “This ‘war’ black men and women were clearly losing; indeed, it had become a virtual rout. The other side owned the land, the law, the police, the courts, the government, the armed forces, and the press. The political system denied blacks a voice; the educational system denied them equal access and adequate resources; popular culture mocked their lives and aspirations; the economic system left them little room for ambition or hope; and the law and the courts functioned effectively at every level to protect, reinforce, and deepen their political powerlessness, economic dependence, and social degradation.”


  African Americans responded by building their own institutions, economy, and support systems. Serendipitous benefits accrued from opportunity’s chronically narrowed focus. Distinctive styles of artistic expression evolved, including a form of basketball familiar to modern fans that stressed full-court play, athleticism, and aggressiveness. Self-sufficient enterprise emerged. Communities formed protective cocoons in which black Americans could function safely Lack of job options actually enabled school systems to nurture educational excellence despite minimal funding. “I went to Jim Crow schools from the time I entered school up till high school,” says Chester Grundy, a Louisville native and University of Kentucky graduate who directs the school’s multicultural student programming. “If you looked at these schools, you would say, ‘Oh, those poor black kids, getting that inferior education.’ But when I was in school, particularly from the time I entered kindergarten through junior high, all my teachers had advanced degrees. I had a math teacher in the eighth grade who was a dissertation short of a PhD from Columbia. My uncle had a degree in pharmacy from Purdue, and he taught eighth-grade science.”


  Horizons for black ambition expanded fitfully after World War II. The U.S. Supreme Court ruled against segregation on matters from interstate commerce to graduate school enrollment, and in 1948 an executive order from President Harry Truman integrated the military. Sports played a role, with Jackie Robinson very publicly breaking the color barrier in 1947 with Major League Baseball’s Brooklyn Dodgers.


  The mortal blow to white hegemony was struck when the Supreme Court decided in Brown v. Board of Education of Topeka, Kansas, that separate education is inherently unequal. At the time of the May 1954 ruling, no university or college in the Atlantic Coast Conference or the Southeastern Conference—which between them covered 9 of the 11 states of the old Confederacy—had integrated either its undergraduate student body or its athletic program. Many officials, especially in the South, reacted to Brown by dragging their feet with the determination of football receivers trying to stay inbounds, making a sham of the court’s admonition to end segregation “with all deliberate speed.” Leaders at institutions of higher learning joined the resistance but increasingly recognized that failure to comply with the court threatened federal funding, academic stature, and athletic competitiveness.


  Grudgingly, with occasional violent accompaniment, schools in the SEC and ACC desegregated their undergrad ranks. Whereas once the best African-American athletes either left the region or attended historically black schools, now they began crossing the color line at major Southern schools previously reserved for whites.


  The blade of integration cut both ways. The same sharp edge that cleared a path into the white world forever altered the landscape, helping to hasten the demise of profitable black business districts, self-supporting black communities, and talent-laden black athletic programs. “All of the great athletes, they went white,” says Harvey Heartley, a coach at the high-school level in North Carolina and later in the historically black Central Intercollegiate Athletic Association (CIAA). “So you lost your teachers, you lost your students, and you lost your athletes. We didn’t get replacements, so it was like cutting your wrists. You knew eventually that your program had to die.”


  By 1965 every school in the ACC and SEC had African-American undergraduates. By the fall of 1972 every varsity basketball program was desegregated. Maryland’s Billy Jones broke the varsity ACC color barrier in 1965-66. Seventeen seasons later, more than half of the ACC’s players were black, including all five starters on a North Carolina State squad that won the NCAA title. The SEC’s first black player was Perry Wallace, a high school valedictorian and All-American who joined the Vanderbilt varsity in 1967-68. Seven seasons later, Alabama won the conference title with five black starters, undermining any informal quota system limiting African-American opportunity on the court.


  Today, the preponderance of players in both leagues is black, as are 8 of 24 head coaches, all but one in the ACC. “Take away every black player that played in the ACC last year,” says Billy Packer, a Wake Forest alumnus and college basketball analyst, “and put them in the CIAA, and tell me where the talent would be.”


  Most SEC and ACC schools at one time belonged to the Southern Conference, an all-white association so large and unwieldy that it instituted a postseason basketball tournament in 1921 to determine its champion.


  The SEC broke away from the Southern in 1932, starting with a dozen members, the same number as today. When desegregation hit there were 10 SEC schools. Disorder accompanied integration at the University of Alabama, the University of Georgia, and the University of Mississippi, whereas the transition occurred without overt violence at Auburn University, the University of Florida, the University of Kentucky, Louisiana State University, Mississippi State University, the University of Tennessee, and Vanderbilt University, the only private school in the conference.


  The SEC’s most notable athletic traits have been its prowess in football, in which a majority of its core members have laid claim to national championships, and the manner in which Kentucky dominated conference basketball fortunes. Running afoul of NCAA regulations has been a league constant as well, with a majority of the membership on probation since 2002, and an ongoing streak of 25 consecutive years with at least one team on probation.


  Kentucky’s Wildcats have achieved more victories than any other program in basketball history, UK has notched 13 Final Four appearances and seven NCAA titles, starting in the days of Hall of Fame coach Adolph Rupp, who retired in 1972. The other nine schools active in the SEC during the mid-1960s and early 1970s have combined for eight Final Four visits and two national titles in men’s basketball, consecutively captured by Florida in 2006 and 2007. (Arkansas, a 1992 SEC addition, won in 1994.) Between 1953 and 1978, a period when there was no SEC basketball tournament, Kentucky went to the NCAAs 18 times, compared to 8 trips for the league’s remaining schools. Four of those Wildcat appearances came because other SEC members declined to enter integrated NCAA competition.


  Seven breakaway Southern Conference members formed the ACC in 1953, retaining a postseason tournament to determine a basketball champion. The single-elimination ACC Tournament was much maligned early on, but it soon became a lucrative and often dramatic signature event. Now virtually every Division I conference holds a similar tournament. The eight ACC members at the time of desegregation were Clemson University, Duke University, the University of Maryland, the University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill, N.C. State University, the University of South Carolina, the University of Virginia, and Wake Forest University, (South Carolina withdrew from the conference in 1971 and later joined the SEC.) Duke and Wake are private schools.


  At its founding the ACC boasted national football powers in Clemson, Duke, and Maryland. The league periodically achieves excellence in that sport. But the ACC remains best known for basketball, in which it is perennially a national leader. Duke and North Carolina, the dominant basketball programs, have captured 7 of l 0 NCAA men’s titles owned by ACC schools—the Blue Devils in 1991, 1992, and 2001, the Tar Heels in 1957, 1982, 1993, and 2005. Of 38 Final Four visits achieved by programs that were ACC members at the time of desegregation, 30 belong to the Blue Devils and Tar Heels. The North Carolina program, built by Hall of Famers Frank McGuire and Dean Smith, is second to Kentucky in all-time basketball victories. Duke, elevated by its current coach, Hall of Famer Mike Krzyzewski, ranks fourth.


  Commitment to basketball varied widely within both leagues during the desegregation era, prior to rich television contracts, saturation media coverage, and multimillion-dollar paydays derived from NCAA participation. SEC schools frequently regarded basketball as a filler between football activities. The difference in prestige between the sports was so profound that Ole Miss announced during the early 1960s that its head basketball coach had been promoted—to direct the freshman football squad. The four ACC schools outside North Carolina were little better in terms of committing resources to basketball.


  What was consistent across the SEC and ACC was a lack of eagerness to bring in black athletes. Typically, at least a half-decade passed between a school’s undergraduate desegregation and the addition of an African-American basketball player. A canary-in-the-mine factor came into play at schools such as Ole Miss, where athletic officials cautiously evaluated the racial transition in basketball rather than risk disharmony in football.


  Schools were more or less evenly divided across the two leagues in choosing to venture first across the color line in basketball or football. Basketball, with its smaller squads, did offer a greater likelihood of an immediate competitive return with the addition of a single player. That impact was enhanced if one subscribed to the widespread belief that it was safer and wiser to choose a racial pioneer who was “a superstar, high school All-American, that type of reputation,” says C. M. Newton, the former Kentucky player and head basketball coach at Alabama and Vanderbilt.


  Certainly it appeared that standard of overt superiority was heartily embraced in the SEC, where trailblazing basketball players at 9 of 10 schools made all-conference, compared to only North Carolina’s Charles Scott in the ACC. Talented African Americans flooded the ACC in the second wave of recruits. Gilbert McGregor, an early black basketball player at Wake Forest, says whites simply were more comfortable accepting a person of color if he possessed extraordinary abilities. “That’s the black person you can relate to. Nobody wants to get in there and relate to the black person that’s just human.”


  Maryland in 1964 and Vanderbilt in 1966 each broke the ice in their respective leagues with a pair of black freshmen. Most often, however, basketball pioneers arrived alone on campuses where African Americans constituted a miniscule portion of the student body. Early arrivals usually came from totally segregated backgrounds, necessitating a major adjustment to their surroundings. Even those who had been among the first black students to attend white schools in their hometowns, often an unpleasant experience, found themselves on uncertain ground. “It was constantly getting used to, constantly trying to adjust to that particular environment,” says Ernie Jackson, an early Duke football player from South Carolina. “I talk to my kids these days, and it’s very difficult for them to even imagine the way it existed at that particular time, and how difficult it was just trying to leave the black world that you’d existed in for a long period of time and get acclimated to the white world that you found yourself thrust into.”


  The adjustment was complicated for basketball players because, as desegregation unfolded, they were more likely to bear the brunt of doubt and hostility. “There’s no hiding a basketball player,” says Wendell Hudson, the Alabama pioneer. “You know who they are. You know where they’re from. You know what color they are.” Basketball is easily the most intimate of major team sports. Games occur in enclosed spaces packed with fans. Players wear no obscuring helmets, pads, or long sleeves; uniforms are little more than glamorized underwear. “One can see muscles flexing and faces contorting in concentration or frustration,” said the 1973 Ole Miss year-book. “The players aren’t little blobs of color that are glimpsed occasionally from the vantage point of Section A, row 43, seat 15, student section, please do not spit on the band, but are actual, honest-to-god real-life people who are recognizable as such.”


  Many teams played in bandbox arenas where individual spectators could readily make their voices heard and touch performers or pelt them with debris, as black pioneers discovered to their dismay. Furthering a sense of isolation in those situations, white teammates tended to unconsciously tune out abuse directed not at them but at the sole dark-skinned person in their midst. “It had to be a huge deal for Al Drummond and for Billy Jones,” says former Virginia player Dan Bonner, recalling the first black players at UVa and Maryland. “It had to be a huge thing for them, and yet the people that were there with them, that should have been the closest people to them in the world, their teammates, it just wasn’t a big deal to them.”


  Pride, lack of trust, and basic male reticence led black players to keep inner conflicts and the sting of racism hidden from white associates. “I internalized it, and I would never cause a problem,” says Pete Johnson, who entered Maryland with Jones. “In looking back, I was always proud of the fact that we were never the reason for a [racially charged] situation, and when we saw a situation, we would always back out of it and move around it. . . . [Coach Bud Millikan] definitely didn’t see it, because we didn’t bring it up.” To this day Millikan is unaware that Johnson and Jones encountered race-related problems at College Park.


  Coaches worked to downplay differences, clinging to the assurance that they treated everyone alike. Superficially equitable, that attitude led to unanticipated troubles on the road and to inadequate or nonexistent support systems to help black pioneers cope with problems on campus, from antagonistic professors to hesitant roommates to an absence of dating options. Compounding the difficulties for trailblazing players, they were frequently regarded by blacks and whites as representatives of their entire race—a heavy burden for anyone, let alone a teenager away from home for the first time. Remarkably, most became uncomplaining role models. “Those thoughts don’t go through your mind at that time—that you are inspiring other people to do things or that you are satisfying other people,” says Charles Scott, the UNC icebreaker. “You don’t understand the politics of what you are adding at that time.”


  Political correctness has become a dismissive term for form’s precedence over substance in how we speak and act, commonly in response to the concerns of minorities. Back in the turbulent 1960s, the only political correctness on many historically white Southern campuses was an orthodoxy of exclusion. There were no accepted methods for discussing, understanding, and bridging racial divides, let alone agreement that such efforts were desirable. The weight of habit and custom worked against African Americans, as did an older generation of athletic officials in a position to ease their transition. Kentucky football integrated during the mid-1960s, yet years passed before Adolph Rupp, the South’s most prominent basketball coach, did likewise with his program. The oft-advanced explanation that Rupp and others, such as Clemson athletics director/football coach Frank Howard, were merely products of their times, with no obligation to lead a thorny transformation, neatly ignored the dictum articulated by Martin Luther King Jr. (echoing Mohandas Gandhi) that “Non-cooperation with evil is as much a moral obligation as is cooperation with good.”


  The arrival of black athletes on campus confronted coaches, administrators, and teammates with unexplored differences in language, custom, history, symbol. From using the word boy to playing “Dixie” to rules governing facial hair and Afros, new sensitivities were required. The disconnect between white comfort and black experience had to be addressed. “You do not take a person who, for years, has been hobbled by chains and liberate him, bring him up to the starting line of a race and then say, ‘you are free to compete with all the others,’ and still justly believe that you have been completely fair,” said President Lyndon Johnson, who pushed through landmark legislation protecting civil rights and voting rights.


  College athletics, basketball in particular, advanced that adjustment. Strong affiliation with a favorite college is a pervasive trait in a part of the country where professional sports had a minimal presence during the 1960s and 1970s. Seeing an African American on “your” team made him tougher to objectify and, in turn, soon made it more difficult to dismiss or demean blacks at opposing schools.


  “It has had a tremendous impact,” Duke’s Mike Krzyzewski says of his sport. “Coach K” played at the U.S. Military Academy in the late 1960s. “When you watch a basketball game, what you’ve seen is African Americans and whites hugging one another, on a team together, laughing with one another, crying with one another, being people with one another. That’s out there. You’re advertising that. . . . It’s like having an infomercial about how people should be.”


  Perhaps because history is by its nature a story fashioned in retrospect, its outcomes known, there is a temptation to underestimate the tensions and uncertainties faced by basketball’s trailblazers.


  Distance also diminishes the sense of danger. We know now that Perry Wallace’s worries he would be shot on a basketball court were unfounded, that the tears Mildred Hudson shed over her son’s fate at Alabama proved unwarranted, that black students were not subjected to more than epithets at N.C. State the night Martin Luther King Jr. was assassinated, and that Craig Mobley and his African-American schoolmates would not be run down by cars at Clemson. But the first black players operated with no assurance that their defiance of racial norms would go unpunished. Today’s relatively free intermingling within the precincts of daily life seemed a distant dream in 1970, as unreal as pervasive racial exclusion seems now.


  Alterations in basketball’s racial fabric occurred with a mixture of agonizing slowness and stunning rapidity. Wallace’s career at Vanderbilt is illustrative. Auburn’s Henry Harris was the SEC’s only other black player during a varsity career in which Wallace admittedly walked on eggshells to avoid confrontation, denying himself the latitude to play with the same abandon as his opponents. But Georgia’s Ronnie Hogue, Louisiana State’s Collis Temple Jr., and others wielded that competitor’s privilege with impunity just a year or two after Wallace’s 1970 graduation. By 1978 the majority of starters were black at all but two SEC schools. (Vanderbilt was one of the exceptions.)


  Few subsequent players knew Wallace’s story or that of ACC ground-breaker Billy Jones. By modern standards, their contributions and those of basketball’s other Southern trailblazers occurred in a media vacuum. In fact, the first black players in the ACC and SEC remain an invisible fraternity, largely unknown to each other or to anyone beyond the squads on which they played. They do not realize they faced many of the same personal challenges. They do not know many of their number share a residual weight of bitterness and alienation spawned in those difficult days. They are unaware that several of the earliest pioneers self-destructed; that private schools in supposedly tolerant communities were among the least welcoming; and that, despite playing at Deep South universities where campus integration met vigorous opposition, Alabama’s Hudson and Ole Miss grad Coolidge Ball speak most favorably of their college days.


  Nor do many contemporary players recognize that the ACC and SEC traditionally barred black participation, or that daring men of their fathers’ generation went to considerable lengths to quietly storm a barrier all but forgotten today.


  “Not everybody understands the people that came before them, the price they paid,” says Collis Temple III, who played at LSU a generation after his father. “I think they should care because these men changed the college game. They changed the game in the SEC; they changed the game at their respective schools. They paved the way for every African-American player at those schools today. I think players should understand their heritage and respect it.”


  Gaps in awareness about basketball’s pioneers reflect a broader, glaring absence. Histories of the civil rights era examine many factors in the success and failure of “the Movement,” but beyond mention of baseball’s Jackie Robinson, they rarely consider the role of sports in advancing race relations. Robinson, a college graduate and Army veteran, appropriately became a symbol of determination, pride, and achievement. Yet he was insulated to an extent by an attentive press corps and by the Dodgers’ professional organization. His burden as a pioneer was largely confined to the baseball diamond; Robinson was not required to compete simultaneously in an academic setting. Other than spring training, Robinson rarely traveled in the South, where he would be exposed to what writer Marshall Frady describes as a “lingering romance of violence, a congenital love for quick and final physical showdowns.”


  Crossing racial lines at the South’s major white universities was a difficult and potentially dangerous proposition long after Robinson broke into the major leagues. Recognizing that reality, Georgia native John Guthrie likens basketball’s SEC and ACC pioneers to Rosa Parks, whose refusal to move to the back of a bus sparked a watershed boycott in December 1955. “They opened up the doors,” says Guthrie, formerly a coach at the University of Georgia. “What they did for college basketball in the South is obviously just like what the woman did that jumped on the bus in Montgomery, and to a degree like what Dr. King’s movement was. It was nonviolent, obviously, and it was providing opportunity for people—as it should have been. They were doing something lofty, something that was good.”


  Thanks to risks taken 30 and 40 years ago, competitive virtue is now celebrated, and amply rewarded, regardless of race. Athletics has become our national meeting ground, the venue in which the myth of the melting pot comes closest to realization. “Bill Russell once said that the reason he liked [basketball] was because it was about numbers, while much else in life was politics,” Bill Bradley says in Values of the Game. “The implication was that given the politics of life in America, a black man would not be able to rise with his ability, because somewhere along the line racist thinking and racists [sic] acts would subvert his achievement, whereas in basketball you got the rebound or you didn’t. The ball went in or it missed. There were no artificial barriers between ability and reward.”


  Of course, where race is concerned barriers may be subtle, or even obscure. From Solly Walker of St. John’s in the early 1950s to Georgia’s Hogue in the early 1970s, black players insisted that game officials in the South worked against them. The truth in such instances is impossible to ascertain. Racism, like beauty, frequently is in the eye of the beholder. Was Norwood Todmann benched at Wake Forest to avoid having three black starters, as teammates believed? Was Perry Wallace struck in the brow by a purposeful blow on his first visit to Ole Miss? Did Charles Scott lose in voting for 1969 ACC Player of the Year because media members had a racist agenda? Why, decades after equality was supposedly achieved, do the ACC and SEC each have only one African-American athletics director?


  There are no simple answers. Or, perhaps there are. That is a matter of perspective. So is appreciating how far we have come, and how far there is yet to go.


  AN UNEASY FIT


  Billy Jones, University of Maryland, 1964–68


  Pete Johnson, University of Maryland, 1964–69


  

  The one thing that doesn’t abide by majority rule is a person’s conscience.


  Harper Lee, To Kill a Mockingbird


  The distinction was apparent but unspoken as members of the University of Maryland basketball squad trooped into a New Orleans hotel dining room.


  Billy Jones, on the Maryland varsity after a year with the freshman squad, stood only 6-foot-1, boasted no national reputation, had no roots in Louisiana. He played sparingly in 1965–66. Yet his presence among the sweat suit-dad Terrapins was a powerful statement in a state that banned athletic competition between blacks and whites, and in a city grudgingly acceding at that moment to court-ordered voter registration for disenfranchised African Americans.


  The Terps were in New Orleans as 1965 ended to play Houston and Dayton in the Sugar Bowl Tournament, prelude to the more prominent New Year’s Day football contest of the same name. Jones, a Maryland native, was barely seated for the team meal when, as he recalled decades later, “Out of the kitchen comes the chef He comes out and shakes my hand and goes back. Doesn’t say anything. Just shakes my hand and goes back. Politely. Here comes another guy a couple of minutes later. Several people [all of them African Americans] came out of the kitchen at intervals and shook my hand.


  “I knew what they were doing. Other folks didn’t. ‘Do you know those people?’ they asked. ‘Nah, I don’t know them.’ They were acknowledging the fact that here’s this black guy in uniform in a scenario that’s not typically seen down here.”


  The following year Jones would be joined in the Atlantic Coast Conference’s varsity ranks by teammate Julius “Pete” Johnson, who redshirted his sophomore year after a season on the freshman squad, and by Duke’s Claudius Claiborne. Two years later Perry Wallace broke the color barrier in the Southeastern Conference. But in that 1965–66 season, much to his surprise, Jones stood alone—the first African American to play basketball for a high-profile, historically white university south of the Mason-Dixon Line.


  “I was really naive. I knew that,” Jones says of his status as the ACC’s first black basketball signee. “But I didn’t make a big deal about it because I honestly thought that other schools were going to do the same thing. To me it was like the ACC had this agreement that we could do this now so everybody can start doing it. That’s what I honestly thought. I was a 17-year-old. I am the first to sign. OK. Fine.”


  The flood Jones expected proved only a trickle; his college career concluded with barely half of all ACC squads integrated. Six seasons after Jones’s debut, the University of Virginia became the final ACC program to include an African-American player on its varsity team.


  Nor did Jones’s groundbreaking role in the ACC command particular attention at the time, or in the decades since. Without overt drama or conflict, the media looked elsewhere. “I’m positive in my mind that, had I gone into detail about how mistreated the University of Maryland and/or Billy Jones were, and had I spewed on and on and on about numerous instances of encountering prejudice, why, there’d have been much, much written,” says former Maryland coach Herman “Bud” Millikan. “Where, because of Billy being like he is, it was dropped. Had there been turmoil, it would have been news. Because there was not, why, it wasn’t news, and I give credit to Billy Jones.”


  Contrary to Millikan’s assertion and most historical accounts, Jones and cohort Pete Johnson did endure considerable grief playing at College Park. But they purposely hid their troubles from the Terrapins coach and those beyond a small circle of African-American friends. “I was always proud of the fact that we were never the reason for a [racially charged] situation, and when we saw a situation, we would always back out of it and move around it,” Johnson says. “We didn’t go to [Millikan] complaining about all this stuff, so he thought everything was fine, and in that sense it was.”


  Given Jones’s relatively low profile and Johnson’s virtual anonymity, popular credit for breaking the ACC color barrier routinely goes to Charles Scott, who enrolled at the University of North Carolina two years after Jones arrived at Maryland. This misperception in part reflects the stronger impression made by Scott, a riveting All-American who enjoyed a productive career in professional basketball. North Carolina also did a far better job of marketing Scott over the years, an effort augmented by misinformed commentary on television and from other media outlets.


  There also was a sense that breaking barriers in Maryland, a state that never left the Union during the Civil War, surely was less difficult than in North Carolina, an original member of the Confederacy. “I’ve had people call me because they’ve gotten into arguments—I’m serious, arguments—about Charlie Scott being the first black player,” Jones says with some amusement. Even his daughter got drawn into a discussion of the subject at a wedding. “She kind of addressed them in a very nice way, then gave me a phone call,” Jones says.


  “I always thought that they needed to get credit; those two guys [Jones and Johnson] didn’t get the credit, nor did Bud get the credit, that they deserved,” says Gary Williams, Maryland class of 1967 and men’s basketball head coach since 1989. “Back then it wasn’t as liberal, probably, so nobody said, ‘What a great thing you’ve done’—not just for allowing integration to happen, but because obviously then the other schools could break the barriers. Nobody wanted to be first. Bud was first. So he deserved a lot of credit for that.” One person who did grow up admiring Johnson and Jones was Orlando “Tubby” Smith, a native of southern Maryland with his own basketball aspirations. He played at High Point College in North Carolina and later became the first African-American head basketball coach at the University of Georgia and then the University of Kentucky, where he presided from the 1998 through 2007 seasons before moving to the University of Minnesota.


  The University of Maryland’s leadership role in accepting and advancing minorities continued for some 30 years. The school became the first in the ACC or SEC to have an African-American assistant basketball coach when George Raveling was hired in 1969. It also remains the only school in either conference to have an African-American chancellor, with John B. Slaughter directing the university from 1982 to 1988. In 1986 Maryland hired the ACC’s first black head basketball coach, Bob Wade, and in 1994 Debbie Yow became the first and as-yet only female director of athletics in the ACC or SEC.


  [image: chpt_fig_017]


  Historically, however, the state of Maryland was no bastion of progressive racial attitudes. Border states such as Maryland, Kentucky, and Missouri seethed with pro-slavery sentiment during the mid-19th century. Thus president-elect Abraham Lincoln sneaked through Baltimore in the dead of night in February 1861. Two months later rioters attacked a trainload of Union troops from Massachusetts passing through the city. The incident inspired a young Baltimore native living in Louisiana to pen “Maryland, My Maryland,” which remains the state song and is played at University of Maryland athletic events. Set to the tune of “O Tannenbaum,” the song became a Confederate favorite. Among its lyrics: “She is not dead, nor deaf, nor dumb / Huzza! she spurns the Northern scum!”


  Slave conditions were often as bad in parts of Maryland as anywhere in the Deep South, as reported by fugitives such as Frederick Douglass. Some claimed that only South Carolina’s slave code was more draconian. Not until October 29, 1864—when the Civil War was nearly over and almost two years after Lincoln issued the Emancipation Proclamation—did Maryland become the first border state to abolish slavery. Later it voted against ratifying the 15th Amendment, which extended voting rights to African-American men.


  Lynching remained a part of Maryland’s racial landscape well into the 20th century. The most notable modern instance occurred in late 1933, within the lifetime of Jones’s and Johnson’s parents. A mob of 4,000 to 5,000 men, women, and children in Princess Anne—home today to the historically black University of Maryland-Eastern Shore—lynched George Armwood, a suspected African-American criminal. Then they tore apart and burned his dead body, evincing the kind of savagery celebrated in postcards, photographs, and gruesomely detailed newspaper accounts decades earlier in the Deep South. When local authorities balked at making arrests related to the lynching, Governor Albert Ritchie sent the National Guard to enforce the law. A crowd gathered to protect the nine individuals taken into custody, and firemen called onto the scene turned their hoses not on unruly civilians, as was the plan, but on the Guardsmen.


  To its credit, the University of Maryland at College Park admitted an African-American man, Donald Murray, to its law school not long after Armwood was lynched. And within months of the May 1954 U.S. Supreme Court ruling in Brown v. Board of Education, the former Maryland Agricultural College enrolled a pair of African Americans, becoming the first Southern state university to integrate its undergraduate student body.


  Yet the Brown decision was hardly embraced within the state at large. For a time following the ruling, a thousand white students per month fled the public school system in Baltimore, Maryland’s largest city. Alabama Governor George Wallace, making his first run for national office, found enough kindred spirits in Maryland to garner 43 percent of the vote in the state’s 1964 Democratic presidential primary, compared to 30 percent in racially uneasy Indiana and 34 percent in Wisconsin. Denouncing “pointy-headed liberals” who favored civil rights, Wallace found particularly strong support on the Eastern Shore in places like Cambridge, an area from which thousands had marched to serve the Confederacy during the 1860s.


  “Wallace astounded political observers not so much by the percentage of votes he could draw for simple bigotry,” Theodore White argues in The Making of the President 1964, “as by the groups from whom he drew his votes. For he demonstrated pragmatically and for the first time the fear that white working-class Americans have of Negroes.”


  University of Maryland athletics moved ahead with integration anyway. The autumn preceding Wallace’s near-triumph, Darryl Hill transferred to Maryland from the Naval Academy, becoming the first African American to play football at a white school in the South. (Hill, who himself suffered instances of overt racial prejudice as he traveled around the ACC during his playing career, was honored by making the coin toss at the expanded conference’s first intra-league football championship game in December 2005.) Then, during the spring in which Wallace polled strongly in Maryland, Jones and Johnson became the school’s first African-American basketball signees. Chris Richmond, a black junior-college graduate with local roots, also went out for the basketball squad in the fall of 1964. He was cut prior to the start of the season and never officially played in a Terrapin uniform.


  Johnson signed to play at Maryland shortly after Jones, with whom he matriculated and eventually played in the backcourt. But while Jones knew that he was breaking the color barrier, Johnson did not. He felt cheated when he found out.


  “As a matter of fact, it didn’t even occur to me until I saw the article in the paper that said it,” recalls Johnson, a soft-spoken man with an easy laugh. Bald, with gold-rimmed glasses, he often looks down as he speaks, as if avoiding confrontation. “You never thought about being a pioneer. You never thought about being someone like a Jackie Robinson. One of the things that kind of got to me was the fact that, to be a first meant that a lot of things that would happen to the second and the third and the fourth won’t happen to the first.”


  Johnson spent half his childhood in Seat Pleasant, Maryland, at the eastern edge of the District of Columbia; there he attended segregated schools. Yet he failed to appreciate his home state’s Southern orientation until subjected to an unexpected geography lesson on a school field trip to a Revolutionary War battle site. “As we crossed into Pennsylvania, we saw a sign that said YOU ARE NOW CROSSING THE MASON-DIXON LINE,” Johnson recalls. “I said, ‘My God, I didn’t know that we were south of the Mason-Dixon Line.’ It was funny.”


  Black students in Prince George’s County did not begin attending high school with whites until Johnson’s senior year (1963–64), nearly a decade after the Brown decision. As in the districts from Kansas to South Carolina that spawned the landmark desegregation suit, African-American students in Prince George’s County were bused long distances to Fairmont Heights High, often passing white schools as they went. “The school was so far away that some of the ballplayers never played because they couldn’t get home,” Johnson says.


  Johnson’s parents, Julius and Susie Johnson, had come to the D.C. area to escape such inequities. They hailed from Statesboro, Georgia, northwest of Savannah, where his father had advanced to the eleventh grade and his mother finished the ninth. That was above-average schooling for African Americans in the rural South, where the accent was more on training than education. After their move Julius Sr. became an automobile mechanic and opened his own business. The Johnsons spoke little of life in Georgia, other than telling their son and daughter about going to town on Saturdays and being forced to go to the back of a restaurant to order their fish sandwiches.


  “They never said anything about race relations,” says Johnson Jr., who moved so fast as a high school ballplayer that he was nicknamed Peter Rabbit (and thus called Pete).


  The family first lived in the Capitol Hill section of D.C. in integrated circumstances, the realities of racism kept mercifully at bay. “I just thought everybody was as happy as we were,” Johnson says. “I had white friends, and we would play and run. I never saw a difference; they never saw a difference.” That sheltered existence was shattered when the family moved to Seat Pleasant and Johnson’s mother sent her nine-year-old son to the store. His path took him past an apartment complex where a half-dozen white teenagers loitered on the sidewalk. Thinking nothing of it, Johnson walked between them and immediately was accosted. But just when the jostling began, one of the boys intervened, calling off his friends. “I can’t even remember his face,” Johnson says. “I just remember what he did and what he said. And then he put his hands on my shoulders and told me to go home. At that point, on my way home, I realized that there was a problem. That’s when it hit me.”


  Ronnie Hogue, a resident of the District of Columbia and the first African-American player at the University of Georgia, came to a similarly sobering realization about his home turf. “At first I was brainwashed and thought all the bad people were in the South,” he says. “Maryland was just as bad as Georgia.”


  Billy Jones (“William is so aristocratic and formal,” he protests) was a sixth grader when he enrolled in an integrated school, moving race to the forefront of his experience. Jones grew up in East Towson, an African-American enclave on the outskirts of Baltimore where his family had lived since 1903. Racial separation was the order of things. The Towson Theater, six blocks from his house, wasn’t integrated until Jones was a senior in college. Fittingly, the first film shown to an integrated audience was To Kill a Mockingbird, Harper Lee’s story of racial prejudice in the Deep South.


  “Baltimore and Washington were as segregated as Mississippi,” according to the late Clarence “Bighouse” Gaines, an athletic hero at Morgan State in Baltimore who subsequently became a Hall of Fame basketball coach at Winston-Salem State University in North Carolina. “I left in 1945 to come down here. A black woman couldn’t try on a hat in Baltimore in the store; couldn’t stay in a hotel, either.”


  Jones was born in 1946 and raised by his mother, Ruth. The boy was barely out of infancy when his father, ditchdigger Ernest Jones, was killed in the collapse of a trench on which he was working. His widow, “a very proud lady,” according to Jones, supported her son and four daughters by laboring as a maid in West Towson. “We had necessities, but I didn’t realize I was poor until I got to high school,” Jones says. “Kids had cars. Kids go on vacations. Kids do this at Christmas; kids do that at Christmas. They go away for the summers. That was all foreign to me. I learned to make do with what we had.”


  The disparity only whetted Jones’s appetite to leave West Towson, where talent was frequently squandered and, he says, “People who went off to college were legendary,” Jones readily reels off the names of those who made good their escape. His basketball heroes, in fact, were All-America Oscar Robertson of Cincinnati and David Bishop, a local product who prospered at Virginia State University.


  Jones believes that responses to the racism inherent in daily life separated youngsters who escaped from those who “never got a job other than wearing a uniform with their name on it and working for somebody in a parking complex.” He says, “I think a part of it was that in some ways, the system of bigotry beat them down. They just did not have any more resistance.”


  By contrast forceful and direct, Jones found his resolve strengthened by a policeman who off-handedly called him a “monkey”; a store employee who shadowed him simply because of his skin color (a slight he says he still endures in middle age); teachers who automatically doubted his intelligence; and strangers who spat in his face. “It taught me an awful lot in terms of just plain perseverance—just hang tough, do what you have to do to stay focused,” says Jones, now manager of cast services at Disney World in Orlando, Florida. “If I had responded to that stuff, I’d still be fighting. I wouldn’t have had time to do anything else.”


  Sports in particular were an avenue to equality and self-confidence at Towson High. Jones played football, basketball, and lacrosse but would have stood out anyway, given that his large senior class contained only a handful of African Americans. He was the only black quarterback in his league and believes that he was the first African American to play lacrosse in Baltimore County. Lacrosse was not without racial undercurrents; Jones was twice hit in the groin with a stick while playing against one particular school, actions that he suspected the opposing coach countenanced.


  Jones’s college choice came down to Michigan or Maryland, where he was already familiar with the campus. “My whole point was, I’ll swap my basketball for a degree,” he says. “That was my mind-set. I don’t have aspirations to go to the NBA. All I know is, I’ll go down there and play my heart out for Coach Millikan, and in return I’ll get a degree. That’s my focus: I want to get a degree.”


  For Millikan, Jones’s race was not a factor in extending an offer. “To me he was just a very deserving young man who could play basketball and deserved an opportunity to get an education,” the coach says. “By God, I was right!”


  Johnson, who did have pro aspirations, toyed with the idea of following his hero, Dave Bing, to Syracuse. The streak-shooting second guard decided instead to stay close to home, where friends and family could see him play and media coverage was likely to be substantial.


  Neither player’s parents shared concerns with Millikan about the dangers facing their sons as they crossed the color line, according to the coach. “I don’t know that anything came up,” he says. “I can’t recall that anything was ever said to me, inquiring from me, ‘Well, what will happen?’ Had they asked, I would have said, ‘I probably don’t know what will happen, other than the fact that he will be treated exactly the same as everybody else that’s on our squad. If we are going to go into a place to stay, we will go into a place to stay. If we go into a place to eat, we will go into a place to eat. That’s the only thing I know. There will be no difference whatsoever.’”


  Jones appreciated the quiet protection, the tacit support. But both he and Johnson say that their coach’s insistence on treating them no differently than their teammates was myopic, no matter how well-intended. Like it or not, they stood inescapably apart as visible exceptions to white society. “We were not normal, and we shouldn’t have been treated as normal because it was an abnormal situation, especially for the first time,” Johnson says.


  “I give Millikan credit. He didn’t have to do what he did,” says Jones. “He offered an opportunity. He didn’t know how to do it. How do you practice riding a bike until you get up on one? It’s like raising kids; there is no rehearsal for raising kids. So he didn’t know exactly what to do. I sympathize in a way, empathize with him in a way. Back then the philosophy was to treat all people the same.


  “We know in human psychology that’s not the way you treat people—you treat people the way they want to be treated. The paradigm has switched, but in his mind he was doing the right thing. Your moral fibers tell you what to do; his moral fiber was operating correctly. He didn’t understand the scenario. I am different. When somebody tells me, ‘I never see you as a black person,’ my message to them is ‘Then you don’t see me, because I am black. You’re really not seeing me. I understand what you’re trying to say. I can appreciate that. But the reality is I am black. I want you to understand that and see that, deal with it.”’


  The civil rights movement forced whites to confront the issue of race. Otherwise, it remained abstract to those who never knew or competed athletically against African Americans while growing up. “I don’t think back then you gave much thought to the racial situation in this country,” Gary Williams says of his own post-World War II childhood, “because everything was so separate that you never had to deal with it.” Williams, who played at Maryland from 1964 to 1967, grew up in Collingswood, New Jersey. He encountered black players only in pickup basketball action in Trenton and Camden. “I don’t think there were any black kids in our high school,” he says. “How’d that work? But that’s the way it was.”


  At first, Williams did not notice that the university he attended had only a smattering of African Americans or that the league in which he competed had none at all. “In the ACC, you played like l6 league games, but you didn’t play against any blacks,” he says. “I didn’t think about it then. I don’t think many major Southern universities had a lot of black students back then. It wasn’t any different than Carolina or other places like that, I’m sure.”


  Millikan, from all-white environs in Missouri, says he tried for years to recruit African-American players on Maryland’s home turf, from Elgin Baylor to John Thompson to Bing. But the university had too few black undergraduates to foster a welcoming environment, and its basketball program was seriously handicapped in other aspects as well.


  Early in Millikan’s tenure, which began in 1950, boxing matches at Ritchie Coliseum—an on-campus arena seating 4,200—drew larger crowds than the basketball games that followed. “By the time the teams warmed up,” recalls Millikan of his first and only head coaching assignment, “most of the crowd was gone.” Maryland didn’t offer a full scholarship until 1953–54, when senior All-America Gene Shue received one. Millikan did not have a full-time assistant coach until 1962. “Shoot, we hardly had lockers individually,” says the coach who exclaimed “Hell’s fire!” when irked. Meanwhile, league rivals in North Carolina had embraced the sport. North Carolina, Wake Forest, and Duke all had appeared in at least one Final Four by 1964.


  In December 1955 the Terrapins moved to the 14,500-seat Student Activities Building (officially named for judge William P. Cole Jr. the following year and thereafter better known as Cole Field House). Among East Coast facilities, only New York’s Madison Square Garden was larger. State high school championships were played at Cole, introducing players like Jones and Johnson to the College Park campus, where both won prep titles in their respective divisions. But Millikan found the benefits minimal and focused his recruiting on Pennsylvania and New jersey. “There wasn’t a basketball player in Maryland, hardly,” he says. “The only thing they played was lacrosse at that time.”


  Even with its handicaps, Maryland basketball got off to a good start under Millikan, considered a potential successor to Hall of Famer Henry “Hank” Iba, for whom he played and worked as an assistant at Oklahoma A&M. Millikan’s only previous head coaching experience was at the high school level, but during his first season at Maryland the disciplined Terrapins led the nation in field goal accuracy, making 39.8 percent of their shots. Moreover, the Terps were the only non-North Carolina team to capture an ACC title in the league’s first 17 years, winning the 1958 conference tournament. They finished in the upper division of the eight-member ACC in six of the league’s first seven seasons before falling off the pace.


  The program hit a low point in 1963, its second consecutive eight-win season. Millikan was hanged in effigy on campus, a common expression of student dissatisfaction in those days. “Those hangings in effigy were strictly the work of a small group of campus beatniks,” Jim Kehoe, chairman of Maryland’s athletic council, said dismissively. Yet Kehoe, the school’s long-time track coach before becoming its athletics director in 1969, agreed with those who found fault with Millikan’s coaching: “I thought he was one of the outstanding coaches in America, but, frankly, he couldn’t recruit. He never got the big man. Basketball was moving into a time when everybody was high scoring, and Bud stuck with the Iba concept.”


  By the time Millikan was forced out following the 1967 season, fan support had dissipated to such an extent that the atmosphere at Cole was “disheartening,” notes Kent Baker in Red, White and Amen: Maryland Basketball. “ACC rivals played before packed, howling, reassuringly partisan audiences. Comparatively, Maryland played in a morgue.”


  Millikan’s program briefly regained its footing in 1964–65, when Jones and Johnson were freshmen. The Terrapins finished 18–8 and tied for second place, ending a three-season run of losing records. That season Frank Fellows, a part-time assistant coach and professor in the college of physical education, directed the freshman team. Fellows allowed players more freedom than they would enjoy in Millikan’s regimented system. Jones and Johnson appeared in every contest as the squad compiled a 9–7 record. (Fellows eventually succeeded Millikan, surviving two losing seasons as head coach.)


  Johnson led the 1965 freshmen in scoring with 20.6 points per game, higher than he would ever average on the varsity. Twice he scored 29 points in a game. Johnson was sufficiently aggressive in attacking the basket to pace the team in free throw attempts, an unusual achievement for a 6-foot guard. Once he had 23 rebounds in a game. Jones was second on the freshman team in scoring with 17.3 points, second in free throw tries, and second in rebounds, with 154 in 16 games.


  “Pete Johnson could have played in the NBA. I really believe that,” says Williams. The intense head coach, who led his alma mater to the 2002 national championship and a school-record run of 11 straight NCAA appearances (1994–2004), has had seven first-round NBA draft picks since returning to Maryland. “Billy was a good athlete playing basketball. Pete was more of a pure basketball player.”


  Millikan remembers Jones as “tremendously agile. Decent shooter. Smart kid, smart player. Knew how to do what he needed to do. Very competitive. He was very, very good in some of our pressing-type defenses. He helped us a lot.” That help extended off the court, where Johnson came to rely personally on Jones, who had previous experience in an integrated environment. “I guess if I was there just by myself, I don’t know how I would have made it,” says Johnson, who has served as a nondenominational minister in Maryland for more than two decades. “He would be like a big brother. He understood a lot more than I understood, and I fought against a lot of things that he didn’t fight against. I didn’t openly fight; I wasn’t openly rebellious. I was just frustrated, and nobody knew it. . . . But I got along. I didn’t create problems on the team or anything like that.”


  Johnson’s high school coach stressed sportsmanship, perhaps recognizing that an all-black team would undergo special scrutiny. His players were instructed to speak politely to one another as well as to others, to always hand rather than toss the ball to an official, and to never disrupt, dispute, or disrespect.


  So when a racially tinged episode went unremarked prior to Johnson’s freshman season at Maryland, the experience undermined his confidence in Millikan. It never fully returned. The team held a workout involving freshmen and upperclassmen that summer of 1964, the sort called voluntary but deemed mandatory. Johnson found himself matched against a white senior. “I’d just run all over him, playing defense, making it very hard for him,” he says. “And then he couldn’t stay with me. So he just started calling me names.” Johnson played on, expecting the coaches to quash the racist banter, but nothing was said, then or later.


  Jones didn’t hear the comments, yet he finds Johnson’s recollection quite plausible. As a senior the burly guard/forward got into a locker room scuffle with a white teammate who called him a racially altered version of “Neanderthal.” To this day Millikan knows nothing of that incident, which brings anger bubbling to Jones’s otherwise placid surface. “I wanted to beat him to death,” he says of his teammate.


  “In the heat of battle, some things would come out,” Jones says of bigoted remarks. “Pete and I, I think personality-wise, are a little different. I honestly think that they [other players] may have thought if they said something to me, I would respond. I don’t mind being physical. I played that way, and I really don’t mind it.”


  Internalizing wounds and disappointments, as Johnson did, fit the strategy embraced by Maryland’s first African-American players in football and basketball. They kept their own counsel, tended to their own affairs. When hassled on the College Park campus or outside their motel in Charlottesville prior to a game at the University of Virginia, they dealt with the situation without assistance or guidance from their coaches.


  Blending in was hard work. There were few guideposts, few relevant examples to emulate. The outside world paid little attention to Jones, Johnson, and cohorts as they set out on uncharted racial seas. They, more than their coaches and professors, were left to measure for themselves what constituted progress or danger or wisdom.


  “We’d shut the door, and we’d talk,” Jones recalls. “It was not an easy time. It required constant adjustment and trying to see the good in stuff and not interpret something in the negative. Something happens, let’s not make it a racial thing, necessarily. . . . Let’s not make it an issue here, because then you get sidetracked. Am I causing myself more problems than it’s worth? Am I bringing up stuff that I should be able to handle? I handled it before I met Bud, so I thought, ‘I’m going to handle it now, and I’m not going to tell anybody.’”


  Later, Millikan and many colleagues proudly reported that integrating their squads went well. A key indicator, in the coaches’ estimation, was that their office doors were always open, yet groundbreaking African-American players voiced few complaints. Chip Connor, an assistant coach at Virginia in the early 197Os, when Al Drummond was the sole black player on the squad, offers a typical recollection: “Drummond almost never came to the office and complained about anything. He never said, ‘My social life is this or that. I’m not having a good time.’ He never said anything.” Jones counters rhetorically: “What are you going to say? ‘Coach, I don’t have a date?’ What are you going to say? Seriously.”


  Johnson says the tension of a pioneer’s role “was just well-hidden.” And the tension surely was more pronounced for the cadre of young men who attended segregated schools and stepped with little preparation into a predominantly white milieu. Among the arguments mounted by the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People in the Brown case was that a segregated system had a deleterious effect on the self-image of African-Americans relegated to inferior schools and inferior social status, as was clearly the case under “separate but equal” policies. The insular world from which they emerged might be nurturing and protective, but it also was fraught with handicaps both physical and psychological.


  “If we did it all over again, would we do it any better?” Jones wonders. “I don’t know if I did all I was supposed to do, so I can’t call anybody else now on what they didn’t do.”


  Jones and Johnson both struggled academically at Maryland, at least at first. The low point of his college years, Jones says, was a disappointing freshman grade-point average that he soon righted. He would go on to earn both an undergraduate and a master’s degree. Johnson, on the other hand, stayed in academic trouble and never graduated. When he and Jones were
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long-neglected story combining race,
sports, and social history. Remarkably, de-
spite the groundbreaking role of players
such as Wallace, Charles Scott, Hudson,
and their compatriots from Louisiana to
Maryland, their actions in advancing civil
rights and transforming the game of bas-
ketball have gone largely untold. Until now.
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Perry Wallace feared he would be shot
when he stepped onto a basketball court
in a Vanderbilt uniform. Georgia’s Ronnie
Hogue jumped atop a press table, swinging
a chair in self-defense, as a menacing
crowd approached following a road game.
Craig Mobley joined other threatened black
students in a rare, en masse flight from
the Clemson campus. Maryland’s Pete
Johnson seethed when a teammate used
a racial epithet in a supervised workout
and his coaches let it pass. C. B. Claiborne
could not attend the Duke team banquet
his freshman year because it was held at
a white country club.

Collis Temple, whose father carried a pistol
for protection against marauding whites in
rural Louisiana, scuffled with an opposing
player each season he played at LSU. Wen-
dell Hudson’s mother cried when the Birm-
ingham native, whose family routinely hit
the deck each time racists’ bombs ex-
ploded in their neighborhood, decided to be-
come the first black athlete at the
University of Alabama. Al Heartley and other
black students locked themselves in a cam-
pus dorm at North Carolina State, fearing
the actions of an unruly white crowd the
night Martin Luther King was assassinated.

ACROSS THE LINE recounts the experi-
ences of the pioneering African-American
basketball players at eighteen schools in
the Atlantic Coast and Southeastern Con-
ferences, the South’s most prominent, his-
torically white intercollegiate leagues. Set
within the context of the tumultuous
1960s and early 1970s, grounded in the
civil rights struggles on campus and within
the larger community, and enriched by the
viewpoints of players, relatives, coaches,
teammates, opponents, and other ob-
servers, this book tells an important and
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