
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A BAD TASTE IN A LOT OF PEOPLE’S EYES: 

LOUISE DAY HICKS- 

a one-woman phenomenon 
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CHARACTERS 

 

LOUISE DAY HICKS- middle-aged doyen of Boston politics of the 1960s and 1970s.   

 Instrumental in keeping segregation alive and well in Boston, LOUISE was fearless and 

 determined in her beliefs.  Meticulous in manner and dress, she would never let anyone 

 see her sweat. 

 

 

 

 

 

“Mrs. Hicks's almost-exaggerated gentility and slightly inflated diction were lace-curtain 

Irishness at its daintiest. Her hair was always carefully styled, and she favored flowered 

hats, white gloves, and blue, pink, or kelly-green dresses. With her small, breathy voice 

and matronly carriage, she gave the impression of being more at home at a sodality 

meeting than a political rally.” 

 

 (Mark Feeney, Globe Staff, 10/22/2003.  Boston Globe.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 This is a work of historical “drama” and liberties have been taken with dates, 

condensing and combining events for the purposes of story-telling and time constraints.   
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I 

 

(Tight spot comes up on LOUISE.  She stands looking out.  She appears sad.  She slowly 

surveys the audience.  After a moment, she speaks.) 

 

LOUISE 

I was not a monster, I was a mother.  I never meant anyone any harm.  I don’t and didn’t hate 

anyone, despite what they said about me.  I was not brought up to hate.  I was raised by the Judge 

to do what’s right.  I did what I thought best, for my children and yours. 

 

(light fades on LOUISE, as Maurice Chevalier’s song “Louise” can be heard.  The date 

“1967” is flashed across the upstage wall.  When the light comes up, LOUISE is standing 

at a podium, down right.  She is waving one of her white-gloved hands ecstatically to a 

large crowd.  As the song fades, LOUISE bellows, full of jocularity and mirth.) 

 

My chapeau is in the ring. 

 

(thunderous applause and wild cheering fill the auditorium as light and projected date 

fade on a beaming LOUISE.  When light rises, LOUISE is sitting at a desk, reading a 

copy of the Boston Globe.  There is a telephone and a can of Tab on the desk, a small cup 

holding pens and pencils, some papers, magazines.  After a few moments of reading, 

LOUISE slams the paper on the desk, stands, removes her glasses, picks up the cup of 

pencils as if to throw it, thinks better of it and it and puts the pencil holder down.  She 

then takes a minute to recompose herself.  When she is calmer, she speaks, trying to 

maintain an even keel in her voice.) 

.      

Kevin White.   

 

The Boston Globe had never before outwardly endorsed any candidate for Mayor or otherwise… 

 

Then suddenly after seventy-five years of keeping quiet they backed Kevin White?   

 

Somebody must have gotten to them.  Bought them off.  A supposedly progressive newspaper 

endorsing old style politics in Kevin White, while I was being compared to “Bull” Connor.   

 

(breathing deeply, LOUISE pulls herself together.  When she speaks it is direct, but 

calmer.) 
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Well “Bull” Connor was a racist.  I certainly am not and never was a racist.  I would never have 

resorted to the tactics Mr. Connor employed in his tenure as Commissioner of Public Safety for 

the city of Birmingham. 

 

 (with perfect innocence.) 

 

I even refused, outright, to meet with Governor George Wallace when he requested…I couldn’t 

understand why he would even want to meet with me.   

 

They were turning water hoses on those people in Alabama, setting the dogs after them.   

 

Those images.  I will never forget those images on the news every night on television.  The 

brutality and cruelty…how could I meet with such a man?  He was a segregationist.  I did not 

want to be connected to him.   

 

While a large part of my vote probably did come from bigoted people. ... I knew I wasn’t 

bigoted.  To me the word meant all the dreadful southern segregationist, Jim Crow business that's 

always shocked and revolted me. 

 

The Boston Globe didn’t just turn its back on me, it turned its back on history.  I could have, and 

should have, been the first female Mayor of Boston.   

 

Twelve-thousand votes.   

 

Only twelve-thousand votes short.   

 

What had Kevin White done for the people of Boston?  I had never been anything but supportive 

of the people I cared so much about…all the people of this great city. 

 

The answer was simple, really.  They were afraid of a woman.  Boston, the Cradle of Liberty, 

and there was one of its major papers, standing in the way of a woman being Mayor.   

 

All those patriarchal Brahmins and Yankees.   

 

Women weren’t supposed to stand up and be noticed, weren’t supposed to speak their minds.   

 

Well I wouldn’t be silenced.  Wasn’t brought up to be.  I would have shouted my opinions and 

beliefs from the rooftops.   

 

Well, maybe not “shouted,” but I certainly wasn’t silent. 

 

And never regretted it. 

 

But lost a spot in history because of it.   

 

Simply because I was a woman with a strong voice. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Birmingham,_Alabama
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/American_South
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jim_Crow
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Kevin White…Mayor of Boston.  See how long that term that lasts. 

 

The Globe may have been against me, but not everyone was.  I stood with Ray Flynn, William 

Bulger and Michael Dukakis…the frontrunners of Boston’s political elite…supporting me… 

 

(LOUISE goes back to the desk, picks up her glasses and puts them on.  She picks up a 

magazine, flips through it, and when she finds what she is looking for, she reads as an 

image of William Bulger, Michael Dukakis and LOUISE is projected on the upstage 

wall.) 

 

 
 

''I think she was exemplary in her willingness to come to her own conclusions and really very 

bravely act on her convictions.  It's not true of everyone.  In fact, there's a great deal of poll-

taking at all times these days, but Mrs. Hicks had to recognize that she was taking a position 

during that time at odds with what the opinion molders certainly felt.'' 

 

(self-satisfied, LOUISE neatly closes the magazine, places it on the desk and meticulously 

smooths it as she speaks.) 

 

Billy Bulger himself said that about me.  

 

 (she removes her glasses and gazes at the image as she speaks, with great reverence.)  

 

William Bulger, President of the Massachusetts Senate…longest tenure in the history of our 

great state.   

 

He understood me.   

 

He and I were cut from the same South Boston cloth. 
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The Day and Bulger families shared the same values.   

 

Values we all shared in South Boston. 

 

(LOUISE turns back to the audience, as the image is minimized and moved to the side 

where it remains.) 

 

No one cause is any more important than another, no matter how small.  Didn’t I have the right 

to speak my mind, to stand up for what I believed in?  Last I checked, freedom of speech was 

still protected under the Constitution.  I was not preaching hate or violence.  I was preaching 

Constitutional rights, the same rights we all have.   

 

ALL of us.   

 

And anyone who said the civil rights of anybody in the city of Boston were being violated was 

simply trying to stir the pot.  For whatever reason, political or personal, they were trying to paint 

Boston as a city ripped by racism, prejudice and bigotry. 

 

I have never advocated that anyone stay out of any neighborhood, or that parents should not have 

the right to send their children to any school.   

 

As long as those decisions were made within reason and out of common sense and not because 

some court order told them they must.   

 

It was the political jockeying that caused me to run for office…forced me to run.  I saw the 

injustices all around me.  I had no choice but to speak up for my people, for working class people 

everywhere.  Not just white. 

 

 (light momentarily changes as LOUISE speaks, loudly, as if at a rally.) 

 

The only mother on the ballot.  

 

 (light changes back to what it was as LOUISE resumes her normal tone.) 

 

1961.  I ran for and won my first seat on the Boston School Committee.   

 

 (an image of Ruth Batson is projected onto the center of the upstage wall.) 
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Ruth Batson used a similar slogan in her bid in 1951, “Elect a Mother,” or something to that 

effect.  She lost her race, but of course, times were different for her…being who she was.  But it 

was a brave endeavor. 

 

 (LOUISE turns and looks at the image as she speaks.) 

 

Ruth and I saw eye to eye on social issues and I was in good stead.  Or so I thought. 

 

 (turning to face out.) 

 

Ruth Batson was the first black woman on the Democratic National Committee and the first 

woman elected president of NAACP’s New England Regional Conference.   

 

Two mothers. 

 

Two colors. 

 

One cause. 

 

To see that everyone had the same opportunity to exercise his or her rights.   

 

(the image of Ruth Batson is minimized and moved to the side but remains.  Light 

changes, as LOUISE speaks, again the bellowing politician.) 

 

You know where I stand. 

 

 (light changes back as LOUISE resumes her normal tone and demeanor.) 

 

I have always stood up for mothers everywhere, regardless of their color.  No mother wanted to 

send her child to a school on a bus across the city when there were perfectly good schools around 

the corner, or across the street even.   

 

(LOUISE looks out and speaks, low, slow, serious, almost accusingly, catching the eye of 

someone in the audience.) 

 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Democratic_National_Committee
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/NAACP
https://en.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title=New_England_Regional_Conference&action=edit&redlink=1
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Would you want to put your five-year-old on a bus, miles away from where you live? 

  

(after a moment of scrutinizing the audience member, LOUISE speaks.) 

 

Of course you wouldn’t.  

 

No decent mother would.   

 

I know many mothers with no car of their own, no transportation to get to a school across town 

should a child fall ill, or get hurt in an accident in the schoolyard.  It wasn’t right, and to say my 

motives were anything but compassionate…  

 

 (humbled, LOUISE drops her voice, as if divulging a deep secret.) 

 

I know what it’s like to be marginalized.  I was one of only nine women in my law class at 

Boston University out of a class of two-hundred and thirty-two.   

 

 (the date “1952” is projected on the upstage wall.) 

 

We were not exactly welcomed back then.  Women did not go into law.  Especially thirty-six-

year old women with two kids.   

 

I was discriminated against, so I understood what that felt like, that kind of persecution and 

prejudice.   

 

I understood from my own experience at Boston University, what those Negro families were 

feeling.   

 

But I fought through it and emerged a better, a stronger woman.  And I knew the Negro women 

would become stronger too, if they joined the fight instead of fighting against the fight.     

 

 (the projected image of the date fades.) 

 

I had only one agenda in mind.  To keep my father’s legacy alive.  A legacy of caring and 

generosity. 

 

Before the Judge passed away…God rest his soul… 

 

(LOUISE bows her head and crosses herself, Father, Son and Holy Ghost, before 

continuing.)  

 

Before he died, my father made me promise to take care of the people he loved…and he loved 

the people of South Boston, the working men and women.   

 

All working men and women…not just in South Boston.   
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But South Boston was our home and I always learned that charity begins at home.   

 

And those people, those black families, they had their homes in Roxbury and other 

neighborhoods and were just as proud of where they lived as we were of South Boston. 

 

My father, the great and honorable Judge William Day… 

 

Day Boulevard was named after him…runs right through South Boston. 

 

(LOUISE picks up bag from the desk, hangs it from her wrist and crosses to a mirror.  

She fusses with her hair, straightens her dress, takes a lipstick from the bag and reapplies 

it.  Satisfied at her appearance, LOUISE returns to her desk and sits, carefully placing 

her bag on a specific corner of the desk.) 

 

I was not a rabble-rouser.  I was brought up as any proper young lady was brought up then. 

Raised with dignity and always practiced decorum.  Even under the most taxing of 

circumstances.   

 

 (LOUISE models the behavior she describes.) 

 

Well-bred young ladies crossed their legs at the ankles, hands folded in their laps.   

 

Didn’t smoke, drink or curse.   

 

I never did.   

 

Still don’t.   

 

Something called etiquette. 

 

Seemingly an ugly word these days. 

 

Etiquette.   

 

Propriety.   

 

Manners.   

 

Today’s young ladies have probably never heard of Emily Post. 

 

 (she stands.) 

 

Just because we were well brought up, did not mean we were shrinking violets or wall flowers 

with no opinions or ideas of our own, but there was a socially accepted norm that was adhered to 

when it came to public behavior, and my father would have it no other way.   
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And public behavior required remaining in control of emotions and actions at all times, no matter 

what. 

 

In vulgar parlance, “Never let them see you sweat.” 

 

Ever. 

 

The house we grew up in was large but not ostentatious…despite how some in the press 

portrayed it, as if because it had eighteen rooms it was somehow an affront to what we believed  

in and fought for.  My father worked for that house, and he was proud, not ashamed, and nobody 

thought the worse of us. 

 

We were lace curtain, I’ll admit that, but there was never any flashy parading.   

 

Wealth and comfort were not measured by material trappings.   

 

We left that kind of brazen flamboyancy to those who abandoned South Boston for Hingham and 

Scituate, the Irish Riviera of the South Shore, where money was meant to be squandered and 

people were judged by what kind of car they drove and how big their boat was.   

 

For me, wealth was more about personal happiness and fulfillment than money.  Public opinion 

and popularity were of no consequence if that popularity and success were brought about by 

shady connections, political or otherwise.   

 

And let’s face it, many an Irish politician with, shall we say, rather dubious reputations, have 

been associated with back room deals.   

 

Makes you wonder what kind of deals Kevin White was involved in to get the Globe to break 

with its tradition of not endorsing candidates… 

 

Even the Kennedys weren’t unscathed.   

 

Look at Ted’s behavior when we needed him most, when things were getting out of hand…and 

he turned his back on the people who supported him…publicly humiliated and denigrated us on 

City Hall Plaza. 

 

And that business at Chappaquiddick, on Martha’s Vineyard? 

 

Just goes to show you the moral character of someone we blindly put our faith in, simply because 

he was Irish.   

 

His brother Jack, was no better…President or not.  When they needed us we were there, when we 

needed them… 
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Now I’m not one to pass judgment, and Ted had to live with the guilt of whatever business took 

that young girl’s life that night, until the day he died…live with the same hypocrisy and lobbying 

that kept him not only out of jail, but also from the White House.   

 

Like my actions kept me from being Mayor. 

 

But I have no guilt.  I’ve done nothing wrong.  There has never been a cloud over my campaigns, 

over my personal life, my marriage…my children… 

 

(LOUISE stops speaks, she stands and paces, not allowing her thoughts to run away from 

her.  When she sure she is in control of her emotions, she speaks.) 

 

It seems so long ago now, as if it happened in another lifetime and yet, some of it seems as if it 

happened yesterday. 

 

As people, as human beings, we’re always questioning, always wondering if we did or are doing 

the right thing and I have only myself to answer to, and yes, I do believe I did the right thing. 

 

And for the right reason. 

 

And that reason was very simple.   

 

 (light changes as LOUISE speaks, as if at a rally.) 

 

Segregation does not and never did exist in Boston, de facto or otherwise. 

 

 (lights returns to what it had been as LOUISE resumes her normal tone.) 

 

The idea of segregation was forced down our throats and some people started to believe it. 

 

Boston was not the south.  We did not have those race problems here, had no separate drinking 

fountains or segregated seating.  Our laws were designed to protect our citizens, not tear them 

apart.   

 

Many’s the time I sat next to a colored at the Woolworth’s counter or shopped behind a Negro 

woman at Jordan Marsh or Gilchrist’s doing Christmas shopping.   

 

There were never any problems.   

 

I would pass pleasantries just as if I was talking to a neighbor. 

 

I never saw signs of trouble, never experienced a separation of the city’s people.  We all had our 

neighborhoods and were proud of our neighborhoods, but there was no animosity.  No hatred and 

certainly no segregation.  

 

My stance was never about race, it was about the right to choose.   
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Those Negro children did not want to be forced to attend schools in a neighborhood across the 

city from where they lived any more than the white children wanted to be.  We all, black and 

white, felt alienated from the powers that be… 

 

 (an image of the ROAR logo is projected onto the center of the upstage wall.) 

 

 
 

What people don’t understand is that by the time forced busing was implemented, the issue of 

racial inequality in the schools had become a woman’s issue.  But people were trying to make it 

into something more by preaching de facto segregation.  By 1974, the voices of the mothers, the 

white mothers, had gone unheeded.  

 

What more did we have to do?   

 

Busing was not going to work and nobody wanted the government telling us how to run our 

lives, our neighborhoods and our schools.   

 

Telling us, the mothers, how to raise our children. 

 

A mother’s duty is to protect her children, at any cost.   

 

We followed the teachings of Dr. Martin Luther King himself.  Non-violent protests were 

utilized.   

 

Some of us anyway, there were others in our cause who wanted to take the fight in a different 

direction. 

 

But I, and most of us, did not want trouble.  We simply wanted to restore our alienated rights.   

 

That’s what the advent of ROAR was all about, to Restore Our Alienated Rights.   
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ROAR was not about black or white.  The Negroes had voiced their desire for better schools, 

they were heard and all we wanted, as mothers, just like the colored mothers, was to be heard as 

well, but we were being ignored. 

 

Simply because we were white. 

 

What about our rights?   A racially imbalanced school is not educationally harmful.  Do they 

think that sitting a white child beside a black child, by osmosis the black child will get better? 

 

(light dims on stage as the ROAR logo is moved to the side, though it remains.  Light 

rises on the podium.  LOUISE crosses to the podium, stopping at the desk to pick up her 

bag, hanging it from her wrist.  She opens a desk drawer and takes out a pair of white 

gloves.  She puts these on and continues to the podium, where she speaks loudly, 

vigorously.) 

 

Boston schools are a scapegoat for those who have failed to solve the housing, economic, and 

social problems of the black citizen. 

 

(as LOUISE continues speaking, an image is displayed against the upstage wall, it reads, 

“There were 223 murders in Boston from 1973 to 1974, but only two dozen involved 

blacks killing whites.” 

 

It is a fact there are at least one hundred black people walking around in the black community 

who have killed white people during the last two years.  This has to stop.  This kind of violence 

is not and should not be condoned.  I have sat with black parents, my friends and colleagues, the 

mothers, and we all agree that this must stop.  The only way to stop the violence is to get the 

courts out of our schools and to never allow forced busing in the city of Boston.   

 

 (LOUISE’S voice rises in volume as the projection fades.) 

 

You know where I stand. 

 

(applause and cheering as light fades on podium.  LOUISE crosses back to the desk.  She 

removes her gloves and places them neatly in the desk drawer.  She carefully places her 

bag on its corner of the desk.  She straightens the telephone and shuffles some papers, 

tidying.  When she is satisfied, she sits, picking up the phone.  She picks up a pencil and 

dials, using the eraser end of the pencil to turn the rotary dial.  After a moment, she 

speaks, somewhat sternly.) 

 

I am calling to thank you and appreciate the offer, but I must decline.  I don’t ever give 

interviews from my home.  Home is where you live and I have a right to some privacy, my 

family’s privacy.  To keep my work life separate from my home life, but that doesn’t mean I 

won’t answer your questions…I will.  I’ll tell you exactly why I think there is no segregation in 

our schools.  It’s obvious, or should be, to anyone taking the time to look.  There are thirteen 

Boston schools that are at least ninety percent black, that is a fact.  But it’s also a fact that 

Chinatown schools are one-hundred percent Chinese.  In the North End, schools there are one-
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hundred percent Italian-American.  In South Boston, schools are mostly Irish-American but not 

one-hundred percent, so why are we being singled out as the culprits?  If these schools are 

serving the people in their communities, then that is not segregation.  Boston has an open 

enrollment policy…No, it’s not segregation.  It’s where people want to go to school.  They want 

to go in their own neighborhoods…I won’t back down, it’s unfair to ask me to.  We’re being 

represented as bigots.  The whole country is pointing to South Boston as insensitive and 

ignorant…Well, we’ve staged protests at the State House, have started a letter writing campaign.  

Our organization is demonstrating peaceably and obeying the law.  I and some of the mothers 

will also be holding a prayer march in the streets and stand together in the eyes of God, because 

if he can’t help us, then nobody can. 

 

(LOUISE hangs up the phone as the light fades on stage.  An image of LOUISE and a 

large group of women marching in South Boston appears on the upstage wall and many 

voices can be heard reciting the “Hail Mary.”) 

 

 
(LOUISE appears in a spot down right.  She is holding a pair of Rosary beads.  She 

slowly crosses along downstage in front of the image, reciting the prayer along with the 

voices of the women.  She exits, left, as the image is minimized and moved away from 

center.  A virtual scrapbook is beginning to form along the edges of the upstage wall.  In 

the darkness, Maurice Chevalier can again be heard singing “Louise,” as newspaper 

headlines are projected in quick succession along the upstage wall. “1961- Louise Day 

Hicks Elected to School Committee”.  “1963- Louise Day Hicks named Chairperson of 

Boston School Committee”.  “1967- Kevin White Narrowly Defeats Louise Day Hicks as 

Mayor of Boston”.  “1971- Louise Day Hicks Named First Female Democrat to Serve in 

the Massachusetts House of Representatives”.   “1973- Louise Day Hicks Elected to 

Boston City Council”.  “1976- Louise Day Hicks Named First Woman President of the 

Boston City Council”.  Suddenly the song is interrupted by a piercing scratching sound.  

The music stops.  The only sound is the repeated “bump” of a phonograph needle hitting 

the same scratch again and again as the images continue.  “1977- Louise Day Hicks 
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Defeated in Re-election Bid for Boston City Council”.  “1979- Councilor James Michael 

Connolly Resigns, Hicks Fills Vacant Seat”.  “1981- Louise Day Hicks Loses Re-Election 

to Boston City Council”.  Silence, as stage goes black.) 
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II 

 

(When light rises, LOUISE enters, she is tired, worn out.  She sits at the desk, removes 

her gloves, carefully places her bag on the desk, removes a shoe and begins massaging 

her foot.) 

 

I was the voice they wanted.  I spoke their language but the movement had changed.  I received 

death threats, required protection twenty-four hours a day.   

 

How did it all go so wrong?  

 

To be praised is to also to be vilified.   

 

Don’t forget, they once compared me to “Bull” Connor.   

 

Another columnist, Joseph Alsop, called me “Joe McCarthy dressed up as Pollyanna.”   

 

And here in my own town, Boston writer George Higgins called me…what was it…I saved this 

one, I wanted to be sure I got it right… 

 

(LOUISE puts her shoe back on and turns to the desk, puts her glasses on and picks up a 

scrapbook.  She thumbs through the pages until she finds what she is looking for.  She 

reads.) 

Ah, here it is… 

“Stubby and overweight, middle-aged, a fussy hairdo . . .” 

(LOUISE turns slyly to the audience, puts the scrapbook down and picks up a can of 

Aqua-Net from the desk and sprays as she peaks.) 

There is nothing wrong with my hair. 

(finishing with the hair spray, she glances down at the open scrapbook and reads.) 

And… “at least a double chin.” 

 (patting her chins.) 
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At least. 

But worst of all was…I was actually compared to Adolf Hitler.   

“If this was a synagogue,” they said, “would you invite Adolf Hitler?” 

 

My best friends at law school were a Negro girl and a Jewish girl.  One time the three of us said 

a novena together. They were both praying to find a husband, and I was praying to pass the bar 

exam. All three of us got what we wanted.   

 

Like an inter-racial game of “Go Fish.” 

 

And somehow, I was being equated with Adolf Hitler. 

 

(LOUISE removes her glasses, places them on the desk, closes the scrapbook and puts it 

very neatly in its spot.) 

 

So be it.  If that was Louise Day Hicks in their eyes… 

 

But I knew who I was.  I was a mother and have always been true to my vision of what Boston 

is, was, could and should be. 

 

 (LOUISE stands.) 

 

When the State Legislature enacted the Racial Imbalance Act in 1965, I was as shocked as 

anybody.  Why were they insisting on forcing the idea of segregation? 

 

I had been on the Boston School Committee.  I knew from the inside what the schools were like.   

These were outsiders telling us what was wrong with our public schools without having been in 

those schools themselves.   

 

You want to know what the schools are like? 

 

Ask a mother.   

 

It didn’t matter that my kids didn’t attend the public schools, all schools were the same, be they 

parochial, public, black or white.   

 

I knew Boston and I knew its school system. 

 

And I knew the NAACP and its backstabbing ways. 

 

At times, it felt like I was battling a fatal disease that was taking my breath little by little.  You 

want to give up, throw in the towel, but each remaining breath pushes you forward. 
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You’re never really ready to end the fight, until there are no battles left.  But then, in Boston, 

there were plenty of battles to be won. 

 

I was not against desegregation.  I was against busing.  And there’s a big difference. 

 

Ray Flynn himself said it, as he held a sign at an all-night rally to protest the Racial Imbalance 

Act. 

 

 (image of Ray Flynn, pictured center, with LOUISE, holding an anti-“Racial Imbalance” 

 sign, appears on upstage wall.) 

 

 
 

He said he thought the label “racist” was really unfair to people against busing, and would prefer 

to call us “advocates for parental rights.” 

 

Even with his views, Ray Flynn would go on to become Mayor of Boston.  My loss was 

attributed to my political opinions, which were the same as his, which leads me to believe gender 

did play a role in my defeat. 

 

 (image is minimized and moved to the side.) 

 

But there was no time for backward glances.  I couldn’t change what was, but I could help to 

shape the future. 

 

There was no segregation.  I said it then, and I say it now. 

 

None of us could have predicted what was going to come or how to go about fighting it.  But we 

all agreed we had to go to battle, to fix what was wrong, and I worked closely with members of 

the NAACP.  And then Ruth Batson, calling me out like that. 

 

(another image of Ruth Batson is projected onto the upstage wall.  LOUISE quickly 

glances at it before turning out again.) 
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I had never done anything to her, had always admired her. 

 

“Elect a mother.” 

 

I felt like I had suddenly wandered center stage and all eyes were on me, but I didn’t know the 

script, so I just spoke from my heart. 

 

I didn’t plan any of it.  People say I did it for publicity, political gain…I was on the school 

committee, political favors weren’t exactly raining down on my head.   

 

When I ran for school committee, my own brothers wondered why I would run for something so 

slight, so inconsequential in the world of politics. 

 

But I was not a politician, not a real politician.   

 

I spoke from the heart and being on the school committee allowed me to help the people I felt 

closest to. 

 

The mothers. 

 

Perhaps because my own mother died when I was fourteen.   

 

I always hoped she would have been proud. 

 

And my father, the Judge, would have had misgivings but would have come around. 

 

I was his little girl. 

 

I was treated like a princess in that big house, with my brothers, my husband, my sons.   

 

It wasn’t always easy, I had to play wife, mother, housekeeper…the home was the woman’s 

domain and as the only female member of my family after my mother died, a lot of those duties 

fell to me. 
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I wasn’t resentful or bitter, I had a good life, a full life and my father, the Judge, made sure I 

would never want… 

 

He may have tried to dissuade me from entering politics but I learned everything I knew from 

him, so what could he really say? 

 

The Judge had a big reputation and it was in that light I learned to be, no, was allowed to be, a 

strong and proud woman.  My father must have been the creator of women's lib because he felt 

there were no limitations to what I could do or to the opportunities I should be exposed to. 

 

There wasn’t anybody who didn’t admire him.  And with good reason. 

 

He believed in family first, maybe a sentimental notion but one that held him in good stead. 

 

Family was tantamount to happiness, and not just his own family.  He wouldn’t let anything 

stand in the way of anyone’s happiness, or in the way of what he thought was right and good. 

 

And neither would I…and when I saw all those families in need of a voice, how could I turn 

away?  I understood the system, was part of the system, but that didn’t mean I had to be part of 

the problem. 

 

All I fought for was to be part of the solution.   

 

The Judge was a wise man and always found solutions that were satisfactory for everyone.   

 

He was a shrewd business man but never let greed get in the way of compassion. 

 

If a family couldn’t pay the mortgage they owed him, he suspended their payments, only 

charging them the interest until they could catch up.  That was unheard of then, when banks 

would turn families who had fallen on hard times out into the street. 

 

But that wasn’t the Judge’s way, he never compromised his beliefs.  Did not go along with what 

everyone else was doing or followed the fashion of the day. 

 

Not for money, not for power…he stayed true to who he was. 

 

He took care of his people.  That was his driving force.   

 

The Kennedys were held up as examples of propriety and paragons of sagacity, people 

practically canonized them, but they were as corrupt as any politician, Irish or otherwise, not 

above bribes and other tactics to get what they wanted.  Not like the Judge… 

 

I was torn when the NAACP and I hit an impasse.  These were the people I stood with and 

fought with, fighting hard for equality, in schools, in jobs, in our neighborhoods…   
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But after what happened, I had to act on my own, as the Judge would have acted, without 

compromise… 

 

It is true that as humans, we make mistakes. 

 

What the NAACP did was not a mistake.  It was political manipulation and they expected me to 

bow down and accept their contrivances. 

 

I had always maintained that there was no segregation in the Boston Public Schools and when 

they turned my words around… 

 

“We regret…” 

 

I regretted nothing.  They should have been the ones with regret.  They changed what we had 

agreed to, changed what I said…I could not stand idly by and let them insult me like that. 

 

And I stood up, and I spoke…and many people heard me, and agreed with me.   

 

The black community embraced me.  At one time I commanded thirty percent of the vote in an 

all black neighborhood.  

 

And I think that may be one reason why the NAACP twisted my words.   

 

I was stepping on their territory and they didn’t like it. 

 

Political shenanigans.  My eyes were opened to the fact that political game playing and 

underhandedness were not sole property of the Irish. 

 

We hashed out a plan, six, seven hours in a room.  Me, members of Freedom House and the 

NAACP. 

 

We agreed, we came together and issued a statement echoing all our beliefs and our beliefs were 

one, we were in accordance, as I had always been with the Negroes of Boston. 

 

“Because of social issues beyond our control,” it read, “sections of our city have become 

predominately negro areas…”  

 

That was the statement we wanted to make, agreed to make. 

 

Now it read, “We regret that sections of our city have become predominately negro areas…” 

 

No more mention of “beyond our control,” as if we were duplicitous in dividing the city.   

 

There was no contrived division, still black parents were boycotting, keeping their children out 

of school as if that would fix the problems.  But a boycott was not the answer.  That was a 

flagrant disregard for the law and detrimental to the well-being of the children themselves. 
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Is this what we wanted to teach our children, that to get your way you must break the law? 

 

If we spent nearly as much time discussing education and trying to fix what was wrong as we 

had fighting non-existent segregation, we would have been a lot further along, and I thought that 

meeting with Freedom House and the NAACP was going to head us in that direction. 

 

But they took a detour, unexpected and unacceptable and there was no going back. 

 

And I was to receive the backlash of their maneuvering.   

 

People I had stood by and stood up for were now enemies. 

 

I was a mother.   

 

Ruth Batson was a mother.   

 

I was a woman.   

 

Ruth Batson was a woman. 

 

We should have come together, as women, as leaders with similar visions.   

 

But Ruth Batson was also a politician.   

 

I was a lady and when Mrs. Batson verbally attacked me, cornering me in a classroom, telling me 

I was impeding history and that a whole generation of children was lost because of me… 

 

I remained calm. 

 

Hurt…yes, but decorum must be practiced. 

 

 (the image of Ruth Batson is minimized and moved to the edge of the stage.) 

 

I don’t believe she understood what manipulation she, and the public, had been under by the 

NAACP.   

 

And I wouldn’t have known myself, unless a reporter hadn’t called me to confirm a statement 

put out, supposedly by me, from the NAACP. 

 

We made an agreement and they went back on that agreement and published statements I never 

made, using my good name for their own agenda. 

 

I didn’t see people in terms of color.  Boycotts and other actions have drawn a colored line in our 

schools that never existed before. 
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“We regret…” the statement now started…as if I had a part in the racial imbalance.  They were 

trying to make it appear as if I agreed that segregation existed. 

 

“We regret…” 

 

The only thing I regret is trusting them to do the right thing, to be upstanding and honest as I 

have always been, was raised to be by the Judge. 

 

The phrase, “we regret,” two simple words, had the power to point a finger at me…You only 

regret something you’ve done wrong.  What did I do wrong?  Me, the staunch supporter of civil 

rights and parental rights.  Parents, and not the government, should have been able to choose 

where they lived and where they wanted to send their children to school.   

 

My phone didn’t stop ringing with questions from reporters and complaints from friends and 

neighbors, some of them black, wondering why I had turned my back on the truth, way I was 

suddenly admitting to segregation. 

 

I promised them I had not changed my mind, was not admitting to any kind of segregation in the 

city of Boston, explained that I had been used by Freedom House and the NAACP. 

 

I assured my critics that not only was I was not backing down, but that I was no longer 

associated with the NAACP, and that I would refuse to work with them in the future. 

 

People of certain ethnicities like to live in neighborhoods with their own kind.  Find safety and 

comfort being among people like themselves.  Share common interests and cultural ideals. 

 

What’s wrong with that? 

   

People always have, since day one, and always will until the end of time, live among themselves.   

 

Safety in numbers, so to speak. 

 

“We regret…” 

 

Nobody was complicit in this separation of race and ethnicity in Boston.  It was more like… 

 

 (LOUISE stops, pondering, searching for just the right word or phrase.) 

 

Like natural selection. 

 

I know we are not supposed to discuss Darwin’s Theory of Evolution in mixed, religious 

company, but what would a Negro child gain by being forced to go to school in a culturally 

different neighborhood than he or she was used to?  

 

That is all I was trying to do, to protect the cultural identities of this city’s citizens. 
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I didn’t care if they were black, white, green or purple. 

 

Like wants to live with like and the NAACP and local politicians tried to make that out to be a 

bad thing. 

 

It wasn’t about segregation.  Not in my eyes.  It has always been about cultural identity.  But 

once they started throwing the words segregation and racism around, people started to question 

what they had always accepted before.   

 

Once you start a fire, it’s very difficult to put that fire out. 

 

And the NAACP lit the match, I was just trying to control the flames. 

 

The Jewish people had their sections over in Brookline, the Irish had their neighborhoods in 

South Boston and Charlestown, the Italians had the North End and East Boston, the Chinese, 

Chinatown and the blacks had Roxbury, Mattapan, parts of Dorchester and the South End… 

 

If you ask me, it’s the Irish and everyone else who were the minorities.  The blacks seemed to 

have more of this city than anyone. 

 

And I was being accused of being a segregationist?   

 

After I backed out of the dealings, called them out on their devious undertakings, the NAACP 

and Ruth Batson demanded, demanded, an immediate public acknowledgment of de facto 

segregation in the Boston public school system. 

 

I did not and would not give in to demands that were outrageous and unfounded. 

 

My standing in the black community had always been not only cordial and professional but 

friendly.  

 

But all of that changed and I felt that persecution creeping up on me from the Negro 

neighborhoods.  Just like I had in my days at Boston University. 

 

Again the outsider. 

 

So, I let the issue go, focused my attention back on the needs of the children, which was my 

primary duty as Chairwoman of the Boston School Committee.  

 

I refused to let the School Committee devote any more time to the issue of de facto segregation, 

refused to meet with any group wanting to discuss de facto segregation.  There were more 

important issues at hand.  We needed books and pencils, needed to repair the buildings and be 

sure the right and best teachers were being hired.  There was no more time to waste on political 

agendas that had no bearing on the current state of the city’s school system.  

 

And Ruth Batson wondered what history would do with me.  

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/De_facto
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Well, I couldn’t worry about history, or my legacy…all I was concerned with was standing up 

for the people who voted for me, who backed me and believed in me. 

 

As I said before, maybe some of my voters were bigoted, but I’m not bigoted and wanted no 

association with bigoted people, but the one thing I did not have the power over, was telling 

people how to vote.   

 

No one in their right mind is or was against civil rights, against integration. Only, let it come 

naturally, not by force. 

 

I was not about telling anyone what to do.   

 

I believed in freedom of choice.  And that’s what my fight had always been about. 

 

And the NAACP found a formidable foe in Louise Day Hicks. 

 

 (light fades on LOUISE.  Stage goes black.) 
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III 

 

(In the darkness, the voice of John F. Kennedy can be heard as images of racial violence 

in Alabama are projected onto the upstage wall.) 

 

 

   
 

  
 

VOICE OF J.F.K. 

Today, we are committed to a worldwide struggle to promote and protect the rights of all who 

wish to be free…It ought to be possible…for American students of any color to attend any public 

institution…without having to be backed up by troops…This is not a sectional issue. Difficulties 

over segregation and discrimination exist in every city, in every State of the Union, producing in 

many cities a rising tide of discontent that threatens the public safety… It is better to settle these 

matters in the courts than on the streets, and new laws are needed at every level…We are 

confronted primarily with a moral issue… If an American, because his skin is dark…cannot send 

his children to the best public school available…cannot enjoy the full and free life which all of 

us want, then who among us would be content to have the color of his skin changed and stand in 
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his place… I am, therefore, asking the Congress to enact legislation giving all Americans the 

right to be served in facilities which are open to the public… 

 

(The images are minimized and move to the side as light rises on LOUISE.  She is on the 

telephone, her back to the audience.  She speaks quietly.). 

 

LOUISE 

Thank you.  Please keep me informed. 

 

(she hangs up the phone, turns out and speaks.) 

 

I remember the day John F. Kennedy, President Kennedy himself called me.  Governor Wallace 

was blocking the entrance to the schools in Alabama, race riots were consuming city 

streets…and President Kennedy was asking me to make amends with the NAACP.  To forego 

my own values because he, they, were afraid riots might start erupting here, in the streets of 

Boston, if I kept my fight going.   

 

I was stunned. 

 

The Judge would have been so proud that the President was calling me for advice.   

 

But I couldn’t do what they wanted.  I vowed, devoted myself to protecting the neighborhoods of 

Boston.  Relying on both the opinions of my voters and my acumen.  My people were relying on 

me to follow my instincts and my instinct was to not give in to the wave of racial paranoia being 

fed to us from distant pockets of the country. 

 

We were in Boston, whereas they were in Washington D.C., running scared by the events in 

Alabama.  So afraid of stepping on the toes of those crying race, that there was talk of a 

judgeship for me if I capitulated. 

 

A judgeship.  Another Judge in the Day Family.  That would have made my father the proudest 

of all… 

 

No, what would have made him the proudest of all was my standing up for what I believed in, 

standing up to anybody, including the President of the United States.   

 

How could I turn my back on the little people, the people my father made me promise to protect 

and take care of?  Where would they be without me?  This was my city and nobody in 

Washington D.C., not even the President himself was going to make me break a promise, a 

promise made to my dying father, a promise made to the people who were relying on me to be 

their voice. 

 

A call from the President of the United States.  I thought that was the most important phone call 

of my life, until that morning in 1965.  I had just been informed that Massachusetts was 

legislating a Racial Imbalance Act, ordering school districts to desegregate or risk losing state 

educational funding. 
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This no longer felt like America…where was the freedom to choose?   

 

Did the Bill of Rights mean anything anymore? 

 

First bribing me with a judgeship, now threatening to cut my funding.  To let the schools fall 

apart, to displace all those children if I didn’t do their bidding? 

 

That was Irish politics at its best…no, even worse, that was not politics at all, Irish or otherwise, 

that was Communism, pure and simple and I was not going to sit idly by…   

 

Never before had a law like this been enacted, giving the right to force integration in non-

segregated schools, taking the decisions out of the hands of the parents and putting it into the 

courts.  

 

But it was no longer about the schools.  Everyone was getting involved, every black leader and 

Negro organization.   

 

And nobody would confront them to ask them why, even when their violence was filling the 

streets of our great cities. 

 

Their violence.  White citizens weren’t burning and looting the cities.  It was the rise of groups 

like the Black Panthers, whom J. Edgar Hoover called, “the greatest threat to the internal security 

of the country.”  

 

Why were they doing this? 

 

Why were they taking the plight of innocent school children and turning into a race war?  Where 

were the police and politicians then?  Why was nobody stopping these hoodlums and thugs, who 

were giving the decent Negro a bad name? 

 

I wasn’t talking about stopping them by fire hoses and beatings and arrests, I was simply asking 

to stop the charge of segregation, to stop the insinuations of race inequality.   

 

There was nothing wrong with the status quo.  Why couldn’t things be left alone to follow their 

own course? 

 

Because the liberals in charge were afraid to stand up to the black militants and tell them, “No.”   

 

Well, I wasn’t afraid.  I was elected to do a job, to head the School Committee and special 

interest groups were not going to dictate how I did my job. 

 

I knew then that this was going to leave a bad taste in a lot of people’s eyes. 

 

I applied for a gun permit.  Civility seemed to be a thing of the past.  I was threatened, they 

called my house, I feared for my life, the lives of my sons, my husband.  But I would not give up 

the fight for freedom. 
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It wasn’t just physical threats, there were also public attacks on my character.   

 

People like Ruth Batson and Rev. Dr. Virgil Wood. 

 

(LOUISE paces the stage, lost in reverie, as an image of Dr. Virgil Wood is projected 

onto the upstage wall.) 

 
 

 
 

Dr. King was in Boston, speaking at the Boston Common.  A wonderful man, who was trying to 

do right by his people as I was trying to do right by mine. 

 

Why can he speak his mind and be honored, whereas when I speak mine I am maligned and 

criticized?  He and I wanted the same things, had the same goals.  But mine were looked at as 

racist, as hateful.   

 

How could the freedom to choose be considered hateful? 

 

  (LOUISE stops, caught up short as she suddenly sees the image of Dr. Wood.) 

 

It was a simple junior high graduation.  The Patrick Campbell Middle School.  I was there in 

good faith.  As Chairwoman of the Boston School Committee, it was my duty to be involved in 

all the schools across the city. 

 

All those wonderful Negro children, sitting there on stage… 

 

 (LOUISE clicks her tongue in satisfaction as she remembers.)  

 

Dressed so neatly and so well behaved.  I couldn’t believe my eyes. 

 

It was supposed to be a celebration but some made it a political soapbox, using Dr. King’s 

presence in Boston as an excuse to start trouble, and I was the target.   
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I was asked not to attend, had been advised that my presence might cause upset. 

 

But I was not going to hide, had never hidden in my life and was not going to start then. 

 

I would not be bullied out of my duties to this city.  I refused to bow to President Kennedy, I was 

certainly not going to bend to agitators and trouble makers. 

 

There were plain-clothes policemen put on duty to protect me. 

 

People protesting outside. 

 

And there was Virgil Wood.   

 

Lying in wait.   

 

There was no other way to explain his presence and his speech, the way he acted…screaming 

like a crazy man… 

 

(as LOUISE vacillates between imitating the Reverend Virgil Wood and herself, the light 

changes for each characterization, from the exaggerated Wood, to the demure, soft-

spoken LOUISE.  She falls into the character of a thunderous, wild-eyed, eye-rolling, 

howling, stereo-typical caricature of a black, southern preacher, as light shifts.) 

 

A foul enemy of ours has been brought into this place… 

 

 (back to her normal tone as light shifts.) 

 

He said as he stormed the stage. 

 

 (as Wood.) 

 

If this were a synagogue… 

 

 (as herself.) 

 

The audience erupted into chaos. 

 

 (as Wood.) 

 

Would you invite Adolf Hitler? 

 

(as herself.) 

 

I remained seated… 

 

 (as Wood.) 
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Is Mrs. Hicks interested in our children? 

 

 (as herself.) 

 

Calm… 

 

(as Wood.) 

 

You are a trespasser here, Mrs. Hicks… 

 

(as herself.) 

 

Displayed no anger… 

 

 (as Wood.) 

 

You don’t belong here… 

 

 (as herself.) 

 

Refused to let him get to me… 

 

 (as Wood.) 

 

Go home… 

 

 (as herself.) 

 

Would not give him that satisfaction.   

 

 (as Wood, making an exaggerated Sign of the Cross as if exorcising demons.) 

 

I ask you to leave… 

 

(light resumes its normal brightness as LOUISE sits at her desk chair, legs crossed at the 

ankles, hands folded in her lap.  She remains silent, as the image of Virgil Wood is 

minimized and moved to the side.  After a few moments, she speaks.) 

 

The children were obviously dismayed by such a vulgar display and were very upset, some 

crying, some hugging me…all they wanted was their diplomas.   

 

Virgil Wood was hustled outside but just as quickly carried back in, as a hero, by a group of 

young black men.  It was the first time I felt fear in the presence of the colored.  I was relieved 

when some policemen entered to escort me out to safety. 

 



32 | Louise: a one-woman phenomenon 

 

But I never let on.  Sometimes it is better to remain silent when you are expected to be enraged.  

Some might see it as a subtle form of revenge.  I never was a vengeful person.  It was simply a 

way of remaining in control.  Lose control and you lose everything.  Nobody was ever going to 

see me sweat. 

 

(after a few moments of dejected silence, LOUISE speaks.) 

 

Appropriately enough, the next day was Bunker Hill Day…to be celebrated in the shadow of the 

Bunker Hill Monument, a monument to independence and freedom. 

 

(LOUISE stands, her spirits lifted, as an image of the Bunker Hill Monument is projected 

on the upstage wall.) 

 

 
 

(as she speaks, LOUISE get her gloves, puts them on and hangs her bag from her wrist.) 

 

The Battle of Bunker Hill, June 17th, 1775.  The fight to be free from British rule and to form a 

new nation, a new government that would promise equal rights to all its people.  Freedoms 

unheard of in other countries and those freedoms had been trampled and ignored at the Patrick 

Campbell Middle School the night before. 

 

There is some confusion as to the meaning behind the Battle of Bunker Hill.  It is often thought 

of as the battle that drove the British soldiers further out of Boston and the colonies. 

 

In truth, the colonists lost the battle of Bunker Hill.   

 

As Americans we don’t like to admit defeat, but it’s the strong person who can admit when 

they’ve been defeated, when they’ve made a mistake, when they’ve been wrong.  I was always 

willing to admit my mistakes and to cut my losses with dignity and grace. 

 

But what made the Battle of Bunker Hill so significant was that the colonists never backed down.  

The British lost many soldiers in that battle and were made well aware that the colonists were not 

going to be frightened away, were not going to give in and give up.  The British soldiers and 

indeed the King of England himself, had underestimated the will of the colonists to be free and 

the battle of Bunker Hill was a show of strength and endurance. 
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As I had shown my strength and would prove to the people of Boston that I was not going to be 

frightened away by threats and public assaults on my character.   

 

Bunker Hill Day was celebrated wildly by the residents of Charlestown, a small, one square mile 

neighborhood at Boston’s northernmost tip.  A proud neighborhood, proud of its heritage.  A 

hard working-class neighborhood where families flourished under the symbol of freedom. 

 

(as she speaks she crosses and re-crosses the stage, excited, happy, waving to people in 

the crowd, the sounds of a brass band can be heard playing in the background, a 

patriotic march, along with the roar of a happy crowd.  The image of the Bunker Hill 

Monument is minimized and moved to the side, replaced by an image of LOUISE, riding 

through the crowded streets atop an open convertible.) 

 

 
 

As I rode through the crowded streets during the annual Bunker Hill Day Parade, I could hear the 

people cheering, shouting my name.  It was an exhilarating feeling and took away some of the 

pain of the previous night’s incident with Virgil Wood. 

 

The sidewalks were packed tight, smiling, happy faces, people waving flags.   

 

As my car, an open convertible, slowly made its way through the narrow streets, with me 

perched atop the back seat, the sunshine on my face…I caught a glimpse of a small boy.  No 

more than five or six years old. 

 

He was running beside the car, looking up at me, waving, trying to keep pace.  I looked down at 

that smiling face, his shock of black hair against the creamy whiteness of his skin… 

 

He seemed so happy.  I could tell his mother dressed him meticulously.  His navy blue shorts and 

blue and white striped shirt, all pressed and clean but for the unmistakable light orange stain of a 

melted cream-sicle smeared across his tiny chest…and I knew his mother would be angry that he 

had gotten himself dirty.  But she needn’t have been, it was a celebration.  School was ending, 

summer was coming, and children were playing in the streets, free and happy. 

 

Then it crossed my mind that the little boy had been following us for quite some distance and I 

wondered what his mother must be feeling, was she nervous and worried? 
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I am sure worry and anxiety crossed her mind but she could take comfort in the fact that the boy 

was surrounded by family and friends.  He was safe and I knew no harm would come to him in 

that happy, neighborhood crowd.   

 

We turned a corner and I lost sight of him but I knew he was safe.  Knew I was safe, needed no 

police escorts, as safe as I was in my own back yard among the people I cared for in South 

Boston. 

 

(the music and sounds fade, as the image of the car is minimized and moved to the side.  

LOUISE stops as well, standing still as she has a revelation.) 

 

That sweet little boy with the toothless grin, the innocence of an ice-cream stain…how would he 

feel being forced to a school out of this neighborhood, out from under the eyes of everyone who 

cared about him?  With strangers, new faces, new teachers.  How scared would he be when 

school started up and he was ripped from the arms of his mother in September?  Because that’s 

what would happen if the politicians and liberals kept pushing to implement the Racial 

Imbalance Act.  Children like that innocent, happy, little boy would face nothing but chaos and 

confusion. 

 

And fear. 

 

I would not let that happen.  So much unnecessary upset.  Hurt.  And for what?  To address a 

situation that did not exist. 

 

I could still hear the cheering of the crowd in my ears, could see that little boy in my mind and I 

knew what I had to do. 

 

The answer came to me in the form of that little boy, like a little angel, running beside me, 

guiding me… 

 

The black community may have turned me away, but I had not yet finished the fight.  There were 

still others who needed my help and I could now turn my attentions to them.  I knew that the 

School Committee wouldn’t be enough to accomplish my goals, knew that for real change to 

happen I would have to run for Mayor of the city of Boston. 

 

(Maurice Chevalier can again be heard singing “Louise,” this time very loudly, as light 

fades.) 
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IV 

 

(In the darkness, applause, as images of LOUISE campaigning are projected against the 

upstage wall.)   

 

       
 

 

       
 

(Light rises as LOUISE makes her way to the podium, waving.  She looks around the 

crowded auditorium, ecstatic.  She bellows.) 

 

My chapeau is in the ring 

 

(LOUISE continues waving as the applause is cut by the piercing opening chords of 

MC5- “Motor City is Burning.”  Images of LOUISE are suddenly replaced by film 

footage of the 1967 Detroit Riots.) 
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(LOUISE continues to smile and wave as she silently speaks over the music.  Her voice is 

only heard, mid-sentence, as the lyrics to the song start, her voice competing to be heard 

over the volume of the song.) 

 

I understand the problems we face every day, and I say now that color is a very poor basis for 

making any kind of decision, whether those decisions have to do with the city’s schools or 

housing for the poor.   

 

My contention has always been that mothers do not want their little children bused, and I am 

confident that this point of view is as strong in the ghetto areas as it is in South Boston.   

 

I oppose open housing laws, because a landlord has the right to protect his property and 

investment, and may have many reasons for not wanting to rent or sell to specific people or 

families.    

 

Let’s silence the critics, who want to make this about race.   

 

Look what’s happening in Detroit.  Well, Boston is not Detroit, and if elected, I will keep race 

riots from our streets. 

 

A vote for me is a vote for the freedoms granted to us by our forefathers… 

And I promise, I will fight for rent control, better street lighting, more playgrounds and elderly 

housing, and a residency requirement so suburbanites cannot hold city jobs. 

I want to take Boston back from the politicians and activists and give it back to you, the people 

of Boston… 

 

(the film stops as thunderous applause overtakes the song as light fades.  When light 

rises, it is quiet.  LOUISE is at the desk, ripping the “HICKS for MAYOR” sign from the 

side of the desk where it is taped.  She begins to roll it up, but starts tearing it furiously 

instead.  When she is finished, she looks with dismay at the pieces of paper on the floor 

and stoops to pick them up, throwing them in the wastepaper basket as she speaks.) 
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I shouldn’t have been discouraged, and I wasn’t, not really.  Disappointed, tired, confused…But 

after the initial results and the shock were behind me, I realized it was a close race.  Twelve-

thousand votes.   

 

Only twelve-thousand votes and that was with the Boston Globe behind him, goes to show you 

what might have happened if… 

 

But, there was no time for hindsight, finger-pointing or name-calling.  There was still work to be 

done.  

 

Sitting idly by and licking my wounds was not going to help anyone, including me. 

 

In some ways it felt as if my life wasn’t my own anymore.  I had become a more prominent 

public person, even after losing my Mayoral bid.   

 

I was followed by reporters, endless phone calls, some praising me for my stand, some blaming 

me for exacerbating the problem.    

 

But nobody offered any solution other than busing. 

 

Forcing any situation, no matter what it is, does not yield results, it only creates more problems, 

in this case, anger and civil disobedience.  We all witnessed what happened in Detroit and I 

would do everything in my power to see that that did not happen in Boston. 

 

Boston was not Birmingham, but it could very easily have become Detroit the way passions on 

both sides were heating up. 

 

The fear was real and it was that fear which drove a wedge between the people of Boston.  It was 

race-baiting that propelled the divide between black and white. 

 

We had always gotten along peaceably here, had always maintained one city separated by 

neighborhood, not color. 

 

And the school system’s open enrollment policy negated any evidence of segregation.  

 

Segregation was when laws forced a separation of the people. 

 

There were no laws in Boston that dictated a person must go to a certain school because of his or 

her race.  That was segregation…our students had open enrollment. 

 

I have always been about honest and open discussion on the subject, but smear campaigns and 

personal insult were only adding fuel to the fire that was starting to grow and I could no longer 

control the flames. 
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People were confused by the Racial Imbalance Act.  Many thought it applied only to Boston 

schools, but it was a state-wide mandate, that was completely ignored by almost every other city 

and town outside of Boston and Springfield, the two most diverse cities in the state. 

 

The law stated that no school could be more than fifty percent black.  Did that then mean that 

they could be no more than fifty-percent white?   

If so, then why were all-white schools in other cities not considered racially imbalanced?  Why 

were they exempt?   

 

Go look in Lexington, Concord…a white student body, just like South Boston, Charlestown and 

East Boston.   

 

I didn’t hear any offers coming from the liberal, rich whites of Newton and Wellesley to open 

their schools to black students.  The very ones who were calling me racist because I would not 

force children out of their schools were not bringing any options to the table, they just brought 

their criticisms and their judgments…and nobody, nobody, was calling them out on it.   

 

If the suburbs were so interested in solving the problems of the Negro, why didn’t they build 

subsidized housing for them? 

 

Maybe because the politicians behind those laws were also residents of wealthy, white suburbs 

and could easily and safely say how Boston should be run without getting their hands dirty. 

 

Seems everybody wanted to keep their noses clean, but were more than willing to place the 

blame for all the city’s race problems squarely on my shoulders, were happy to drag me through 

the mud. 

 

Let them. 

 

I had nothing to hide.   

 

They had the right to speak, as did I, the very right I was fighting for, the right to choose and to 

speak up and be heard. 

 

The only difference is I was not trying to force my opinions and beliefs on anyone, I was 

standing up for myself and those who believed in what I was saying.   

 

There were plenty of speeches being made from all sides of the issue, lots of talk, and not all the 

talk was productive.   

 

But things were happening so quickly, day to day, customs and traditions were being changed, 

disappearing. 

 

It was a very exciting time. 
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Kathrine Switzer became the first woman to run the Boston Marathon.  Women were making 

great strides in politics.  The Equal Rights Amendment was introduced.  Women’s groups were 

fighting for equal pay for the same jobs as men and legislation was passed that promised equal 

rights on the job force for men and women. 

 

Inequalities were being battled all across this great nation and steps were being taken to ensure 

those rights.  Racial equality was also being promised and legislation was being passed to 

guarantee those rights as well. 

 

The colored were no more marginalized than women.  We were all fighting for the same rights… 

for everyone…and it was happening, without dismantling our schools and our neighborhoods. 

 

It was a time of great change, but the crushing blow for me came in May of 1968. 

 

I married John Hicks in 1942.  I was twenty-six.  He was a wonderful man, an engineer.  He was 

always behind me, supported me, though he, himself, never sought to be in the spotlight. 

 

And that is why home was my sanctuary and I refused time and again to give interviews from my 

home.  It was a place for the family to come together, a place where I could be a wife and 

mother, not a politician. 

 

The only place where life could be normal. 

 

Perhaps some of the more extreme feminists may have looked down on my notions of a fulfilling 

life simply being a wife and mother but it was true.  I adored taking care of the men of my 

family.  Loved being the home maker when I was home. 

 

Yes, I wear a skirt, wear it with pride and dignity, but I've never hidden behind it, which is more 

than some men can say 

 

And John was always waiting for me.  Always telling me that what I was doing was the right 

thing, even when it looked hopeless. 

 

And some of it felt hopeless. 

 

It may have been a time of great change, but it was also a time of great upheaval, in our streets, 

our neighborhoods and our homes, yet, we were being laughed at, Boston was being mocked. 

 

The speeches became a source of amusement and entertainment to be derided by the newspapers 

and magazines.  Boston was being satirized, and I saw nothing funny about what was happening 

in Boston, or across the country at that time. 

 

(LOUISE crosses the desk and picks up a copy of Newsweek, her picture prominently 

displayed on the cover, she flips through the magazine as an image of its cover is 

projected onto the upstage wall.) 
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When Newsweek published that piece of filth against me, saying that I was… 

 

 (LOUISE puts her glasses on and reads from the magazine.) 

 

“…The very metaphor for the growing intransigence of Bostonians and other urban middle-class 

whites left alone in the cities to face the consequences of the civil rights revolution.” 

 

 (LOUISE stops reading and looks out.) 

 

Now they were calling it a revolution and I was being stubborn and narrow-minded. 

John was there to point out that I stayed in the city to fight, I did not flee as so many had, 

fighting from the safety of a distant suburb, bringing their children up in the homogenized air of 

white privilege, sending them to schools in white suburbs that were not affected by busing, 

despite the fact that busing was supposed to be a state law, not a municipal one. 

They didn’t stop there.  Attacking me was one thing, I was in the public eye, I was fodder, but 

when it came to attacking the people I knew and cared for, its insults to Boston and its 

residents… 

 

 (again, LOUISE reads.) 

 

“Insular Irish and Italian provincials…Her Boston,” meaning mine, “is the immigrant Boston of 

Irish cops and firemen, saloon keepers and cabdrivers, longshoremen and small-time 

businessmen.”  

 

My John knew how proud I was of my heritage. 

 

At least they left my family out of it. 
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Insinuating that all the Boston Irish were beer drinking, glad-handing, deal-making men and 

women in tam-o-shanters, was as racist as depicting all Negroes as eye-rolling, shuffling, 

stuttering and stammering imbeciles in straw hats and overalls. 

 

If I ever insinuated that all blacks ate fried chicken and watermelon for dinner, I would be 

publicly hunted down and tarred and feathered for such racist views, but when Newsweek said 

the Boston Irish were underhanded politicians who drank too much, everyone laughed. 

 

As if we all sat around singing “Danny Boy” all day, crying into our pints. 

 

Racism is racism and it is never okay. 

 

(image of Newsweek is minimized and moved to one of the crowded sides of the upstage 

wall, as LOUISE puts the magazine back on the desk, removing her glasses.) 

 

And my John held my hand through it all, all the tears, of which there were many.  Some people 

thought of me as an “Iron Maiden.”  Nothing could have been further from the truth.  Just 

because I was a strong woman did not mean I was a heartless one.   

 

But John was right, I was still in the fight, at its very center.   

 

Where I felt I belonged. 

 

There were many hardships along the way, sleepless nights, victories and losses.  And John was 

by my side every step of the way, guiding and supporting me, holding me up when I thought I 

had lost the fight. 

 

John Hicks, my loving husband and friend, the father of my children, passed away in May of 

1968.  

 

I still had my sons, but a son cannot take the place of a husband, just as a husband cannot take 

the place of a father.  I lost the two most important men in my life and for the first time, I felt 

alone. 

 

And scared. 

 

I thought my world was going to end. 

 

Then in June, Robert Kennedy was assassinated.  Another blow that further shattered my world. 

 

That poor Kennedy family, John in the ground, now Robert, both assassinated. 

 

Then in August, Dr. Martin Luther King was gunned down. 

  

(images of Robert Kennedy and Dr. Martin Luther King are projected onto the center of 

the upstage wall.)  
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What was happening to this world and where were we headed? 

  

I was numb.  The nation was numb. 

 

What was it all for, all this fighting and tearing each other apart, when good men could be shot in 

the street? 

 

What of their families, their children? 

 

It made me wonder if maybe we were fighting the wrong cause, maybe we should have been 

fighting against violence, gun violence, and not perpetrating further violence with all this talk of 

race and segregation. 

 

One cause is just as important as another and those three deaths, those three men, made me want 

to continue to fight, harder than ever, to see to it that nobody’s rights would be violated again.   

 

Ever. 

 

 (light fades as images are minimized and moved to the side.) 
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V 

 

(In the darkness, the opening of David Bowie’s “Space Oddity” can be heard as the 

image of The New York Times headline is projected on the upstage wall.) 

 

 
 

(light rises, LOUISE is at her desk, reading the newspaper, happy, excited.  She speaks, 

continuing to read the paper as the dialogue overlaps with the lyrics to the song.) 

 

Ground control to Major Tom 

 

 (LOUISE.) 

 

Like something out of a science fiction movie. 

 

 (song.) 

 

Ground control to Major Tom 

 

 (LOUISE.) 

 

“One small step for man, one giant leap for mankind.” 

 

 (song.) 
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Take you protein pills and put your helmet on 

 (LOUISE.) 

 

Like a miracle. 

 

 (song.) 

 

Ground control to Major Tom 

 

 (LOUISE.) 

 

As if we could achieve anything. 

 

 (song.) 

 

Commencing countdown, engines on 

 

(LOUISE.) 

 

And we did. 

 

 (song.) 

 

Check ignition and may God’s love be with you 

 

 (LOUISE.) 

 

The greatness of man. 

 

(the instrumental riff of the song begins to fade as LOUISE looks up from the paper as 

image on upstage wall fades along with the song.  LOUISE removes her glasses and 

carefully closes the newspaper, smoothing and straightening it as she looks out.) 

 

An act of glory.  But glory has an underside and life if full of pitfalls, and sometimes it’s difficult 

to remember the miracles. 

 

Those men, going up there, not knowing what they’re going to face or even if they’re going to 

return at all… 

 

The should be an inspiration to us all.  If we didn’t try, we would never know just what we are 

capable of. 

 

It takes a unique individual, a brave soul, to lead the way.  

 

And wanting to interrupt and rip apart a child’s schooling would certainly not only interfere with 

that child’s education but could very well keep that child from achieving his or her potential.  
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Our future doctors, lawyers and even astronauts could be in jeopardy because a few shortsighted 

individuals could not see the forest for the trees. 

 

 (LOUISE stands.) 

 

A few days before that miraculous, some still say unbelievable, flight to the moon, the Kennedys 

were dealt another blow.  That business at Chappaquiddick with Ted Kennedy and that young 

girl.  It was as if a curse was put on the family to be sure that no more Kennedys reached the 

White House.  Joe Kennedy’s dream of a political, family dynasty was not to be and the moon 

landing helped take some of the heat off Ted Kennedy and that awful tragedy that left that poor 

girl dead. 

 

Despite the scandal, Ted Kennedy would and did remain in politics, a Massachusetts, and 

Boston, stalwart.   

 

The Boston Irish, so spitefully ridiculed in the press, had kept the Kennedys afloat and we all 

knew that Ted would support us in our endeavors to stop what was most certainly coming to a 

boil. 

 

Kennedy’s constituents wanted nothing to do with court-ordered busing but the agitators and 

dissenters were pushing to force desegregation, at any cost.  

 

And since I was at the forefront of the fight to protect citizens’ rights, and since I was not 

unknown to the Senator, I knew that if the time came, I could rely on his unmitigated support for 

our cause. 

 

The Kennedys had proven their dedication to civil rights, and now our civil rights, the civil rights 

of the very people who not only put Ted Kennedy in office, but kept him in office, were being 

violated and Ted would have no choice but to stand with us.  To lend his voice to the fight for 

freedom. 

 

Lend his voice and his support. 

 

Of that I was sure. 

 

After his recent…accident…he would need us more than ever if he wanted to keep his seat in the 

Senate. 

 

As long as he had our backs, we would have his.   

 

(light dims as a tight spot rises on the podium, as the image of a “Louise Day Hicks for 

Congress” button is projected onto the upstage wall.) 
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(LOUISE crosses to the podium and stands, silent, surveying her audience.  When she  

finally speaks, she tries to keep her voice soft, conversational, but it grows in volume and 

passion as she proceeds.) 

 

The civil rights leaders have found a scapegoat.  If it has to be me, so be it.   

 

My conscience is clear.   

 

Community leader Mel King, who himself had run for school committee on numerous occasions, 

and lost, has said of me, addressing his own people that, "The best thing that ever happened to us 

was Mrs. Hicks. She woke us up.”   

 

Other leaders in the Negro community also expressed similar notions in stating that I am not 

familiar with the “urban experience” or the problems of the “inner city.”   

 

No words could be further from the truth, but I must defend myself and say that I had always 

been part of this city, not inner, not outer. 

 

But now there are those trying to further divide us by designating some areas as “inner” and 

“urban…”   

 

So be it.  The names don’t change the problems faced by the people of this city, both “inner” and 

“outer.”   

 

 (image is minimized and moved to the side as LOUISE steps down from the podium.) 

 

I may not have been elected Mayor of Boston, but I had made it to the Boston City Council, to 

Washington in the House of Representatives, and I owed nobody any favors. 

 

I did it on my own. 

 

My own beliefs. 

 

My own convictions. 
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My own intentions. 

 

To keep busing from our city streets. 

 

(as LOUISE sits at her desk, chanting can be heard.  “Here we go, Southie, here we go.”  

Over and over again as LOUISE sits, pouring over papers, briefs.  Frustrated, she 

removes her glasses, stands, stretches as chant fades.) 

 

Desperate people do desperate things.   

 

We were being sued.  Not me personally, but it felt like that.  James Hennigan, sitting chair of 

the Boston School Committee was being sued by Tallulah Morgan and fourteen other parents on 

behalf of the NAACP. 

 

Fourteen parents…   

 

Fourteen out of how many hundreds?   

 

Fourteen parents and the NAACP were going to unleash a fury never before seen in Boston.   

 

Fourteen parents and the NAACP were going to cause upset that would definitively tear the city 

of Boston apart.  Leave wounds that would take years to heal. 

 

Fourteen parents… 

 

And the NAACP was leading the march for such a small number. 

 

I was not going to watch as James Hennigan was accused and publicly branded a bigot simply 

because he was on the School Committee.  I knew how that felt, and I would not, could not, as a 

member of the Boston City Council and the House of Representatives, turn my back as a gang, 

because that’s what they were akin to, a gang of trouble-makers were flying in the face of what 

other Negroes obviously wanted.   

 

If the problems the NAACP seemed so concerned with were real, why were only fourteen 

parents willing to stand up and fight?   

 

If they wanted a fight, I was not going to back down. 

 

All this trouble was started outside of Boston, the suburbanites and politicians who lived 

nowhere near Boston, the organizations and groups with roots in other cities that did have 

segregation. 

 

It became a war, a political war and a violent one. 

 

All wars have their generals, their officers, foot soldiers and victims. 
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And this war was no different. 

 

(LOUISE goes back to the desk, puts her glasses on and picks up a dictionary, flipping 

through to the “Ps”.  She reads.) 

Pixie- an imaginary creature that looks like a small person and has magical powers.  Specifically, 

a cheerful mischievous sprite, or a usually petite vivacious woman or girl 

Despite what she called herself, there was nothing “pixie-ish” about Elvira Palladino. 

 

 (an aside to the audience.) 

 

We were very different people. 

 

(LOUISE replaces the dictionary on the desk, removing her glasses, as an images of 

Elvira “Pixie” Palldino is projected on upstage wall.) 

 

 

   
 

I have to admit, I was slightly amused by her “antics” at first but soon came to be shocked at the 

way she would speak and act out in public.  Seemingly no concept of the word reticence, no 

understanding that you could catch more flies with honey than vinegar and she was full of 

pis…well, she was full of “something” and vinegar. 

 

 (an amused aside.) 

 

I almost resorted to speaking like she did. 

 

 (her normal tone.) 

 

And no, contrary to popular belief, she did not punch Ted Kennedy, though that kind of behavior 

was not beneath her.  She talked like a truck driver and acted like a prize fighter. 

 

The Judge would not have approved of her or her faction of ROAR.   

 

East Boston. 
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Now I have had nothing but respect for the Italians of this city.  Wonderful people and my family 

and I have often dined at Jeveli’s in East Boston… 

 

 (zeroing in in an audience member, playfully.) 

 

Jeveli’s, with a “J,” still there, still family run… 

 

 (speaking genrally.) 

 

We’d have cannolis… 

 

Always a pleasant time.  But there were some Italians who were a little hot-headed. 

 

Obviously I don’t mean all of them, but Elvira Palladino undoubtedly possessed a 

certain…volatility. 

 

I had kept busing from the city’s schools since the Racial Imbalance Act was established.  For 

almost eight years, since 1965, my efforts have kept the streets of Boston safe for everyone.  

Now there were cries to step up the efforts to prevent the latest attack from the legal system, and 

“Pixie” Palladino wanted to lead the charge. 

 

She believed in belligerent, outspoken tactics that boarded on the violent.   

 

(the image of “Pixie” Palldino is moved to the side collage as another image replaces it, 

that of “Pixie” being arrested.) 

 

 
 

I was never arrested, but I think “Pixie” thrived on, I hate to say it, the attention.  There were 

some mothers who seemed more intent on getting their names and faces in the newspaper than 

actually being constructive to the cause. 

 

 (the image of “Pixie’s” arrest in minimized and moved to the side.) 
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There was a new drive and whether that was brought on by Judge Garrity’s edict, or by the 

mothers’ willingness to put themselves in harm’s way, despite the fact they had children who 

needed them back home, was anybody’s guess. 

 

In his decision Judge W. Arthur Garrity stated that, “the entire school system of Boston was 

unconstitutionally segregated.” 
 

Being a lawyer, I correctly pointed out in the court order, Hennigan v. Morgan, that the 

offending federal judge was unable to determine "precisely" which schools were allegedly 

segregated. 

 

But the fight was taking a turn for the worse, and there was no longer anything I could do to 

quell the tide, as I had before. 

 

There were new dimensions, a different mind-set.  It no longer seemed to be about the children, 

but about personal beliefs and behaviors. 

 

And some of those beliefs did seem to be about race. 

 

 (light fades as all images on stage disappear.  The stage is black.) 
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VI 

 

(The words “PHASE I” are projected on the upstage wall as the chanting “Here we go 

Southie, here we go,” can again be heard.  As the chant fades, LOUISE is at the desk.  

She is typing on a large, noisy typewriter.  After a moment, she looks up and speaks.) 

 

Judge Arthur Garrity ruled that the Boston school system was unconstitutionally divided, writing 

that school officials “knowingly carried out a systematic program of segregation affecting all of 

the city’s students, teachers, and facilities and have intentionally brought about and maintained a 

dual school system.” 

 

Unconstitutional, intentional, systematic… 

 

 (LOUISE looks down and reads aloud as she continues typing.) 

 

This has never been about racism, as I have stated many times, this is about patriotism and 

liberty.  Forced busing is an infringement on our rights, and Judge Arthur Garrity’s ruling is 

nothing more than the same kind of tyranny inflicted on the colonists during the revolutionary 

period, a type of tyranny that led to war.  If this order is enforced and busing is implemented, 

then we can do nothing but stand up and fight for our lost liberty.  It is against our children’s best 

interest to send them to school in crime-infested Roxbury… 

 

(LOUISE stops typing, removes her glasses and picks up a report.  She stands, holding 

the report, as she speaks.) 

 

Michael Flaherty and William Bulger were in agreement and along with me, we adopted and 

signed a “Declaration of Clarification,” outlining our views so we could not be misquoted, 

misconstrued or misunderstood. 

 

Everyone would know how we felt. 

 

I felt like John Hancock signing the “Declaration of Independence,” because that is exactly what 

we were fighting for, our independence. 

 

But we were also fighting for the safety of our children.     

 

The Boston police chief himself, sent this report to the Boston Globe, specifically stating that… 

 

 (LOUISE squints as she tries to read without her glasses.) 
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Districts 2, 3 and 4, namely, Roxbury, the Dorchester-Mattapan neighborhoods and the South 

End had the worst crime in Boston. 

 

South Boston was District 7. 

 

District 2, Roxbury, had seventy murders. 

 

District 7, South Boston, had 10 murders 

 

District 2 had 6 manslaughters 

 

South Boston had 0. 

 

District 2 had 196 rapes. 

 

South Boston had 7. 

 

District 2 had 3,851 robberies. 

 

South Boston had 144. 

 

And District 2 had 1,450 aggravated assaults. 

 

South Boston had 84. 

 

 (satisfied, LOUISE crosses and puts the report on the desk.  She speaks.) 

Blindly crying “segregation” was an oversimplification and an easy way to garner support for the 

Negros, but it ignored the fact that the way "desegregation" was implemented was dangerous.  

The working class, white students who were forced to go to school in black neighborhoods knew 

they would not be welcomed with open arms. 

Now, I knew very well that all the colored couldn’t be blamed for all the crime over there, just as 

not all whites could not be blamed for crime in other parts of the city, and our concern was never 

that white children should never go to school with black children, our concern was safety. 

 

And anyone with the sense God gave a goat, could clearly see that crime was much worse in 

Roxbury than it was in South Boston. 

 

How did they expect these white students to learn while constantly in fear for their safety?  The 

black students wouldn’t be the targets, besides, Negros in those areas were used to handling that 

kind of environment. 

 

(light dims on stage as it rises on podium.  LOUISE crosses and takes her place behind it.  

She speaks.)  
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If the Negro lacks mobility in finding housing, that is one thing, but the School Committee 

cannot be held responsible for all the Negro problems.  I believe the children are being used as 

political pawns and I blame the radical agitators and pseudo-liberals of the counterculture.  If this 

continues, white women can no longer walk the streets of Boston in safety and that justice has 

come to mean special privileges for the black man and the criminal.  Look to the black militants 

who tyrannize our cities, our neighborhoods and our schools, creating chaos and disruption.  I 

will never allow children, black or white, to be forcibly removed from the safety of their 

neighborhood schools.  Neighborhood schools for neighborhood children.  Let’s get the civil 

rights infiltrators out of Boston, before it happens here…let’s get the traitors of every kind out of 

our city, out of our schools…I have guarded your children well.  I will continue to defend the 

neighborhood school as long as I have a breath left in my body.  You know where I stand. 

 

(light fades on the podium as LOUISE comes down right and stands.  She speaks quietly, 

mournfully.) 

 

Judge Arthur Garrity began Phase I of his busing plan On September 12, 1974.  This phase only 

applied to neighborhoods where whites and blacks lived near each other.  The other white 

neighborhoods of Charlestown, East Boston and the North End were excluded. 

 

South Boston was about to become a war zone. 

 

(the words “PHASE I,” fade as images of busing in South Boston are projected rapidly 

on the upstage wall, overlapping, coming in quick succession.) 

 

   
 

   

https://www.bing.com/images/search?q=South+Boston+Busing+Riots&view=detailv2&&id=8C8EAAA9F25830449407FBFDF685E3311B33C27D&selectedIndex=9&ccid=Mnksd8Hj&simid=608026237506355498&thid=OIP.M32792c77c1e33100ebc8468ac2e68d93o0


54 | Louise: a one-woman phenomenon 

 

 
 

(LOUISE speaks as an instrumental version the “The Star Spangled Banner” plays, 

along with the chanting of “Here we go, Southie, here we go,” and, “Hell no, we won’t 

go.”  Sirens and a screaming crowd can also be heard.  A cacophony of sound, 

deafening.) 

 

I knew these people and knew that fear would give way to violence.   

 

But I never could have guessed just how bad it would become. 

 

Never could have imagined that some would even result in death.   

 

In one incident, three blacks attacked a white woman in Roxbury, doused her with gasoline, and 

set her on fire.  

 

Later that week, in revenge of the white women’s death, whites living in the projects terrorized 

black families nearby. 

 

A gang of whites broke the rear window of a car belonging to a white man married to a black 

woman. When he ran from his apartment to confront the vandals he was severely beaten. 

Black teenagers in Roxbury threw rocks at a white man's car and caused him to crash. They 

pulled him out and crushed his skull with nearby paving stones. When police arrived, the man 

was surrounded by a crowd of 100 chanting "Let him die" while lying in a coma from which he 

never recovered. 

 

A Haitian cab driver was picking up his wife when he was pulled from his car and beaten with a 

baseball bat in South Boston. 

In another instance, a white teenager was stabbed nearly to death by a black teenager at South 

Boston High School. The community mobbed the school, trapping the black students inside.  

The school was forced to close for a month after the stabbing. When it opened again, it was one 

of the first high schools to install metal detectors; with 400 students attending, it was guarded by 

500 police officers every day.  

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Coma
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Metal_detector
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(the sounds stop and the images fade.  LOUISE speaks.) 

 

Judge Garrity turned out the principal of South Boston High and took control himself. 

 

This was America?   

 

This was Boston, the “Cradle of Liberty?” 

 

(the image of “Soiling Old Glory” is projected onto the wall.) 

 

 
 

(in the silence, LOUISE lowly crosses to her desk and sits.) 
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VII 

  

(After a few moments of silence, the image fades and LOUISE speaks.) 

 

That is what I was afraid of.   

 

That is what I fought so hard to prevent.   

 

And still nobody would listen to reason. 

 

Judge Garrity was intent on implementing Phase II the next year, though this time increasing the 

plan down to first grade.  It wouldn’t be just high school students, it would be children, babies, 

like that beautiful, little boy who so happily followed me on my ride through Charlestown.   

 

Young children facing those kinds of dangers. 

The lessons of South Boston were not learned and now the residents of Charlestown were to be 

thrown into the fire. 

Judge Garrity was acting along with “Mayor Black,” as Kevin White had come to be known. 

What of our other leaders, our other politicians, elected to uphold and protect their citizens?   

How many more innocent people had to die before they would finally be forced to admit that 

busing was not the answer? 

Surely, Ted Kennedy could see our plight, the whole nation was watching. 

Would he stand up and do the right thing by ending this, or did we have to step up our efforts and 

end it ourselves? 

 

 (the words, “PHASE II,” appear on the upstage wall.)  Read “The Hill”. 
 

ROAR was organizing marches, protests and sit ins.  We still followed the peaceful example of 

Dr. King. 

 

We staged protests at the home of Judge Garrity himself, in his quiet little suburb, so he could 

get a taste of what we faced everyday. 
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His children were in private schools, as were Ted Kennedy’s.  Those people were not affected by 

any of this and based their decisions on outside opinions.  All that mattered to them was their 

public standing and political positions.  We, the people directly affected, did not matter.  

 

What did they know of our problems?  We lived in the city, not them. 

 

And where was Senator Kennedy?  He turned his back on us, had taken up the side of 

desegregation. 

 

He was a coward, as he proved at Chappaquiddick, taking off, leaving that poor girl to die, while 

he slept, not reporting it until morning. 

 

He wouldn’t show his face then, and he wouldn’t dare show his face now.  He was very good at 

hiding. 

 

He tried once, to make amends, at an early rally of ours on City Hall Plaza.  He thought he could 

speak, express the need for peaceful dialogue and win us over, while inferring that we were all 

bigots.  

 

He found out what the price of betrayal was. 

 

Now, I have never engaged in or tolerated violence in our movement of any kind, and when 

those people started shouting to shoot Senator Kennedy… 

 

Well, in my eyes, that was beyond the pale, knowing what happened to his brothers…but I could 

understand where their anger and frustration was coming from. 

 

People were upset, the lives of their children were at stake and he was siding with the enemy, 

after all our years of support. 

 

A weak moral character, which would undermine his Presidential bid just a few years later. 

 

He tried to speak, thinking he had us all in the palm of his hand and was pelted with eggs and 

tomatoes… 

 

I must admit, he remained gracious and calm even as he was chased across the plaza to the John 

F. Kennedy Federal Building, where he thought he could take refuge, again hide in the shadow 

of his brother and the family name. 

 

I do blame Ted Kennedy.  He could have stood up and taken our side as he had in the early days 

of the fight, but politics and ambition were more important than the people who once 

supported…no, not supported, exalted him.  

 

The crowd was relentless.  Chasing, screaming insults, banging on the plate glass windows of the 

Federal Building…until suddenly, one of the windows gave way, shattered under the crush of 

bodies pushing at it, banging and striking it again and again… 
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That was not the way to win. 

 

Vandalism. 

 

Destruction of property. 

 

Threats of death. 

 

Those were the very things we were fighting. 

 

People seeing that on television and splashed across the newspapers the next day would think 

nothing other than that we are all thugs. 

 

And the lawmakers would never give in to such violence, which again, was flagrant a disregard 

for the law. 

 

And the Judge taught me to respect and uphold the law, which I always have. 

 

It seemed that speaking and peaceful protests were no longer enough, but violence is never the 

answer. 

 

And the Senator’s response to all of this? 

 

 (her best Kennedy imitation.) 

 

"People feel very strongly about these issues. They're entitled to their views." 

 

We were truly on our own. 

 

And school was set to begin in Charlestown. 

 

Could we expect a repeat of the incidents at South Boston?   

 

The city sat and waited in fear, terrible fear that gripped everyone from Bunker Hill to Mission 

Hill, Blue Hill Ave, to Commonwealth Ave. 

 

There was more violence as the tactical police force tried to keep order in the streets of 

Charlestown, but were met with barricades and bricks hurled at them from the rooftops of the 

Bunker Hill Housing Project. 

 

Cars were burned. 

 

This was not simply civil disobedience; this was a riot.  Contained, it did not spread across the 

city, but erupted in pockets, every night.  But still a riot. 

 

Birmingham, Detroit…and now Boston. 
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Despite the protests, the riots and the death…the buses would still come, under heavy police 

escort, while armed guards stood on the roof of Charlestown High… 

 

(an image of Charlestown High is projected onto the upstage wall.) 

 

 
 

The images on the news were becoming commonplace, failed to shock anymore.   

 

The schools were nearly empty, day after day, students who should have been in class, were 

hanging by the monument, loitering on Bunker Hill Street. 

 

The mothers were boycotting the schools.  

 

And this time, I agreed.   

 

When the black mothers boycotted the schools back in the early sixties, when Ruth Batson and 

Freedom House began to accuse the city of racism, I disagreed with the tactic. 

 

But now, there did not seem to be any other choice.   

 

This was about safety.  Those Negros had their own ways of living in their neighborhoods, ways 

that we did not have.  They were used to that kind of lifestyle; our children were not. 

 

Perhaps if the students stayed out long enough, the lawmakers would have no choice but to 

reconsider the busing measure. 

 

I always said it was detrimental for children to remain out of school, but what would these 

students really get by going? 

 

There would be no teaching going on, no real teaching. 

 

Teachers and administrators were worried about the imminent dangers of fights and stabbings. 

 

Grievances from white students went largely ignored. 

Complaints of the vulgarity by the blacks in the classroom and nothing done about it.   
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Reports of obscene gestures and acts against the white girls from black boys.   

 

The antagonistic shoving of white girls in the corridors. 

 

No matter what happened, or who started it, there was a practice of persecuting the whites before 

the blacks. 

 

Nothing new there, the whites had been largely ignored since this all started more than ten years 

ago. 

 

Black students saw that there would be no sanctions for their behavior because the school 

administrators were afraid to step in and do what’s right, else they be labelled bigots and 

possibly lose their jobs.  

 

And busing was supposed to help?  Was supposed to solve the problems that never existed? 

 

Now there was racism, black against white and Judge Garrity, Kevin White and Ted Kennedy 

had blood on their hands, but I would get the blame. 

 

We were running out of options. 

 

And time. 

 

(image fades.  LOUISE stands, seemingly immobile, defeated.) 
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VIII 

 

(LOUISE slowly makes her way to the desk and sits.  She takes a deep breath before 

speaking.) 

 

Opponents of mine, mostly Negro activists, said that since my own children attended parochial 

schools, I had no business meddling in the public school system, that sending my children to 

private schools was proof enough that my fight was about race.   

 

My children may have gone to parochial schools but I had been part of the Boston School 

Committee since 1961, part of the Boston community my whole life. 

 

I stood for freedom and equal rights.  I did not have to have children in the public schools to 

know that busing was unconstitutional and dangerous as we had experienced with South 

Boston…and still there were those who thought busing was the answer. 

 

I never understood how they, or anyone, could paint me as a racist.  

 

Unlike others, I never used one racial epithet or slur, never said anything about anyone’s color. 

 

Paul Parks, former Chair of the Boston School Committee and Vice President of the Boston 

NAACP called me a tragic figure, saying that I became an object of hate and asked for it. 

 

Ruth Batson said a whole generation of children was lost because of me.   

 

No, a whole generation of children was lost because of busing. 

 

What did it solve?  What did it really solve? 

 

Are things any better today because of it? 

 

My concern was always for the children.  I never asked for the vitriol and threats I received. 

 

What would time, what would history do with me?   

 

Being a public person, everyone had their say after my death in October of 2003 at the age of 

87… 

 

 (image of LOUISE DAY HICKS is projected onto the upstage wall.) 
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 (LOUISE looks at the image and chuckles, fixing her hair.) 

 

There is nothing wrong with my hair. 

 

 (turning out.) 

 

It’s painful to look back and read what was written…obituaries are funny things, luckily, none of 

you will ever have to relive yours. 

 

(LOUISE crosses to the desk, sits, puts her glasses on and reads as she sifts through 

various newspapers clippings she has paper-clipped together.) 

 

Mark Feeney of the Boston Globe wrote that I was the “icon of tumult.”   

 

Katie Zezima of the New York Times wrote that I “epitomized an unwillingness to breach a 
deep-seated racial divide in deeply segregated Boston.” 
 
And Christopher Reed of “The Guardian,” wrote that I was “an opportunist for championing the 

prejudice of Irish-American Boston and its seething hatred of blacks.” 

 

(he image of LOUISE fades as LOUISE stands, removing her glasses and carefully laying 

the clippings on the desk.) 

 

I never used my political beliefs as an opportunity for anything more than the truth. 

 

And I never hated anyone, black or white.  Never meant anyone any harm. 

 

People don’t realize what I sacrificed for others, sacrificed for the cause I believed in. 

 

My personal life, the lives of my children were deeply affected by my actions. 
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Sometimes I wish now that I had spent more time with them growing up.  Not for them.  But for 

me.  When I came home at night they’d already had their dinner and I missed a lot.   

 

I'm sure it wasn't easy being the children of Louise Day Hicks.   

 

My sons, William and John…my John… 

 

 (LOUISE gasps, catching her breath as she recomposes herself.) 

 

Perhaps if I had been around more…some of what happened to them, the legal troubles, the 

problems…might have been different. 

 

Perhaps everything would have been different. 

 

I just hope we can remember the fallout, remember the violence, the hatred and the death.  I hope 

we can remember it all, so we never have to repeat it. 

 

 (tight spot closes in on LOUISE as she speaks.),  

 

I was not a monster, I was a mother, but sometimes in order to be a mother, you have to be a 

monster. 

 

(light fades as LOUISE exits.  Racist images from the history of the United States are 

displayed across the upstage wall to the strains of the song “Strange Fruit.”) 
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END OF PLAY 

 

 

 

 


