A TORMENTING MAJORITY
What can a minority of one do?

Carlotta was the first and only black student in a white high school classroom after integration began in the South. Fearful and hesitant, she was placed up front, making her an easy target for juicy spitballs. Some of these even had a bit of metal inside which made them hurt.

When they hit her cheeks and forehead she had managed to control her temper as her non-violent training sessions had taught. She was afraid, however, that the white kids would think she had no feelings like theirs because she didn't react to their attacks.

When the class would laugh uproariously as she wiped her face, she wanted to crawl out of the room and never return. So Carlotta came up with another approach.

The next time she was hit with a spitball, she stooped to the floor, picked it up, and personally delivered it back to the obviously guilty person. With all her possible charm she laid it down in front of him, smiling, and in a very friendly fashion said, ”This is yours, isn’t it?” Then she turned and, with dignity, returned to her seat. The class howled with laughter, but at her embarrassed tormentor, not at her.

See Courage in Both Hands (Hunter), p. 25.
