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G

oing
Public

him
the

credithe
deserved:he

w
as

w
illing

to
provide

land
and

su
b

sidy
so

that
thousands

of
citizens

could
afford

to
buy

hom
es

of
their

ow
n.

H
e

assigned
severalofhis

m
ostcom

petentand
creative

C
H

A
P

T
E

R
5

associates
and

com
m

issioners
to

w
ork

w
ith

our
team

.A
nd

he
re-

1
it

•
1

it
m

ained
in

an
uneasy

but
productive

relationship
w

ith
leaders

he
ivieritivieans

grudgingly
recognized,

but
clearly

never
“got.”

In
the

w
orld

of
(A

irnost)
N

othin
pow

ei
in

the
w

orld
as

itis,that’s
a

pretty
good

deal.

I
nsisting

on
recognition,

developing
the

pow
er

to
rew

ard
and

punish,
practicing

both
flexibility

and
persistence—

our
m

o
th

ers,
fathers,

and
civics

instructors
rarely

if
ever

em
phasized

these
im

portantpublic
qualities.

W
e

w
ere

taught
that

m
erit

m
attered.

Ifw
e

just
presented

the
facts

in
a

fulland
fairm

anner,ifw
e

gotthe
w

ords
right,the

slogan
right,

the
tone

right,the
photo-op

right,then
others

w
ould

realize
the

errors
of

their
w

ays
and

m
ove

in
our

direction.
‘W

e
learned

a
greatdeal

aboutw
hatoughtto

be—
how

to
describe

it,
com

m
uni

cate
it, prom

ote
it,and

defend
it—

and
very

little
aboutthe

d
an

g
er

ous
undertow

s
and

cross
currents

of
individual

and
institutional

interests.
W

e
headed

to
the

library
and

pored
overtexts.W

e
m

astered
the

m
ost

m
eritorious

research
w

ork
conducted

by
the

best
experts

in
the

field. W
e

scribbled
their

insights
on

our
index

cards
and

m
ade

our
cases

in
long

term
papers

and
intense

debates.W
e

satforhours
in

m
eaningless

hearings
so

thatw
e

could
filltw

o
m

inutes
w

ith
our

distilled
facts.B

utw
e

spentlittle
orno

tim
e

tracing
the

source
and
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the
flow

of m
oney,the

quirks
of personality,the

dense
w

ebs
ofrela

tionships,orthe
presence

and
im

pactof evil.W
hen

our opponents

rem
ained

unconvinced,
w

hen
behavior

did
not

change,
w

hen
the

neutral
m

oderates
failed

to
fill

the
seats

and
pew

s,
w

e
often

a
s

sum
ed

thatw
e

had
failed

to
m

ake
a

persuasive
case.

So
som

e
just

studied
harder,jotted

m
ore

notes,
and

w
rote

better
briefs.

O
thers

grew
tired

and
cynical,

others
m

ore
isolated

and
self-righteous.

M
any

activists
adjusted

their
expectations

to
a

lifetim
e

of speaking

out, bearing
w

itness, and
raising

consciousness
rather

than
g

en
er

ating
reactions

and
m

aking
change. M

oderates, sensing
confusion

and
defeat,

lost
patience

and
did

the
sensible

thing:
got

a
second

job
or

took
a

course,
im

proved
the

yard,
or

finished
the

basem
ent.

W
e

constantly
run

across
situations

in
our

organizing
w

here

m
erit

doesn’t
m

atter
and

w
here

a
different

kind
of

response
is

called
for.H

ere
are

just a
few

exam
ples.

A
num

ber
of

years
ago,

E
B

C
leaders

w
ho

attended
a

series
of

house
m

eetings
reported

that
conditions

in
local

food
stores

had

reached
a

crisis
level. T

he
area

w
as

im
poverished. M

ajor
chains

did

not
serve

the
com

m
unity.

A
nd

local
corner

stores
and

m
idsized

m
arkets

offered
custom

ers
few

options.
Shoppers

found
aging

m
eat,

poor
produce,

coolers
and

freezers
that

barely
cooled

and

rarely
froze,

dirt
and

dust
on

the
shelves,

and
prices

significantly

higher
than

in
areas

and
stores

several m
iles

aw
ay. T

he
ow

ners
and

m
anagers

of
these

stores
often

sat
in

balcony
roosts,

overlooking

the
aisles

of the
store,

so
that

they
could

yell
at

anyone
they

su
s

pected
of shoplifting.

In
a

w
orld

of
m

erit,
custom

ers
w

ould
call

the
city

or
state

in

spection
or consum

er affairs
departm

ents
and

dem
and

attention
to

these
conditions. W

e
researched

both
departm

ents, m
et w

ith
their

representatives,
and

learned
that

they
w

ere
w

oefully
understaffed

and
basically

toothless. It w
ould

take
m

ore
than

a yearfor the
state

to
send

out an
inspector

and
then

a
lot m

ore
tim

e
for

the
results

of

the
inspection

to
be

analyzed.
A

negative
reportw

ould
lead

to
a

sm
allfine.

M
any

ofour
leaders

believed
that

the
local

inspectors,
w

hen
they

did
appear,

w
ere

easily
deterred

by
gifts

of
cigarettes

from
the

store
ow

ners.
O

ur
team

decided
to

design
its

ow
n

inspection
system

.
W

e
pored

overvarious
inspection

form
s

and
drafted

our
ow

n.W
e

o
r

dered
buttons

that
said:

“O
fficial

E
B

C
Food

Store
Inspector.”

W
e

bought
clipboards

and
therm

om
eters

and
w

eights
and

m
easures.

W
e

studied
the

rules
regulating

food
stores

and
becam

e
expert

at
them

.W
e

role-played
how

a
team

often
“inspectors”

w
ould

enter
a

store
and

conduct
a

thorough
review

w
ithout

interfering
w

ith
other

shoppers.
A

nd
w

e
called

the
police

and
briefed

them
about

ourplans.
O

n
a

bright
Saturday,

in
the

m
iddle

of
a

busy
m

orning,
one

hundred
inspectors,

organized
in

team
s

of
ten,

appeared
at

ten
differentstores.

E
ach

team
entered

its
store

and
began

to
inspect.

Severalpeople
w

entup
and

dow
n

the
aisles

w
ith

a
cart

and
a
b

u
d

get
of

fifty
dollars.

T
hey

bought
the

greenest
m

eat,
the

fuzziest
grapes,

the
m

ostrusted
cans,

and
the

hardestloaves
ofbread

they
could

find—
w

hich
w

as
notdifficultto

do
in

these
stores.A

nother
team

w
entto

the
coolers

and
freezers

and
m

onitored
and

recorded
the

tem
peratures

there.
A

third
team

did
a

price
com

parison
of

tw
enty

preselected
item

s.
T

he
im

pact
w

as
im

m
ediate.

O
ther

shoppers
recognized

the
E

B
C

“inspectors,”
encouraged

them
in

their
w

ork,
and

brought
over

m
ore

evidence
of

shoddy
m

erchan
dise

and
unsanitary

conditions.
Suddenly,

the
m

orning
of

sh
o
p

ping
turned

into
a

m
orning

of inspecting.T
he

stores
buzzed,

in
a

w
ay

they
neverhad

before,w
ith

com
plaints,inform

ation,
and

m
u

tualsupport.
T

he
store

m
anagers,

aloft
in

their
perches,w

atching
the

m
u

tiny
grow

below
,behaved

in
predictable

w
ays.

Som
e

yelled—
to

no
effect.People

couldn’thear
them

. A
few

w
aded

into
the

aisles
and

L
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threatened
our

leaders
w

ith
arrest.

O
ur

team
leaders

pointed
o

u
t

side—
to

the
police

car
thatw

e
had

sum
m

oned
to

protect us
from

ow
ners

w
ho

m
ight

overreact.
O

ne
m

anager
tried

to
stop

our
d
es

ignated
shoppers

from
purchasing

the
spoiled

and
rotten

food.
“W

hy
do

you
w

ant
that

stuff?”
he

pleaded.
“I’ll

get
you

som
e

good
food.”

\N
e

had
entered

the
stores

w
ith

E
U

C
L

etters
of

A
greem

ent.
O

nce
w

e
com

pleted
each

inspection,
w

e
gave

the
ow

ner
a

list
of

the
conditions

that
required

correction
and

asked
him

to
sign

an
agreem

entto
do

so.If
he

refused
to

sign,w
e

assured
him

thatw
e

w
ould

publicize
in

every
congregation

and
housing

project in
E

ast
B

rooklyn
the

factthathe
w

as
unw

illing
to

m
aintain

m
inim

al stan
dards

ofcleanliness
and

sanitation
in

his
store.

W
e

told
him

that
w

e
w

ould
be

back, w
ith

larger
team

s
ofinspectors,

next
Saturday,

every
Saturday, w

ith
the

m
edia, for

as
long

as
ittook

for
him

to
see

the
light.

Seven
of the

ow
ners

signed
that

m
orning—

eagerly,
e
n

thusiastically,w
illing

to
do

anything
to

getour
team

s
outof their

stores.
T

hree
held

out.
T

he
E

B
C

leaders
launched

an
intensive

cam
paign

ofspot inspections
for

severalw
eeks,

then
invited

the
three

holdouts
to

a
m

eeting
of four

hundred
E

B
C

m
em

bers.
W

hen
the

three
arrived

to
the

session,in
the

basem
ent

of
St.

Paul
C

o
m

m
u

nity
B

aptist
C

hurch,
they

w
ere

asked
to

w
aitin

a
quiet room

o
u

t
side

the
assem

bly
hall.A

tthe
designated

m
om

ent, they
w

ere
called

in
and

ushered
up

the
center

aisle, right in
frontofthe

podium
o
c

cupied
by

a
young

and
forceful

R
om

an
C

atholic
priest,

Fr.
L

eo
Penta.

Fr. Penta
read

them
the

riotact and
told

them
thatthe

days
of bullying,abuse,and

dehum
anizing

conditions
in

the
food

stores
of E

astB
rooklyn

w
ere

over. T
hen,

in
a

pow
erfulvoice, filled

w
ith

authority,he
intoned,“Y

ou
are

dism
issed.”

Fora
m

om
ent,the

hall
w

as
still,

stunned.
T

hese
petty

autocrats,
these

m
en

w
ho

h
u
m

ili
ated

shoppers
as

they
searched

filthy
aisles

for
better

prices
and

decent
food,

turned
on

their
heels

and
hurried

out
of

the
room

.
T

hen
the

audience
exploded—

w
ith

hum
or,

w
ith

joy,
and

w
ith

a
new

appreciation
of

their
ow

n
potential

and
pow

er.
T

he
three

signed
w

ithin
days—

but notbefore
one

tried
to

bribe
a

leaderw
ith

a
case

of cigarettes.
T

he
one

hundred
leaders

w
ho

spearheaded
this

action
cele

brated
their

victory
and

began
to

digest
the

im
portant

lessons
learned. Ifthe

form
alprocess

doesn’t w
ork,o

i
w

orse
yet, is

a
fraud

and
a

trap, don’t w
aste

m
uch

tim
e

depending
on

it. Figure
outhow

to
create

yourow
n. Ifthe

existing
authority

has
collapsed, ifthe

in
spectors

and
the

agencies
and

the
local politicians

have
abdicated,

then
carefully

and
playfully

generate
your

ow
n

authoritative
a
p

proach.
Ifthe

ow
ners

w
on’t respond

for
the

right reasons, because
itis

w
rong

to
cheat and

overcharge
and

verbally
abuse

responsible
shoppers,

than
m

ake
it

clear
that

they
m

ight
consider

responding
for

other
reasons.

T
hey

m
ay

not
w

ant
ongoing

inspections.
T

hey
m

ay
lose

business
to

the
stores

that
do

com
ply.

T
hey

m
ay

cringe
w

hen
they

read
about

them
selves

in
the

D
aily

N
ew

s.
A

nd
leave

race,
class,

and
faith

out
of

it.
Itw

as
easy

in
this

case, because
the

ten
ow

ners
w

ere
w

onderfully
diverse. B

uteven
ifthey

are
not,

stay
focused

on
the

basic
conditions.

D
on’t w

hine.
D

on’t
dw

ell
on

d
is

content. D
on’trely

on
the

m
erits. T

ake
charge. B

e
irreverent. T

est
how

plastic
the

w
orld

really
is.A

nd
learn

how
to

enjoy
a w

in.
T

w
o

m
ore

stories
from

C
hicago

illustrate
this

point.In
the

late
seventies,

a
developer

on
the

northw
est

side
proposed

to
build

a
condom

inium
com

plex
in

a
quiet

neighborhood
of

single-fam
ily

hom
es. T

he
local hom

eow
ners, m

any
ofw

hom
w

ere
leaders

in
our

organization
there,

objected.
T

he
condom

inium
com

plex
w

ould
tow

er
over

the
bungalow

s
and

alter
the

nature
of the

com
m

unity.
T

he
research

w
e

did
w

as
not

encouraging,
though. T

he
developer

had
bought

the
property.T

he
zoning

perm
itted

the
use

he
hoped

to
construct there.A

nd
the

local D
em

ocratic
P

arty
leaders

w
ere

in
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the
developer’s

pocket.
T

here
w

ould
be

hearings,
m

eetings,
p

ro
tests,

and
the

like,butthe
fix,literally,w

as
already

in.
O

ne
afternoon,

a
team

ofleaders
exam

ined
the

property
and

took
a

closerlook
atan

old
and

long-abandoned
farm

house
there.

It
w

as
a

terribly
sorry

sight—
unpainted,

sagging,
tilting

to
one

side.O
n

a
hunch,w

e
decided

to
do

a
title

search
ofthe

house.W
e

discovered
that

a
farm

er
nam

ed
P

inker
had

builtthe
hom

e
in

the
i$oos.Itw

as
no

longer
a

decrepitand
potentially

dangerous
stru

c
ture.Ithad

historicalvalue.W
e

called
in

the
preservationists,w

ho
found

an
intricate

and
rare

form
of

w
oodw

orking
done

by
the

craftsm
en

w
ho

designed
the

w
indow

s
and

the
eaves

ofthe
hom

e.
T

he
hom

e
had

architecturaland
aesthetic

qualities
thatw

ere
rare.

O
ur

leaders
shifted

aw
ay

from
the

issues
ofthe

height,
density,

and
neighborhood

im
pact

of
the

condom
inium

—
the

m
erits

of
the

case—
and

repeated
a

them
e

that
they

couldn’thave
cared

less
about:

“Save
the

P
inker

H
ouse!”

T
he

m
edia

echoed
the

cry.A
nd

suddenly
the

developer
and

his
political

supporters
found

th
em

selves
on

the
defensive.

T
he

developerbecam
e

desperate
as

the
tide

ofpublicity
turned.

A
fter

all,
he

had
bought

the
property.

H
e

had
m

ade
all

of
the

obligatory
contributions

to
localpoliticians

and
party

faithful.H
e

had
played

by
the

both
the

w
ritten

and
unw

ritten
rules

ofthe
city

atthe
tim

e—
and

w
as

stuck
w

ith
a

piece
ofland

thathad
lostm

ost
ofits

value
because

ofthe
presence

ofa
shack.H

e
thoughthe

had
a

solution
to

his
problem

s.
O

ur
leaders

w
oke

up
one

m
orning

and
looked

out
their

back
w

indow
s.

T
he

Pinker
H

ouse
had

disappeared.
In

the
m

iddle
of

the
night,

a
truck

had
pulled

up,
hauling

a
bulldozer.

T
he

b
u

ll
dozer

had
m

ade
quick

and
quietw

ork
ofthe

house,
sm

ashing
the

rare
filigree

to
sm

ithereensw
ith

the
restofthe

structure,before
b
e

ing
tow

ed
aw

ay.
W

e
cried

foul,
and

the
press

had
a

field
day.

It
didn’t

take
long

for
the

police
to

identify
the

ow
ner

of
the

bull-

M
eritM

eans
(A

lm
ost)

N
othing

[7
1
]

dozer;to
track

the
bulldozerow

nerto
the

developer,and
to

assem
ble

sufficientevidence
to

indicthim
forhis

desperate
actofdem

oli
tion.M

onths
later,

the
threat

oftow
ering

condom
inium

s
receded

as
the

pow
erful

developer
caught

in
a

relatively
petty

offense
trudged

offto
jail.A

nother;
m

ore
fam

ous,C
hicagoan,A

lC
apone,

w
entto

prison
for

tax
evasion,

the
leastofhis

crim
es,notform

u
r

der,fraud,
assault,burglary,bribing

city
officials,corrupting

cops,
orbootlegging.

A
round

the
sam

e
tim

e,back
atO

ur
L

ady
ofthe

A
ngels,a

team
ofleaders

struggled
w

ith
a

sensitive
and

dangerous
developm

ent.
A

group
ofdrug

dealers
had

setup
shop

on
the

streetcorner
right

outside
the

office
ofthe

school’s
principal—

Sr.
M

arian
M

urphy.
E

very
day,through

the
afternoon,even

atdism
issaltim

e,the
deal

ers
dom

inated
the

cornerand
sold

drugs
to

cars
thatseem

ed
to

line
up

as
soon

as
the

sellers
arrived

and
to

olderkids
in

the
school.

Sr.
M

arion
could

see
and

hear
it

all,
could

reach
out

and
touch

som
e

ofthe
sellers

from
herw

indow
.

T
he

sam
e

school
that

had
burned

in
1958,the

sam
e

neighbor
hood

that
had

sm
oldered

and
resegregated

in
the

late
196os,w

as
now

seared
by

open,
flagrant,

constant
drug

dealing.
Sr.

M
arion

did
w

hatcitizens
are

supposed
to

do.
She

called
the

localprecinct,
the

Shakespeare
D

istrict,
and

reported
the

crim
e.

N
o

response.
T

hen
she

called
again.

Stillno
response.T

hen
she

kept
a

log
ofall

ofthe
tim

es
and

days
that

she
called

and
w

hatthe
response

w
as—

a
neat

notebook
filled

w
ith

dates,
tim

es,
and

precise
descriptions.

She
w

as
direct,low

-key,and
unrelenting.She

earned
an

A
+

in
su

r
veillance.

She
had

called
the

cops
m

ore
than

forty
tim

es.T
he

p
o

lice,
for

the
m

ostpart,
did

notrespond,
and,w

hen
they

did,
they

drove
by

belatedly,long
after

the
dealers

had
dispersed.

Sr.M
arion,on

herow
n,began

to
film

the
drug

dealers
from

her
office.

T
hey

had
becom

e
so

em
boldened,

they
saw

no
reason

to
hide

their
faces

or
secrete

their
drugs,

so
she

recorded
everything
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G
oing

Public

on
tape.

B
ecause

w
e

knew
thatthe

police
couldn’tbe

called
in,and

w
e

had
no

idea
how

the
police

com
m

issioner
w

ould
respond,

w
e

took
Sr.M

arion’s
tape

and
the

entire
story

to
the

local
C

B
S

affiliate.
B

ill K
urtis

w
as

the
affiliate’s

young,
up-and-com

ing
anchor

atthe
tim

e.
H

e
liked

w
hat he

saw
and

w
as

particularly
im

pressed
by

the
principal’s

courage
and

spunk.
So

he
assigned

a
cam

era
crew

to
film

the
drug

dealing
asw

ell.
It

w
as

D
ecem

ber
in

C
hicago—

a
bitter

D
ecem

ber,
w

ith
deep

snow
and

layers
ofice

on
the

sidew
alks

and
the

streets.
O

ne
after

noon,as
I

leftthe
rectory

after
a

planning
m

eeting,I
noticed

a
p

o
lice

cruiser
parked

right
behind

m
y

D
odge.

I
inched

very
slow

ly
from

the
curb,

w
est

on
Iow

a
Street.

T
he

cop
fell

right
in

behind
m

e.
O

n
the

slick
street, I

could
go

no
faster

than
fifteen

m
iles

per
hour.

A
fter

a
block

or
so,the

cop
flashed

his
lights

and
pulled

m
e

over.T
he

only
thought

I
had

w
as

to
jum

p
out

ofthe
car,

get
to

the
m

iddle
ofthe

street, and
be

seen
by

som
ebody. B

utthe
streets

w
ere

deserted. T
he

tw
o-fiats

looked
dark

in
the

dulldusk.Sensible
p
eo

ple
huddled

inside.
T

he
cop

clim
bed

out
of

his
car

and
w

alked
right

up
to

m
e.

H
e

w
as

young,
in

his
tw

enties,
tall, blond,

severe.
H

e
m

oved
closerto

m
e,right in

m
y

face.
“Y

ou’re
going

too
fast,”

he
said.

“W
hat?”

“Y
ou’re

going
w

ay
too

fast.A
nd

if you
keep

itup,you’re
going

to
get hurt.”
T

hen
he

m
oved

aw
ay

and
returned

to
his

car.
I

stood
in

the
street until the

cruiser
had

gone. T
hen

I w
enthom

e
and

discussed
w

ith
m

y
w

ife
w

hether
or

not
this

w
as

the
tim

e
to

leave
tow

n
for

a
w

hile.
Sr.M

arion
and

our
team

ofleaders
had

now
here

to
go.

So
w

e
urged

C
B

S
to

get
out

there
quickly.

T
he

w
ord

w
as

out.
T

he
cops

knew
.

W
hich

m
eant

the
drug

dealers
m

ight
know

as
w

ell.
T

he

M
eritM

eans
(A

lm
ost)

N
othing
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cam
era

crew
arrived

on
a

M
onday—

in
the

m
iddle

of
a

blizzard.
N

o
dealing

that
day.T

he
second

day
w

as
the

sam
e—

nothing
but

blow
ing

snow
and

a
quiet

street
corner.

T
he

reporter
and

cam
era

crew
grew

im
patient,

grum
bled

about
all

of
the

traffic
accidents

they
could

be
covering, and

began
to

doubt us.
O

n
the

third
day,they

called
to

say
that

they
couldn’t

m
ake

it.
W

e
w

ere
both

frustrated
and

afraid.
W

e
thought

about
it

for
a

w
hile

and
decided

to
callthe

C
B

S
people

back
and

thank
them

for
their interest.W

e
w

ere
sure

thatthey
w

ouldn’t m
ind

ifw
e

took
the

story
to

another
channel.

A
n

hour
later,

they
w

ere
on

the
third

floor
ofthe

school, w
ith

their cam
era

in
place

and
a

m
icrophone,dangled

by
a

w
ire, slipped

dow
n

a
crease

in
the

side
ofthe

building,
so

that
it

could
pick

up
the

sounds
ofthe

drug
dealing

atstreet level. T
he

w
eatherw

as
b

e
t

ter.T
he

dealers
returned. T

he
cornerbecam

e
a

lively
m

arketplace.
T

he
C

B
S

crew
shot all the

footage
it needed.

O
n

the
night

the
story

appeared—
the

lead
story,

an
exclusive,

w
ith

graphic
shots

of
the

dealers
and

the
buyers—

all
hell

broke
loose.

C
ops

seem
ed

to
be

everyw
here.

D
ealers

trooped
into

paddy
w

agons
all overthe

area.
L

ittle
did

w
e

know
that the

m
edia-savvy

precinctcom
m

ander
had

tipped
offthe

A
B

C
affiliate

and
had

given
it

an
exclusive;

Police
R

espond.
D

ealing
D

erailed.
C

om
m

ander
C

ripples
C

rim
e.

Saves
the

‘A
ngels”

of
O

L
A

.

W
e

used
the

sudden
notoriety

to
push

forw
ard

on
a

w
ide

v
ari

ety
offronts—

dem
anding

m
eetings

w
ith

city
officials

on
san

ita
tion,

housing,
and

other
issues

that
had

been
stalled

for
m

onths.
C

om
m

issioners
w

ho
had

refused
to

m
eet could

notdo
enough

for
the

children
and

fam
ilies

ofO
ur

L
ady

of the
A

ngels. W
ould

they
m

eet
w

ith
us?

O
f

course.
D

id
w

e
need

to
com

e
dow

ntow
n?

N
o.

T
hey

w
ould

com
e

to
us,

w
ith

cam
eras

in
tow

,
to

solve
w

hatever
problem

s
w

e
presented.

E
ven

P
hil

D
onahue

called,
inviting

Sr.
M

arion
to

appear
on

his
show

.
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Foraw
eek

orso,public
officials

rushed
to

do
the

rightthing
for

the
w

rong
reason.W

e
played

itoutas
far

as
itw

ould
go.T

hen
the

m
edia

drifted
aw

ay.T
he

com
m

issioners
returned

to
their

dow
n

tow
n

lairs.
T

he
precinct

com
m

ander
w

as
prom

oted,
not

investi
gated

ordism
issed.A

nd
w

e
took

abreak—
tired

outby
the

tension
of

the
days

leading
up

to
the

C
B

S
story

and
the

energy
it

took
to

take
advantage

ofthe
opportunities

that
developed

during
our

w
eek

orso
in

the
m

edia
sun.

In
these

cases,w
e

had
becom

e
experts

in
freezer

tem
perature

standards,
farm

house
architecture,

drug
selling

patterns,
police

response,regulatory
authority

and
effectiveness,butw

e
knew

that
the

facts
and

the
m

erits,
the

research
and

the
tactics,

in
and

of
them

selves,
did

not
m

atter.
E

ven
w

orse,
focusing

on
these

issues
diverted

attention
aw

ay
from

w
hatw

as
m

ostim
portant.T

he
lead

ers
them

selves—
their

grit
and

their
spirit,

their
discipline

and
playfulness,theirw

illingness
to

im
agine

and
take

risk—
m

attered
m

ore
than

anything.T
hey

m
astered

the
facts

and
understood

the
m

erits
as

a
sm

allpartoftheirpreparation
fornew

and
creative

p
u

b
lic

action.
B

ut
they

them
selves,

in
the

planning,
execution,

and
evaluation

of
these

actions,
w

ere
the

heart
and

soul
of

this
new

m
achine.

I
C

H
A

P
T

E
R

6

C
hutzpah

H
elps

T
his

m
aybe

allw
elland

good
forleaders

oforganizations
try

ing
to

dealw
ith

m
ayors,governors,and

localelected
officials,

w
ith

school
boards,

state
authorities,

and
lending

institutions,
w

ith
drug

problem
s,housing

problem
s,and

m
unicipalw

age
stan

dards,butw
hataboutthe

“bigger”
picture—

the
nation?

T
he

ques
tion

is
valid

and
im

portant,
and

I
w

illspend
the

nextsection
d
e

scribing
how

w
e

have
begun

to
answ

er
it.B

ut,first,a
few

cautions.
T

hose
w

ho
w

ant
to

m
ake

an
im

pacton
the

nation
often

have
contem

ptforthe
local.T

hey
have

grand
ideas

and
interesting

n
o

tions
butno

appetite
forbuilding

relationships,no
patience

forthe
daily

deal-m
aking

that
goes

on
w

ithin
institutions

and
betw

een
institutions,

and
no

respectforthe
artofpolitics

and
inevitability

ofcom
prom

ise.
O

ne
frustrated

foundation
executive

told
an

IA
F

team
one

day,“M
ostgroups

com
e

in
here

w
ith

a
W

ashington
ad

dress
and

a
nationalw

ebsite
and

a
claim

to
influence

this
policy

and
thatpolicy—

and
have

no
localbase, no

strength,no
leverage.

Y
ou

arejustthe
opposite.Y

ou
have

a
localbase,plenty

ofstrength,
lots

ofleverage—
and

no
nationalpresence

orim
pact.”


