““Ilint Is Alive and Well’’ and other fairy tales

JUNE, 1982, THE MONTH that will
go down in history as the month when
the United States of America decided
that it couldn’t bring itself to say that
women and men were equal. Decades
from now they’ll look back and wonder
just what kind of Cretins inhabited this
country during the late 20th century. A
national disgrace if there ever was one -
but more on this next issue.

I WAS WONDERING if we could
bring a ‘““People’s Lawsuit’’ against Bill
Carr Signs for false advertising? I mean,
even | can take a good joke now and
then, but these people are serious! I am
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referring to the billboard pictured to the
right which looms over the Golden Ar-
ches on Dort Highway. Most of you
have probably seen it or its smaller ver-
sion, which is appearing on bumper
stickers arounds town. The first few
times you drove by, it was good for a
chuckle, right? But after three months
of this giant sign telling us that it’s our
attitude causing the problem with the
economy in Flint, isn’t it time something
was done about this eyesore?

Why would any business want to put
their name,on so blatant a lie—*‘FLINT
IS ALIVE AND WELL? When the
billboard was put up, Flint’s unem-
ployment rate was 22%; now it’s 26%.
So much for good omens. How bad will
the unemployment have to get before
they’re humiliated enough into taking it
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down? (If they do, though, I worry
about what their next sign will say—
“PBB: Look at the Bright Side, Your
Stomach Will Never Catch on Fire'’).

It’s the classic case of blaming the vic-
tim; Flint’s woes are our fault because we
don’t have the right attitude. How dare
we be so depressed about 30,000 people
being out of work and the rest having to
take pay cuts! We need to change our
thinking, get our heads screwed on right,
see the light, have faith in oneself to
overcome and perservere because better
days are ahead and, in case they’re not,
then we shall be rewarded in the next life
but whatever obstacle confronts us we
shall conquer it because WE ARE
AMERICANS AND THE ROCKETS
RED GLARE THE BOMBS BUR-
STING IN AIR ...

Oh, excuse me, I got a little carried

away there with my new attitude.
The mag:c word is JOBS, nor artjtude.

Flint is not alive and well—it’s aying.
Thousands have left Flint for good.
Thousands more are running out of
unemployment assistance. GM has told
us that thousands of those now-vacant
jobs are permanently gone. 5o
let’s quit kidding ourselves like the per-
son who feels a cancerous lump on his or

her body but is afraid to go to the doctor
to hear the awful truth. We need to
search for ways to bring jobs to a
DIVERSIFIED economy in Flint. In-
stead, we get told that the problem is in
our head, that everything is hunky dory.
I'd rather wear one of Jerry Ford’s WIN
(Whip Inflation Now) buttons (another
innovative idea, much like the billboard
one, wherein if you wear the WIN but-
ton, inflation goes down).

C’mon, Bill Carr Signs. [ know you
got a commendation from President
Reagan last month for your billboard,
but really, why make any more people
lose their just-eaten Big Macs while

driving down Dort nghwaf[ us a
ravor, give Cuupic nempmycu

peoplc ajob to take it down.

ONE OF THE VIVID memories I
have from high school is sitting in
student council class on a February day
during my senior year at Davison High
back in 1972. Our advisor, Don Priehs,

told us about how the assistant principal
at Beecher High, Paul Cabell, had killed
himself because of the racial unrest that
existed at Beecher. As he read Cabell’s
suicide note, 1 remember feeling very
upset, very sad that we lived in such a
world. Yet to those of us in Davison,
Beecher could have been a thousand
miles away for all we knew. Quiet,
calm, white Davison. But the day Paul
Cabell took his own life there was a
somber mood in that room. For a
moment, something connected,
something clicked. Why did someone
have to die to get us to stop and think

for r,hat brlef mument'?
viter HAroIA rurta was in

hlb ﬁrsl year of teaching at Beecher
when Cabell died. Now ten years later,
he reflects back on those days and offers
his personal views about where Beecher
is at in this issue of The Voice. We’d like
Paul Cabell’s death not to be in vain.
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“It’s too bad Peter wasn’t as interested as his mother was.”
“Actually, it was me who wasn’t interested in Peter.”
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