
A Day in the Life  Journal - Civil Rights Assignment 	
!
The following two journals are very well done.  Nicole’s runs longer than necessary (over 600 
words) - but as you can see it is quality stuff.  Nikki’s is 380 words.  Your word target is 300 - 
you should hit it.  	
!
Notice that both are in the first person.  This is how I want you to write.  Notice as well, that 
they are factual in that they bring issues to the table that were pertinent to their chosen topic, 
but neither is wikipedia report.  	
!
Both of the journals are passionate and in sync with the subject.  Nikki uses the n-word.  That’s 
effective if it is used in proper context - I am sure that Rover E. Chamblis used it often.  	
!
As with every written work that you make public, from Facebook to English essay assignments, 
rewrite - edit, edit, and edit…. until it is worthy of posting.   As always - check spelling.  	
!!!
Nicole Depender c/o 2014 - Rosa Parks first person account	
!

Many people think I was lazy or that I was tired. But that wasn’t true. I wasn’t any 
more tired than I was after any other normal workday, I was tired of giving in. Someone had to 
take the first step, so I made up my mind not to move.” It was when I was working for my new 
friends, the Durr’s, when I heard about the tragic death of Emmett Till. Although I did not know 
him, his death really hit home. This boy was 14 years old. Living in the North, where many blacks 
had the freedom that we did not here in the south. His poor mother and father having to go 
through this time alone. I felt for them, I really did. I knew that something needed to be done. I 
couldn’t just stand back and watch us get walked all over. 	

	
 I can’t take it anymore. So I thought up a real good plan, and I decided it was time to get 
on back to Montgomery. December 1, 1955 was just like any other day to me. I set off to work, 
to do what I knew I had to do. Something was just a little bit different though, and I knew it was 
coming; it needed to. I boarded the bus like any other day, as I was on my way home that night. I 
sat in my seat, the first row behind the seats for the whites, and I minded my own business; 
didn’t pay any attention to whites who kept on boarding. It was about 15 minutes after I 
boarded when the bus driver asked three other blacks and myself to move toward the back 
because there were whites standing and they needed to sit down. As if we weren’t just as tired 
as we were! The other three moved, but I sat there. I thought to myself ‘ain’t nobody got time 
for that!’ I knew in my mind that I had the same right as that man, and I didn’t not need to move. 
Well I guess that really ticked off our bus driver as he got furious and started yelling at me, 
getting red in the face. I politely moved over toward the window, giving the gentleman room to 
sit down. The bus driver wouldn’t have it, and called the police. I waited for them to arrive, 
knowing that I didn’t break any law. The law itself stated that no passenger was to be forced to 
give up a seat or stand, should the bus become crowded. I knew I didn’t violate this, but I let the 
young officer take me away. I asked him, ‘Why are the police taking part in this behavior, you 
know it’s not right or fair.’ I was shocked when I heard his reply, ‘I don’t know, but the law is the 



law, and you’re under arrest.’ I didn’t know this young man, but I knew that in his heart he felt 
this was unjustly and wrong what they were doing. As I was driven away from the bus in that 
police car, I just knew that it would be the last time that I would have to face humiliation like 
this again. My good friend, Edgar Nixon, and my employer, Clifford Durr, bailed me out of jail 
after 24 hours. I thanked them, but I knew I would be found guilty for what I did. They told me 
of their plan (to get all blacks to boycott busses). I thought this would be a good idea. They 
would lose business, they would realize what they were doing is wrong. And it would be a 
HUGE hit and everyone around the country would be hearing about this. I was shocked at how 
much attention my refusal to move and arrest brought. But I was happy that at least we started 
to move in the right direction toward freedom at last.	
!!
Nikki Jessen  c/o 2014 - 16th Street Baptist Church (Rover E. Chamblis)	
!

They lock me in this cell but it still doesn’t bother me. Attorney General Bob Baxley 
should be locked in here with me for puttin’ a man in here as innocent as me. I was helpin’ the 
town! I was clearing out that abomination of a “church” they call it. Yeah more like a place full of 
Niggers tryin to think that they are even close to a white man. Want to get their rights, *spit* 
they have rights!, doesn’t mean they need to be in the same room as me, and other peoples 
children! Why I rather be in a farmhouse full of pigs. They gunna corrupt people I tell ya. Daddy 
and Mama always said so. It’s my job to make sure they stay where they are.*Chuckle* Lock me 
up for a crime, it wasn’t a crime it was a clean sweep. I’ll tell ya bout it. 	


I was there when the Church blew up, I was watching a block away. Felt bad for missin’ 
service but I needed to make sure my job was done. Shoulda seen them scatter out of that 
church when the bomb went off It was like ants. They were caked in mortar, a lot of em’ were 
screamin’. Hell, with all that mortar they finally were what they wanted: Negros that were finally 
white; made me laugh actually.  It’s a damn shame most of em’ got out, but maybe they’ll learn 
their place. Maybe those four girls will be a reminder that they got all they need and to stop 
pushin’ a change. I don’t get how they all thought it would be smart to come back there, that 
they could rebel and get away with it. Two more killed in the protests, good saves my brothers 
two more people. 	

	
 Before they tried me in court I seen the little girl that lost her eye in the bombing. 
Maybe now with the one eye she won’t see how much of disgrace she or her family is. Hell, I 
helped her in the end. *Chuckle* Crime. What I did was not a crime. What the white 
abolitionists are doing is the crime! Trying to change what our fathers established. That’s the 
crime! I’ll be fine in jail I know what I did wasn’t wrong it was just oh so right. 	



