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Cynthia Brown: We’d like to ask Ms. Candy Clapp to please come forward. Ms. Clapp is a former resident of Morningside Homes. She was 15 years old on Nov. 3, 1979, and lived on Jennifer Street. She’s currently raising her daughter, who is a senior at Dudley High School. Ms. Clapp thank you for coming here today and I understand you have a statement to give.

CC: Yes, I do. Good afternoon, everyone. I’m here to tell you about what it was like being a child living in Morningside Homes in November of 1979. Just to think I only have about 15 or 20 minutes to tell you all a story that’s taken me over 26 years to put behind me is a joke. For whatever truth is to be said will take more than the time I’ve been given. 

It seems to me nobody wants to take responsibility for what took place on November the third. We as a community was not protected. Greensboro was a mess then and a paradise with the number of stores that sold wine, food and beer. It was a place where people would begin to gather at 8:30 in the morning, and some who were there were people who had slept there from the night before. It was a place where alcohol and illegal drugs were being sold, prostitution, it was a slum area. You could buy anything anytime at the paradise. No child or adult should have been forced to live under these conditions, but people were forced to live there because they were poor.

The police knew the problems there. The police were constantly over there, so they knew what was going on. We saw it early in the morning until late at night, the loud music at all times of the day and night. This was the area before you got to the Morningside Homes neighborhood. In the neighborhood it was a lot of confusion and people were going through their own private hell because so many were poor. The majority of people that were in Morningside Homes were single black mothers and their children. 

On November the third, I was 15 about to turn 16 on November the eighth, 1979. I was home with my sisters and brothers, doing my Saturday morning ritual, which was eating cereal, watching cartoons. We kept hearing the loud gunshots go off and it was a lot of commotion. We ducked and ran for the closet, terrified. When I got up enough nerve to go outside, people were running from the office, down to the back of the community where I lived on Jennifer. People were running and saying “run for your life.”  All four of us ran to a neighbor’s house because my mom was at the store shopping for my birthday. 

After the smoke cleared it was a silence. There was a stillness in the air. We knew people were dead. It was the creepiest thing that any little girl or adult should have to go through. I still have fear of crowds because of what happened that day. We didn’t have a clue what we would see the next day. It was like the children didn’t matter to the city of Greensboro. They knew we were there, but they didn’t seem to care. Nobody came back from the city to question about what we were feeling, what our feelings were after the killings. Nobody but the church could tell us anything to make it better, and preachers could only tell us to hold on to our faith, God would make it better. God would handle it. 

The schools didn’t do anything to support us. Nobody seemed to care how we were affected.

We had to go to school the following Monday. We were expected to function and be focused. And some of us couldn’t. There were rumors that the Klan was going to blow up the gas line running through Morningside Homes so we were afraid to sleep at night. 

After November third the police treated us like we had committed a crime, like we had killed the Communist Workers on November the third. We were put on curfew. There were helicopters. There were tons of police. We were in a war zone. We were treated like prisoners in our own community. The police threatened to put us in jail if we broke curfew and everybody knew that the police were always in the community because of the fights, the drugs and the illegal activity that went on in the community. So the community constantly questions why there were no police when those Communist Workers were shot. We questioned by the Communist Workers chose to march in our community, a community that was already going through its own private hell. How did they decide to march in front of the office. We had no idea that they were even there. If we had known something like this shooting would have taken place we would have left. By the time my birthday came, it was so sad and very quiet. I can’t even recall anyone saying happy birthday to me at all at that time. 

To me Greensboro is still a mess because nobody ever paid the penalty for those workers and the unborn child that was killed. Greensboro leaders have never done anything that was necessary to think about justice for those people who were killed and the people that were affected in the community.

After November the third my family wanted out of the hell on earth, and we got out. Some stayed until it was being torn down. You all can put new buildings on old soil, but the dirt will never change. The soil is still the same – bloody. Until some justice is done about all this there will always be a dark cloud over Greensboro and every year on my birthday and I remember what happened in my community to those communist workers. I think that there should be a memorial set on that site for them. Thank you.

CB: Thank you. We appreciate you coming to share that with us. What do you remember about how your family talked about that event after it happened?

CC: We didn’t talk about it. We didn’t talk about it. We didn’t conversate on it. 

CB: What, in anything, changed for you and your family? I heard you say that you still don’t like crowds and you think about it on your birthday every year. Can you saw a little bit more about how things changed for you and your family immediately after November third?
CC: Well, we, everyone wanted, afterward, I mean we had to be constantly reminded of those shootings, nothing changed. I mean, the bodies were picked up but bus stops, everything was there. We couldn’t get up and move out. So, there was nowhere to go. We had to stay.

CB: Can you say a little bit more about how you feel about the various players that were involved? I heard you raise the question about the CWP. Can you say a little bit about any one of the players that participated, that were a part of that event, what kind of feelings you have about that?

CC:  I, right now I can see both sides, I know a lot of the things that were brought to the table. I didn’t know a lot of things, so I wouldn’t be able to comment.

CB: OK, thank you. Are there other questions that other Commissioners have?

Barbara Walker: Did you see any posters that were advertisements for the gathering?

CC: We had no idea they existed.

BW: Help me understand exactly, this was Jennifer Street?

CC: Yes, Jennifer, which is right at the bottom of Morningside, the office was a ways away.

BW: So you did not live very close to the corner there?

CC: No.

BW: Alright, thank you.

CB: Other questions? Thank you, Ms. Clapp. We appreciate your time.

