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Introduction 

Before I further introduce this year's speaker, I wish to introduce next 
year's speaker and invite you all to return to this place one year from today 
at high noon for the third Annual JSB Day. That speaker is to be JEC. Dr. 
James E. Crisp, professor of history at NC State University, was my MA 
thesis advisor there. Earlier this year, I had the misfortune of being 
introduced by Dr. Crisp at the Texas State Historical Association meeting, 
an introduction I shall never forget. I would like to take this opportunity for 
a little revenge. Let me just say this about my rationale in inviting Dr. Crisp 
to speak next year. I have had occasion to observe his practice of academic 
freedom in the past few years. His practice of this art is truly remarkable. If 
you disagree with him, he does nothing so subtle as to hint that your grade 
might go down, you might lose your job, or you might never be hired in 
academia. No, none of these sanctions are worth the notice of JEC. He 
simply says as unmistakably as it is possible to say it, "Lutzweiler, if you 
publish that, I'll kill you." I would like to say that were it not for his unusual 
constraints and restraint, I would by now already have a Pulitzer Prize for 
literature and be a wealthy man. I have no doubt he will have something 
arresting to say to us next year. If you'd like your own Pulitzer Prize 
detained, be here. 

And now it gives me great pleasure to say a few words of introduction about 
Dr. David Smiley, retired professor of history at Wake Forest University. I 
first met Dr. Smiley through the mail. While living in Minnesota before 
moving to NC, I came upon a book by NC State English Professor Richard 
Walser. The book was entitled Nematodes in my Garden of Verse. In that 
book Walser commented that the best poets in America came from North 
Carolina --or some boast akin to that. I took exception to that observation 
and sent out a letter to twenty or so English and History chairs in this state, 
challenging them and their little pups to a writing contest. I only heard back 
from one: the speaker of this afternoon. He wrote back a very pleasant note 
that basically humored my exasperation, but gave up no ground. When I 
moved to this state, I looked him up and invited him to lunch. Since then we 
have shared lunch on numerous occasions. It is a scandalous relationship. I 
buy him a simple lunch of turnip greens, black-eyed peas, and macaroni, 
and he talks to me about history --while WFU students pay $600 an hour for 



the same material not presented with anywhere near the same elan. I have 
confessed this enormous disparity to him, but he graciously continues on. 
And he has taught me some poetry, from the incomparable dialect lyrics of 
NC's first poet laureate, John Charles McNeill, to the haunting lines: 

Look not on me with such disdain because my skin is of a darker hue. 
Remember that these shoulders bore the cross he bore for you. 

Though a Tar Heel now for almost a half-century, Dr. Smiley is clearly a 
confirmed Mississippian. He was born in that state, grew up in it, playing 
sandlot football in Clarksdale with the later New York Giants great 
quarterback, Charley Connerly, who routinely fumed at Smiley for missing 
his blocks; and he eventually graduated from that Southern Baptist bastion, 
Mississippi College. One brief exchange between the good doctor and I 
illustrates just how loyal he is to his roots. I read in the paper last year that 
Mississippi ranked number one in the nation in syphilis. I brought this 
statistic to Dr. Smiley's attention with what I thought was a decorous amount 
of subtlety and asked him what he thought about it. Unperturbed he replied 
that it probably wasn't all that bad after all. He said that Mississippi always 
finishes first or last in surveys, depending on just how the question is asked. 
He said that Mississippi had ranked last in the nation in math scores and 
that the syphilis statistics were probably only half that bad. He never even 
considered the alternative inference that it could have been twice as bad. 

From Mississippi he went to Baylor where he both studied and served a 
short stint as a teacher of economics. From there he went to the University 
of Wisconsin and took his PhD under the fabled William Hesseltine. He then 
landed a job teaching at WF1J, wrote a book on Cassius Clay, and continued 
teaching there until his retirement. 

Several career highlights come to mind as I recall things he has shared with 
me. E.g., there was the time Jane Mansfield attended one of his classes 
during the apex of her own career. When the class was over, she took the 
head of the considerably shorter Professor Smiley between her hands [hold 
my hands here as if to show his head squarely nestled in her ample, 
accommodating bosom, and grimace with an expression of indubitable envy] 
and placed a kiss on his bald head. After class he wiped the lipstick off with 



a Kleenex; and, following the economic principles he himself had taught at 
Baylor, promptly sold the Kleenex to one of his swooning students for 50 
cents. I would have given him $I 0 .00 for it. 

Not all of his accomplishments were in the classroom. He once entered his 
turnips in a state fair contest. He won second place. There was no first 
place winner --which prompted newscaster Paul Harvey to comment that 
Smiley's turnips were "second to none." In addition to his experiences with 
actresses and vegetables, Dr. Smiley --in the great tradition of other Baptists 
like Jimmy Carter, John D. Rockefeller, and even Jesse James-- is a Sunday 
School teacher. His class has been broadcast live on radio for 18 years. 
Some time back a listener donated several thousand dollars to his work 
along with a plaque that hangs in the Wake Forest radio studios with this 
inscription: "David Smiley: A Mind for students, an ear for Mozart, and a 
heart for God." In point of fact, Dr. Smiley has been deemed by others to be 
so Godly that one irate parent of a WFU student apparently even mistook 
him for the Almighty on one occasion. I have asked him to include that 
vignette with whatever else he has to say this afternoon. The puzzling thing 
for me, however, is why more have not mistaken him for God. Dr. Smiley. 
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The hearer is entitled to draw rations, solid and liquid and to accompatvy 
her man on Encampments, Round Tahles, and research t1ips so long as 
she performs the usual duties of a cam/> follower. 
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