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“So Splendid It Hurts”
 Rescued from the IRS, the Marshall Frady Papers at Emory University

Offer a Look at a Brilliant Southerner Practicing New Journalism
This is the twelfth in a series of articles on archival collections of interest to mass communication historians. Readers of 
Journalism History are invited to suggest collections that they would like to see appear in future articles, and the editors 
would welcome volunteers to write such articles.

The year was 1957. Marshall Frady, a seventeen-year-old 
rebel intoxicated with the romance of Byron’s death in the Greek 
revolution and Hemingway’s For Whom the Bell Tolls, had found a 
cause. In a Time magazine brief, this precociously literary son of 
a Southern Baptist preacher read about Castro and Che Guevara 
mobilizing for revolution in the jungles of the Sierra Maestra of 
Cuba. This would be Frady’s escape from a boring little South 
Carolina mill town into the heady fame—nay, immortality—of 
authorship. 

Hemingway had his quixotic Spanish Civil War of the 1930s. 
“Now,” Frady wrote to his literary agent in 1972, recounting this 
youthful folly, “here was that very dramaturgy, by God, actually in 
sweltering re-enactment that moment no further than a seventeen-
hour Trailways-bus-ride to Key West, a brief plane hop to Havana 
and then—well, as it turned out, I never reached those ultimate 
mythical mountains and wound up, with my third try, on the 
streets of Havana with some $12, accosting a series of right puzzled 
and uneasy Cubans with an offer to exchange the somewhat stale 
and crumpled suit I had worn on the bus-ride down for a bicycle 

on which I figured I could then maybe pedal the 750 miles on 
down to Oriente Province at the other end of the island, where 
Castro was.”1

Frady’s 1972 letter to his well-connected book agent Robert 
Lescher in New York, asking him to pitch to Playboy magazine 
Frady’s idea of a profile of Castro, is one among thousands he 
pecked out on a manual typewriter over a four-decade career, 
writing on yellow bond paper and drawing on his love of the 
English language. These draft letters are packed in thick folders, 
along with reporter notebooks, thoroughly filled legal pads, plump 
drafts of books and other craft-shavings, in fifty-eight boxes of this 
remarkable journalist’s papers.

Marshall Frady (1940-2004), praised by Norman Mailer 
and David Halberstam for his distinctly eloquent and nimble 
reportage,2 ranged across lofty plateaus of the dominant media of 
journalism. He wrote magazine articles about Southern politics in 
the civil-rights years and its aftermath with a prose style like that 
of James Agee, first as a reporter for Newsweek, then on contract or 
as staff writer with The Saturday Evening Post, Life, Willie Morris’s 
Harper’s, and finally, The New Yorker. Starting at age twenty-eight, 
he also published novelistic biographies of George Wallace, Billy 
Graham, Jesse Jackson, and Martin Luther King Jr. In 1980, he 
leaped into television documentary news as chief correspondent 
for ABC News’ Closeup, and worked in that medium until as a 
reporter for Nightline he had a falling out with Ted Koppel 
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around 1987. He moved from New York 
to Sherman Oaks, California, to become 
a screenwriter. Frady made good money 
scripting docudramas based on books 
by others—such as his favorite Southern 
writers, William Faulkner and Robert Penn 
Warren—and based on his own books. He 
also left an unpublished book manuscript 
and never-produced screenplay on his 
lifelong obsession, Fidel Castro.

One long sentence from a Frady letter 
of 1989 gives the flavor of what lies in his 
personal papers. “Another notion that’s 
only recently brought a certain stirring in 
the flanks,” he wrote to one of his literary 
agents, “prompted by having had occasion 
not long ago to rummage back again 
through the mammoth bale of letters, 
speeches, files, that’s accumulated over the 
years and that I have somehow managed 
to haul whole along with me in my errant 
peregrinations, including the one now 
out here to these soft-focused lassitudes 
of southern California, is to write a kind 
of picaresque reminiscence of the rather 
lurching, restless, wayfaring, sometimes 
malarial life that’s ensued since growing up 
a Baptist preacher’s son in South Carolina 
and Georgia—but I won’t go into this for 
now.”3

Frady died of cancer at sixty-four, 
just weeks after moving from Sherman 
Oaks back to South Carolina as writer-
in-residence for his alma mater, Furman 
University. His widow allowed Furman 
to begin putting his massive collection of 
papers into some bibliographic order. But 
then the Internal Revenue Service swept 
in and confiscated the papers to collect on 
$200,000 Frady supposedly owed in back 
taxes. In a New York auction covered by 
a New York Times reporter on October 
8, 2008, IRS officials opened a mailed-
in sealed bid for $10,000 from Furman, 
and suggested to the only bidder actually 
present that he offer $100 more. Steve 
Ennis, then with Emory University’s 
special collections, did so, and won the bid.

So Emory’s Manuscript, Archives, 
and Rare Books Library (MARBL) added the Marshall Frady 
Papers to its growing collection of Southern journalism and the 
civil rights movement. The repository, on the top floor of the 
ten-story Woodruff Library at Emory with a magnificent view of 
Atlanta, also holds the thirty-two linear feet of the Atlanta bureau 
of Newsweek files (1953-1979) used by Gene Roberts and Hank 
Kilbanoff in their Pulitzer-awarded 2006 history The Race Beat. It 
holds sixty-four feet of Atlanta editor Ralph McGill’s papers, and 
those of other key journalists and historians of the movement such 
as Jack Nelson, Claude Sitton, Dan Carter, Reese Cleghorn, John 
Herbers, and Vincent Harding.

The Frady papers are considered “unprocessed” by MARBL, 

and they also remain as yet untouched by journalism historians. 
The one exception, as far as I know, is my own dallying through the 
collection for a few summer weeks in 2011 and again in the summer 
of 2013. I grew up knowing Frady, since his first appreciative 
editor was my father, Joe Cumming, who hired him for the Atlanta 
Newsweek bureau in 1964. Frady lived in our neighborhood for 
most of the 1970s and would drop by to spin verbal gold out of his 
latest assignment or misadventures. When I became a newspaper 
reporter, I looked to his powers of description and his artful style as 
an apprentice would look to a master.

I was relieved to find that his handwriting is remarkably 
legible, a kind of speed-sloping print, and that the Fradyesque 

Marshall Frady (1940-2004) wrote for Newsweek and the New Yorker, produced 
biographies of George Wallace and Jesse Jackson, among others, and became a highly 
respected television news documentary correspondent. Photo by Barbara Gandolfo-
Frady, published courtesy of Barbara Gandolfo-Frady. 
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turns of phrase I so admired in his book Southerners: A Journalist’s 
Odyssey (1980) and in periodicals such as The New York Review of 
Books were close to his first-draft effort. The style was too rich for 
some reviewers. Critics found the Graham biography, for example, 
full of “southern rococo overembellishment that sometimes makes 
one feel as if one were about to be buried under decaying magnolia 
blossoms,” according to The New Republic.4 Even his admirers 
recognized that Frady’s writing style could be more valuable than 
the mere facts of the story he was telling. Frady was seen as a slave 
to his own fluency.5 Whatever your taste in journalistic style, here 
are the voluminous papers of a literary-nonfiction prodigy who 
blazed across the scene for forty years. There is certainly far too 
much for me to make use of. 

So I urge others to come take a turn in this collection. Here are 
ten themes one might explore.

The culture around Harper’s under Willie Morris. In 1967, 
the thirty-two-year-old Morris became the youngest editor in 
the history of America’s oldest general-interest magazine. It was 
an intoxicating—and often booze-intoxicated—time for literary 
journalism. Morris, a Rhodes Scholar from Yazoo City, Mississippi, 
had already spent five years as an associate editor bringing to 
Harper’s a vision that drew deeply on the South’s experiences of 
upheaval and redemption. As editor-in-chief, he had a frisky need 
to put his own stamp on the magazine, giving writers such Mailer 
and William Styron book-length space and encouraging articles 
of experimentation, personal witness, and soaring intonations. 
Frady fit well into that vision. He joined a stable of three other star 
writers, David Halberstam, Larry L. King, and John Corry.6 

Morris dispatched Frady to Governor Reagan’s California;7 to 
Gary, Indiana; and to other un-Southern precincts. Then he sent 
him to the Middle East, the first time the young writer had ever 
crossed the Atlantic. In a letter to his agent, Frady described the 
experience this way (putting himself in third person as he had for 
this report in Harper’s): “[It] became the narration of the personal 
passage of a writer from the South, an inveterate romantic, the 
son of a Baptist preacher, through these lands which had been in 
a way the second unseen landscape of his childhood and whose 
scriptural sagas formed the dramaturgy of his own work—with 
the same staging, as it turned out, of the original Exodus: out of 
the land of Egypt into those high austere Biblical slopes where 
Joshua and his vagabond host first looked across the Jordan to 
the Promised Land (and where now are encamped another fierce 
ragged dislodged people, the Palestinians, where he discovered 
certain realities behind those dark glamors of irreconcilability so 
cherished in the his own South), and finally into Israel, the New 
Canaan. . . .”8 His report ran as a three-part series in Harper’s,9 and 
before the second part was out, the executive editor of Houghton 
Mifflin was gushing that she was “crazy” about it and interested in 
publishing it as a book. “That Georgia Main Street Eye really sees 
. . . and there is that elegant pen,” Dorothy de Santillana wrote 
to him. Frady sent the letter to his agent with a block-letter note, 
“Take heart, Herman. What can stir an appetite in Boston might 
set off stampedes in the rest of the country.” Eventually, Harper’s 
Magazine Press published the series as a book, Across a Darkling 
Plain.10 

When Willie Morris left Harper’s in a bitter separation in 
March 1971, Frady and other staffers with a special loyalty to Morris 
left as well. Their years working together acquired, in retrospect, a 
vibrant glow. Frady captured some of that in an eight-page letter 
he wrote to Morris in 1992, apparently prompted by Morris asking 
for Frady’s memories for a book he was writing, New York Days. 

Frady dilated in his characteristic way on “that brief, high, windy, 
incandescent time at Harper’s,” a season “no matter how distant, 
in which I have to a degree continued to live and against which 
continued to measure what I’ve done ever since.”11 One droll story 
Frady tells is about him and Morris meeting the aged actress Hedy 
Lamarr at a dim Manhattan restaurant to try to persuade her—a 
youthful obsession of Frady’s—to submit to a profile by Frady. She 
declined, and dismayed the men with her sad pilfering of free candy 
at the cash register. The anecdote ended up in Morris’s book.12 
Frady also wrote a critique of the book’s manuscript suggesting 
minor edits Frady called his “prissy fastidiousness,” or maybe the 
“gleeful resistless pleasure of the edited to at last edit their editor.” 
But theirs was a mutual admiration society. Frady called Morris’s 
New York Days manuscript a “heart-pangingly lyrical” work of 
“teeming, tumbling” scenes.13 Years earlier, in 1980, Morris sent 
Frady a handwritten note from where he had settled in Oxford, 
Mississippi, praising Southerners, Frady’s latest book, “so splendid 
it hurts,” Morris wrote.14

His relationship with The New Yorker. As an ambitious 
writer from the sticks, Frady may have always aspired to that 
beacon of high journalism, The New Yorker. But by the time he 
got around to presenting himself to the magazine in 1988, at age 
forty-eight, he faced the problem of explaining “a certain disparity 
of style” between his effulgent writing and that weekly magazine’s 
tailored, urbane prose.15 At this time, he was finished with eight 
years in network TV news, stalled in his new career as a Hollywood 
scriptwriter, negotiating a three-book contract with Random 
House, and falling desperately into debt. The bank froze his 
VISA card.16 The beloved New Yorker editor for thirty-seven years, 
William Shawn, had recently been succeeded by former Knopf 
editor-in-chief Robert Gottlieb, giving Frady an opening to break 
into that legendary circle of staff reporters. “I have tended at times 
rather toward, let us say, the extravagant—most billowingly in a 
biography of Billy Graham,” he wrote, among phrases typed and 
penciled and revised. “I can only assure you, on what may seem the 
problem of style, that I should now find the rigors and precisions 
of The New Yorker most bracing, and energizing. For some reason, 
I have always felt, even while working for Harpers and the old Life 
and the New York Review and the others, that The New Yorker 
was ultimately home.”17 At the same time, he drafted almost the 
same letter to Tiny Brown at Vanity Fair, seeking work there. One 
detects, in this courtship, a manner that might explain why Frady 
seemed to accumulate ex-editors the way he collected ex-wives to 
whom he owed money. 

In any case, Gottlieb assigned Frady a long-form profile of 
Jesse Jackson, who was running for president. This assignment 
became a series called “Outsider” that ran in The New Yorker in 
three consecutive issues in February 1992, and a profile of the 
Jackson family that ran four years later.18 These became the core of 
a 552-page biography, Jesse: The Life and Pilgrimage of Jesse Jackson, 
apparently the only book he published of the three books he 
contracted in 1988 to write for Random House.19 He continued to 
work as a staff writer for The New Yorker through 1996, producing 
thoughtful reflections on Malcolm X and Castro, and well-reported 
pieces such as one on San Francisco Mayor Willie Brown and on 
Rickey Ray Rector, the man Bill Clinton ostentatiously allowed to 
be executed in Arkansas as a presidential campaign gesture. Frady’s 
writing in the period did indeed seem to become a bit more edged 
and clipped, though still fully in his voice. His papers contain 
proofs of New Yorker pages fretted with an editor’s markings, and 
Frady apparently took the editing well. “After all these years, I’d 
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never felt landed in such an exhilaratingly rigorous clime in which 
to write,” he wrote to Gottlieb when Tina Brown replaced him as 
editor in 1992.20 Frady’s letters express some chaffing at the change 
in leadership. 

Frady’s style of reporting and writing. His journalism was 
layered with techniques all his own. Like the other New Journalists 
of the 1960s, Frady borrowed the tools of fiction, setting scenes 
and colorfully quoting and animating his characters through those 
scenes. He conjured up his subjects in witty Dickensian fashion, 
often evoking some unexpected animal. Oklahoma Senator Fred 
Harris had the “burly, pig-eyed ferocity of some warty, back-
country Oklahoma sheriff.”21 Jesse Jackson stood erect with a 
“strutful, pouter pigeon’s bulge to his chest.”22 Even the blandest 
face of a congressman—the kind that leaves a typical political 
reporter speechless—becomes an occasion for satirical froth with 
Frady. In a 1973 Playboy profile of the mean-spirited, powerful 
Representative Wayne Hays of Ohio, Frady wrote that the former 
schoolteacher “still has about him the stale, heatless look of a 
smalltown lessonmaster: a pale-tan blur of hair dimming away from 
a high pallid forehead, vaguely beaked nose and thin scrupulous 
eyes the color of sleet, and a face as empty of expression as if left 
permanently nerveless by Novocain.”23

But his ultimate fictional model was an odd one for 
journalism—William Faulkner, the very opposite of the plain style 
that newsroom editors and journalism professors try to instill. 
Frady was too gifted for such harnessing. When Jesse Jackson 
suggested collaborating on the Jackson biography, Frady demurred. 
He explained to Jackson in a letter: “The only way I’ve known how 
to write is at full-throttle, in language, in description, in scenes, 
in efforts to discern and sound the last and largest meanings in 
a story. I fear all this is going to sound a bit high-falutin’, but it’s 
an effort to bring to a story that’s true—a journalistic account 
of a life, a conflict, a season in history – all the fuller narrative 
and wherewithal, dramatically and perceptively, of a novelist or 
playwright. That is, to tell it as deeply, as fully in the round, as 
Dickens or Tolstoy or Shaw would tell it.”24

The education of a literary journalist. Frady knew from his 
youth that he wanted to be a writer—set apart, famous, publishing 
work that would last beyond his own mortality. It was only by 
chance that he found his form in journalism; he felt this was partly 
accidental, due merely to the fact that he was living not in the age 
of faith or romance, but of journalistic reality.25 Still, writing was 
the thing, in kinship with Shakespeare and Flaubert. His papers 
from high school and from Furman University, occupying two 
boxes in the collection, cover a period in which he ransacked books 
for knowledge and wrote for every campus publication available, as 
well as the Greenville (South Carolina) News. After graduation in 
1963, he wrote for the Morris chain of Georgia newspapers out of 
its Atlanta bureau, but alienated the publisher with an irreverent 
feature on George Wallace.26 He had been at Newsweek for less than 
a year in 1964 when he left on a nine-month Woodrow Wilson 
fellowship at the University of Iowa. He seems to have spent the 
entire time in the legendary Writers’ Workshop there, where his 
fiction and essays impressed residents and faculty alike.27 In later 
years, Frady would quote novelist R.V. Cassill, from the Iowa 
workshop faculty, telling him, “Frady, you’re a writin’ fool.”28 

He valued camaraderie with fellow writers, but shunned pack 
journalism or too much of Manhattan. The collection is full of 
letter drafts encouraging other writers, recommending to New 
York editors young journalists such as Lawrence Wright and Frye 
Guillard, and giving soulful reactions to other writers’ manuscripts, 

such as a novel from the renegade preacher Will D. Campbell.29 
In December 1972, Frady wrote a richly descriptive letter about 
a shaggy farmhouse where he was living in Camden, South 
Carolina, trying to imitate the life of Faulkner at Rowan Oak and 
having house parties with as many as eighteen writers and editors 
exchanging ideas for magazine assignments and books.30 

Working with editors. Perhaps the richest vein of 
unpublished material in the collection is the paper trail of Frady’s 
sporadic communications with magazine editors, book editors, 
and literary agents. Many of the top general interest magazines 
and book publishers are represented here: The Atlantic, New Times, 
Mademoiselle, New York Times Sunday Magazine, Esquire, Sunday 
Times of London magazine, Little Brown, Simon & Schuster, 
Farrar, Straus and Giroux, and New American Library (NAL), 
besides those already mentioned. Letters to and from Frady deal 
with the editing process, in matters large and small. The years 
it took to finish large book projects —Billy Graham and Jesse in 
particular—are traced out in epics of agony, interruptions, and 
snags. The Graham book, for instance, fell into a nasty battle 
between Graham’s people and Little Brown’s people (with lawyers 
hovering in the background) because of an off-hand offer Frady 
made to let Graham review the manuscript for factual errors. When 
Jesse finally arrived, nine years after the contract was signed, editor 
David Rosenthal congratulated Frady, scrawling a note saying 
Frady defied all odds and triumphed mightily. “I am very proud of 
the book and grateful for your courage,” Rosenthal wrote.31

A number of the exchanges with editors are unpleasant. Frady 
obviously worked hard and ventured far for his stories. But he also 
missed deadlines, left publishers and editors in the lurch, and spent 
his cash advances, some quite large, without delivering the goods. 
His apologies and excuses are so courtly, one has to laugh at how 
versatile his eloquence can be. When he left Harper’s with Morris 
and the others in 1971, he apparently owed the magazine money it 
had loaned him. Frady failed to repayment on schedule, so Lewis 
Lapham wrote to suggest he could work off the debt by writing a 
few columns for the magazine. Frady apparently had no interest in 
contributing to Harper’s. But in more desperate times four years 
later, he wrote to Lapham, “The world turns, seasons wheel, orders 
flare and fall, and I’ve lately been mulling—would you be at all 
fetched by our doing business again?”32 

Writing for and about television. Frady was beguiled into 
network television in 1980 in the exhaustion of completing the 
Graham book. He wanted a change, and enjoyed being videotaped 
by ABC News for a 20/20 segment over a controversy around the 
book. (Graham surrogates accused him of making up facts and 
not taking notes.) Frady was courted by CNN, which was just 
getting started, but accepted a contract with ABC News to be chief 
correspondent for Closeup. Although he had no TV experience, his 
scriptwriting helped ABC win an Emmy. In a 1983 cover story 
rating television’s investigative reporters, TV Guide put him at 
number 5, being “deeply involved with the progress and research 
work of his stories.”33

But Frady soon became disenchanted with what he called the 
“Babylonian captivity of television.” After only about two years in 
his new job, he wrote a confidential letter on ABC News stationery 
to Michael Arlen at The New Yorker suggesting Arlen do a major 
story on how shoddy television journalism had become. Arlen had 
been the magazine’s TV critic in the 1970s, and Frady said few, if 
any, could deliver on this exposé “as definitively as you.” TV news, 
Frady felt, had become entirely corporate, a “diet of low-cal evening 
newsanchors.” Even his own genre of documentary “has largely 
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been turned into confetti.” Nine years later, after he had escaped 
that particular captivity, Frady delivered his jeremiad against TV 
news in a lecture at his alma mater. “[F]or all its pervasiveness and 
power in our collective lives,” he said, “television remains finally a 
total world of air, a mere gusting of loud light, endlessly evanescent 
and curiously slight in itself.”34 

From TV to screenplays. Frady moved out to Sherman Oaks 
in 1988 to write a screenplay for Columbia Pictures, but a Writers 
Guild strike paralyzed that work just after he arrived.35 Still, over the 
next fifteen years, he found screenwriting to his liking, and far more 
lucrative than journalism. He wrote at least a dozen screenplays, 
some produced for television and some left languishing. The 
subjects included dramatizations of Che Guevara’s life, Castro’s life, 
the John M. Barry book Rising Tide (on the Mississippi flood of 
1927), Robert Penn Warren’s All the King’s Men (updated to Frady’s 
time), Faulkner’s novella The Bear, and his own books on George 
Wallace and Billy Graham. All of these scripts, or pieces of them in 
notes, lie in thick packets in the papers. 

The personal wreckage. Making a living by writing can 
be difficult. Frady, despite his talent and its high value for many 
editors, seems to have made the writing life a lot more difficult 
than it should be. He had a penchant for spending money as it 
came in, often on exotic jaunts such as to the Mediterranean isle of 
Majorca. He often neglected his taxes, which brought the state of 
New York and the IRS on his trail. In addition, with four marriages 
over the course of his career, he was constantly entailed for support 
of ex-wives and children. His second wife, Gloria, he met while 
reporting a story about wives who remain faithful to husbands who 
left to fight in Vietnam.36 Sue, the first wife he left for Gloria, later 
had him slammed into the Fulton County jail for non-payment 
of child support.37 The files are full of Frady’s letters to collection 
agencies, lawyers, editors, and bankers seeking, eloquently, to 
explain and postpone financial obligations. “I still remain just a 
discreet degree this side of destitution,” he wrote one of his divorce 
lawyers in Los Angeles, “and on the appetites and ambitions and 
demands from New York, I’d like to maintain simply a responsive 
instead of an initiating posture.”38 

 In the final poignant chapter of his life, just before he moved 
back to South Carolina with his wife, Barbara Gandolfo, Frady 
was quietly fighting cancer for more than a year and accepting help 
and mercy from friends and family to pay his rent in Sherman 
Oaks. In one last irony, he emailed his aggrieved landlord there 
with respectful praise upon learning that the man had been one of 
the idealistic young attorneys for civil rights activists in the Deep 
South.39 

Pitching big ideas. When Frady offered story ideas on paper, 
his intellectual imagination showed forth, as impressive as his 
prose style. He had a sharp, journalistic hold on history, theology, 
economic theories, existential philosophy, and other realms of 
abstraction, but brought them out of their academic clouds down 
to the ground level of action. His story pitches and documentary 
treatments take many forms in this collection. Sometimes he’s 
spinning out one big idea in up to ten pages, for an article or a 
book. At other times, he’s a staff writer suggesting documentary 
features for Closeup40 or assignments for The New Yorker. When 
he was pitching ideas to the yet-unlaunched CNN, he suggested, 
among other ideas, a profile of Hodding Carter III, a look at 
Yugoslavia under a dying Tito, a story on Castro’s Cuba, a story 
from the jungles of Brazil on descendants of diehard Confederates 
who emigrated there after Appomattox, a documentary on 

the women or youngest generation of the Kennedy clan (“this 
American House of Atreus”), a “full-fledged profile” of Menachem 
Begin, and a study of how dissident émigrés from places such as 
Russia are faring “in America’s shopping-center civilization.”41 

The gnawing dream of writing fiction. Many ambitious 
reporters dream of writing great fiction, but this was more than 
a dream with Frady. He actually had contracts and advances with 
Random House and other big-name publishers for a novel or two, 
and was working on more than a couple of novels or short stories 
all his writing life. Discerning professors and editors encouraged 
his fiction writing, from those at the Iowa Writers’ Workshop42 to 
Calvin Trillin, who passed along a Frady short story at The New 
Yorker, to Esquire fiction editor Rust Hills, who told Frady his 
sixty-eight-page “Country Homecoming” had very strong scenes, 
very strong characters, and enough drama to be made into a play. 
Frady’s opus was to be a novel called Moab, a fictional town in 
Alabama. The novel, featuring the South in its civil rights turmoil 
and the New York of magazine glamor, is outlined at length in legal 
pads and fleshed out in manuscript drafts that run for hundreds of 
pages. The writing is as rich as any of his journalism. But finally, 
his failure to summon up works of marketable fiction may be a 
lesson in the times in which he flourished as a literary journalist. 
Frady had a unique talent for imagining the spiritual, historical, 
and comic substrate of his subjects, but he seemed to need real 
characters on which to work his magic. Reality turned out to be 
a needed anchor. Real people were somehow better material than 
any characters he could make up, including a fictionalized version 
of himself. The problem was not merely that The New Yorker and 
Esquire sought another kind of fiction, although that was true. 
“[Esquire] is being cast in a mode requiring topicality and brevity,” 
Hills wrote back, “and although [“A Country Homecoming”] has 
many many virtues, no one could say that topicality and brevity are 
among them—if indeed those are virtues at all.”43 

It was Frady’s destiny to be a “writin’ fool” in an age and a 
region that called on him to observe and report before he could 
sit down at the typewriter and try to make lasting art out of it. 
“Marshall Frady doesn’t have the recognition he deserves,” Robert 
Sherrill wrote in a review of Southerners in 1980. “. . .[W]hen 
Mr. Frady’s juices really get going—when he takes on the job of 
profiling a Dixie notable or defining ‘certain lurking Southern 
tribal glee in unruliness and mayhem’—he’s in a class by himself.”44 
What Frady witnessed as a journalist and what he accomplished as 
a writer lie dormant in this archive, still waiting for the recognition 
he deserves. 
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1 Marshall Frady to Robert Lescher, Feb. 28, 1972, “Correspondence,” box 42, 
“Reconsidering Fidel,” Marshall Frady Papers, MS Collection No. 1099, MARBL, 
Emory University (below, cited as MFP; most of the letters appear to be drafts or 
carbons of drafts, not finished letters).

2 See Halberstam’s “Marshall Frady: A Son of the South,” introduction to the 
re-release of Frady’s Billy Graham: A Parable of American Righteousness (New York: 
Simon & Schuster Papers, 2006), xiii-xxiii. In one letter, Frady cited Mailer’s early 
praise in The New York Review of Books and in another letter to Frady, Mailer wrote: 
“I obviously enjoyed your page of tasty prose and would try to return auctorial 
tender but my mouth tastes like tablets.” 

3 Marshall Frady to “Herman,” Oct. 12, 1989, box 55, MFP.
4 Barbara Grizzuti Harrison, “Billy Graham Review,” The New Republic, July 

7 & 14, 1979, 28.
5 George McMillan, The Boston Globe, July 27, 1979. n.p., “Drafts, Reviews,” 

box 23, “Billy Graham: A Parable of Righteousness,” MFP.



Journalism History 40:1 (Spring 2014)6

6 Willie Morris, New York Days (Boston: Little Brown, 1993), 81-99; and 
Berkley Hudson and Rebecca Townsend, “Unraveling the Web of Intimacy and 
Influence: Willie Morris and Harper’s Magazine,” Literary Journalism Studies 1, no. 
2 (Fall 2009): 63-78.

7 Friedel Ungeheuer to Willie Morris, Nov. 19, 1968, box 55, MFP. 
Ungheheuer, a writer whose work appeared in Harper’s in the same issue, told 
Morris that Frady’s piece on California “made Time’s hapless cover look really sick. 
It’s a pleasure to appear in such company.”

8 Marshall Frady to “Herman,” n.d., box 17, “Across a Darkling Plain,” MFP.
9 Marshall Frady, “American Innocent in the Middle East,” Harper’s, October 

1970, 55-80; November 1970, 104-19; January 1971, 65-79. 
10 G. Dorothy de Santillana to Marshall Frady, Sept. 25, 1970, box 17, “Across 

a Darkling Plain,” MFP; and Marshall Frady, Across a Darkling Plain: An American’s 
Passage through the Middle East (New York: Harper’s Magazine Press, 1971).

11 Marshall Frady to Willie Morris, March 26, 1992, box 55, “Correspondence,” 
MFP.

12 New York Days, 60-61, and excerpted as “Heady Day, Hedy Nights,” 
Washington Post, Sept. 12, 1993.

13 Marshall Frady to Willie Morris, Feb. 24, 1993, box 55, “Correspondence,” 
MFP. 

14 Willie Morris to Marshall Frady, Oct. 5, 1980, box 55, “Correspondence,” 
MFP.

15 Marshall Frady to Robert Gottlieb, n.d., c. 1988, box 55, MFP.
16 Marshall Frady to Citibank credit manager, The Lakes, Nev., Oct. 21, 1988, 

box 55, MFP.
17 Frady to Gottlieb.
18 Marshall Frady, “The Gift,” Feb. 3, 1992, 36-69; “History Is upon Us,” Feb. 

10, 1992, 41-75; “Without Portfolio,” Feb. 17, 1992, 39-69; and “An American 
Family,” April 29, 1996, 148-57, The New Yorker.

19 Marshall Frady, Jesse: The Life and Pilgrimage of Jesse Jackson (New York: 
Random House, 1996).

20 “Dear Bob,” n.d. Short draft begins “I’m still tottering around out here a 
little stunned. Just can’t quite process it yet.” Marshall Frady, apparently to Robert 
Gottlieb around July 1992, on his leaving The New Yorker, box 55, MFP.

21 Frady, Southerners, 331, 332.
22 Frady, Jesse, 5.

23 Marshall Frady, “Chairman Skinflint,” Playboy, August 1973, 78.
24 Marshall Frady to Jesse Jackson, Jan. 18, 1989, box 39, MFP.
25 Marshall Frady, “A Personal Preliminary,” in Southerners, xxiv.
26 “Marshall Frady: Politics and the Image Makers,” The Furman Magazine, 

winter/spring 1971, 14-20.
27 Marshall Frady to Joe Cumming, Dec. 3, 1964, donated by the author to 

MARBL to be added to MFP.
28 Marshall Frady to Willie Morris, May 3, 1979, box 55. MFP.
29 Marshall Frady to Will D. Campbell, June 2, 1976, box 55, MFP.
30 Marshall Frady to “Folks,” n.d., but described as December in Camden, 

S.C., home, box 55, MFP.
31 David Rosenthal to Marshall Frady, May 9, 1996, box 39, MFP.
32 Lewis Lapham to Marshall Frady, Oct. 8, 1971; Frady to Lapham, Dec. 18, 

1975, box 55, MFP.
33 “Rating TV’s Investigative Reporters,” TV Guide, Jan. 22-28, 1983.
34 Marshall Frady, “Can Journalism Really Tell the Truth?,” Furman Magazine, 

Summer 1993, 18-24. The article was adapted from a lecture Frady gave at Furman 
in October 1992.

35 Frady to Credit Manager, Citibank.
36 Marshall Frady, “Women Who Wait,” Good Housekeeping, May 1966, 100.
37 Marshall Frady to his agent Sterling Lord, Aug. 11, 1975, box 55, MFP. 

Frady’s description: “two storm-troopers come around the side of the house: a half-
an-hour later, I’m imprisoned, locked in a dingy dimly-lit kennel downtown that 
was like a human dog-pound.”

38 Marshall Frady to Harvey Strassman, July 10, 1990, box 55, MFP. 
39 Marshall Frady email to Jack Pratt, n.d., 2003, box 55, MFP. 
40 Marshall Frady’s memos on story ideas for ABC News to “Dear Av,” Roone 

Arledge, and others are in box 51, MFP. 
41 Marshall Frady to Sam Zelman of CNN, April 23, 1980, box 55, MFP.
42 Marshall Frady to Joe Cumming, Dec. 3, 1964, notes faculty who said a 

Frady novel titled “Martyrs” showed a fine style with “superb” characters, “except, 
disconcertingly enough, the hero, who was a bit ‘wraith-like.’”

43 Rust Hills to Marshall Frady, Dec. 18, 1993, box 50, MFP.
44 Robert Sherrill, “Southerners,” New York Times Review of Books, Sept. 28, 

1980.


