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THE BARRY'S CORNER SAGA 

To Hell With Urban Renewal!: 
By Marjorie T. Redgate 

While researching a recent Journal article 
on the Barry's Comer redevelopment 
controversy ("The Life and Death of a 
Neighborhood," August 11th), it was 
learned that Marjorie Redgate, who led the 
North Harvard Street neighborhood in its 
struggle against the Boston Redevelop­
ment Authority, had written a lengthy 
ac�ount of the battle. Excerpts from her 
piece (a 395 page document enutled, "To 
Hell With Urban Renewal!") will appear 
in the Journal over the next few weeks. Our 
thanks go to Bernard Redgate, the de­
ceased author's son, for bringing this inter­
esting manuscript to light, and for permis­
sion to publish segments of it. 

May, 1966 

At this moment, only 1 3 houses 
remain standing amid the rubble. A 
mixture of single-, two- and three-family 
dwellings arc scauercd irregularly over a 
seven-acre tract. Where homes once stood 
only scraps of wood and debris now 
remain. It wasn't a natural catastrophe that 
destroyed these homes. It was the Boston 
Redevelopment Authority! 

Chapter I 

For as long as I can remember, my 
husband Al and I always wanted to own our 
own home, but as children of the Great 
Depression, when good-paying jobs were 
scarce and money tight, our prospects 
weren't panicularly good. However, we 
managed eventually to accumulate enough 
money for a small down payment. Then, 
one Sunday, we came across a listing for a 
lious.: n Aibt01 ·n w · · · e · · ·s.

t une , a eau 1 
Monday morning, when I started out from 
our apartment in Somerville, with my 
three-year-old son, Bernard, to inspect the 
listing. A short ride down Western A venue 
on the trackless trolley bus took me to the 
comer of North Harvard Street, and the site 
of my new home. 

The owner was Mr. McGinn, 
known affectionately as "Gus" by his 
neighbors .. He was a short, stocky, warm­
hearted man. The house was Gus' 
birthplace and he had a sentimental 
attachment to it. He owned several other 
properties in the neighborhood. 

A fast-talking speculator with 
ready cash had made an offer, but Gus had 
turned him down cold, for the man's 
planned to tear down the house and use the 
lot for a trucking business. Gus wanted to 
sell to someone who would make a home at 
162 North Harvard Street. A down­
payment changed hands, and the house 
was ours. 

*** 
My husband's hair turned gray, 

my son, Bernard, grew to manhood, and 
the years quietly passed by. Two years 
after purchasing the house, a new 
development had occurred. There was a 
small shop located next door, which had 
served as the studio of an artist, a Mr. 
Rodrick. When he retired we bought the 
building as an office for my husband's 
small roofing business. 

It was here that I began my own 
venture by selling small articles­
cigarettes and household i tems to 
accomodate my neighbors. Two years 
later, we remodeled the office into a 
luncheonette, which I ran. During the 
years that followed, I came to know my 
neighbors intimately, and developed a 
strong attachment for the neighborhood. 
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When it became apparent that the Boston Redevelopment Authority was not going 
to go away, residents countered with publicity sm:h as signs on their homes. 

*** 
One Friday morning in March 

1061, as J 0urcg coffee for:· tr;.i-·k driYcr, 
window 

lo see a man standing in the middle of 
North Harvard Street taking pictures. 

"Why are you taking pictures of 
these homes?," I asked him curiously. 

"It's all 

so. You know, Marge, that dirty S.O.B. 
says he can hold up my Social Security 
-:heck if l don't coopc.rnlc wi:h 11·m." 

Several days later. I was subjected 
to the same abuse from the same man. 

"What do you want?," I asked 
him angrily. 

He didn't bother lo answer, just 
began measuring 

coming down!" 
he replied before 
leaping into his 
car and speeding 

• It · 't I 
• the floor andWaSn 0 natura : walls of the shop 

catastroph .. ·.··. e. tha .... ·.t. : while speaking 

• into a small tape
away. destroyed these : . recorder. Since 

several hungry 
*** homes. It was the : truck drivers 
0 n e 

morning not too 
long after this, 
Dick Hollum 

Boston 
: were waiting, I 

• ignored him for

R d I t • the moment. Ase eve Opmen • soonas one of the• . came into my 
shop for a cup of 
coffee. Dick was 

• Author. it. y ! • stools emptied,
._• ________ ..;.;.. ___ ..;.;.. __ •_.· however, he 

retired and usually spent pleasant morn­
ings like this one relaxing under the weep­
ing willow tree in his yard. But this morn­
ing, something was bothering him. I could 
see that at a glance. 

"What's the matter?" I inquired. 
'Tm not really sure, Marge. 

Something bad is happening to us, and I 
can't figure it out. A big, fat bloke has been 
bothering me now for almost a month. He 
rings my bell. I pretend I'm not home. He 
waits until I come out of the house." 

"I've got to inspect your house," he says. 
"Like hell, you will," I tell him. 

'Tm not selling. This is my home!" 
"It doesn't matter. You gotta get out 

anyways. We can call the police and have 
you put out on the street anytime we want." 

"And who is 'we'?" I asked him. 
"Then he showed me his badge. It said 
Boston Redevelopment Authority on it. 
What's that, Marge? Is the city of Boston 
in the construction business now? 

"I'm not getting out, and I told him 

plunked his fat 
posteriol' onto it, and began questioning 
me. I became so annoyed at his lack of 
manners that I shouted at him, "Get out, 
and take your questions with you!" 

He faced me down with fire in his 
eyes. He was a highly arrogant, bold and 
persistent man. He threatened me with 
arrestifl failed to cooperate with him. I just 
laughed in his face, and told him to go 
ahead if he could. 

*** 
A day rarely passed now that my 

distraught neighbors failed to come into 
the shop to complain bitterly of similar 
experiences. One evening we gathered at 
the luncheonette to discuss our mutual 
problems, and what to do about iL 

Ida Gilbert, a widow who owned 
a beatiful house on North Harvard Street, 
suggested contacting our state 
representatives, Robert Q. Crane and 
Vincent Shanley. Yes, that was the proper· 
thing to do, and under ordinary 
circumstances it might have been enough. 

Part One 
However, these were not ordinary circum­
stances and at the time we were pitifully 
naive and trusting. Of course our local pols 
wouldn't help. 

"There's a Monsignor on the Redevel­
opment Board!," anotherneighbor shouted 
with enthusiasm. "Let's contact him. He'll 
put an end to this torment. I'll call him 
myself," she volunteered, and rushed 
home to make the call. 

Later that evening she returned. I could 
tell at a glance that her mission had failed. 

"He can't do a thing for us," she said 
glumly, adding almost tearfully, "He said, 
'Some must suffer so the many will 
benefit."' 

My son, Bernard, and George 
Tetrault, a resident and second year student 
at Boston University, composed an appeal 
to our two United States Senators, Leverett 
Saltonstall and Benjamin Smith. They sent 
back cordial and sympathetic replies, and 
informed us that they had forwarded our 
letters to the BRA. 

*** 
When my neighbors asked me 

what they should do, I advised them not to 
admit anyone to their homes without a 
warrant. The strategy worked. 

The BRA's inspection was a 
complete flop. Our taut nerves began to 
relax, but then it began all over again. One 
day more than 30 young punks arrived in 
the neighborhood to ma.kc a second try at 
inspecting our property. These young 
savages had nothing but contempt for us, 
which they displayed at every Lum. One of 
them told a resident that he received a 
bonus for every house he inspected. 

The moment it became clear to 
them that the, residents would not 
cooperate. they became very vicious. They 
mocked our elderly, kicked down our 
fences, annoyed our children-in short, 
they created havoc in our neighborhood. 

*** 
Then, in late October 1961, the 

neighborhood was on the Channel 4 news. 
The newscaster announced that the city 
intended to raze and redevelop lhe area. 
The film footage that appeared 
emphasized the least attractive features of 
the neighborhood. 

It had rained just before the 
filming, and the yards were full of large and 
small puddles. The film showed a child 
playing in one of the puddles with a toy 
boat under a sagging willow tree, rear 
porches with underwear dangling on 
clotheslines, an old automobile in a back 
yard with its wheels jacked up, a fence in 
need of repair-anything that would lend 
substance to the BRA' s description of the 
North Harvard Street neighborhood as "a 
depressed area." 

The newscaster went on to say 
that the neighborhood would be replaced 
by a high-rise luxury apartment complex, 
to be developed by John and Thomas 
Pappas and Maurice Simon, millionaire 
racetrack owners and major real estate 
speculators. 

That evening, we called Channel 
4 to protest the BRA's North Harvard 
Street redevelopment. Little did we realize 
that we were fated to wage a nine year 
struggle to save our homes, a struggle we 
would lose in the end. 

Ed. Note: Mrs. Redgate' s article, 

the first of three parts, was edited for 

publication by William P. Marchione, the 
Journal's historical editor. His column, 
Looking Backwards, appears monthly in 
the paper. 
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Part Two: 'To Hell with Urban Renewal!' 
By Marjorie T. Redgate 

The following article, the second 

in a three-part series, was excerpted from 

Marjorie Redgates' "To Hell With Urban 

Renewal!," an accowit of the unsuccessful 

1960' s struggle to prevent the Boston 

Redevelopment Authority's demolition of 

the North Harvard Street neighborhood 

known as Barry's Corner. This week's ar­

ticle describes a dramatic public hearing 

'held at the Thomas Gardner School on 

June 27, 1962. The excerpts were edited by 

William P. Marchione, curator of the 

Brighton Allston Historical Society. 

The Right Reverend Francis J. 
Lally, chairman of the Boston Redevelop­
ment Authority, scrutinized the residents 
of the North Harvard Street neighborhood 
whose homes would stand or fall as a result 
of this hearing. He leaned forward to ex­
plain that the hearing was being held to 
consider an application of John C. Pappas, 
Thomas A. Pappas and Maurice Simon to 
demolish 52 buildings, mostly homes in 
the Barry's Comer area of Allston, so that 
a multi-story apartment complex could be 
constructed. He then casually added that 
relocation of the residents would be dis­
cussed after the developers had explained 
their plans for the neighborhood. 

We were stunned by the callous­
ness of the Lally's words. The emotions 
pent up inside of us for so many months 
suddenly exploded. 

Bill Jenkins leaped to his feet. 
"Relocation be damned!" he shouted. "Get 
out, you political bums! Get out!" 

Dick Hollum jumped up shaking 
his fist. "Carpetbaggers! C:lrI)Ctbaggers!" 

"Shove your relocation, pious Lally," 
declared one man, his wife quickly adding, 
"Leave us alone and take care of souls!" 

The Chairman responded by 
banging his gavel in an unsuccessful at­
tempt to regain control. 

James Colbert, a BRA board 
member famous for his brassy voice 
roared, 'T 11 have this hall cleared if you do 
not remain silent!" 

A loud voice shouted from the rear: 
"Shut up, Colbert! Shut your big mouth!" 

The residents were now terribly 
angry and excited. They stamped their 
feet, repeatedly shouting, "Get out, get out, 
get out!" 

Suddenly a loud voice yelled, 
"Put that gavel down, you pious hypo­
crite!'' And with that several residents 
rushed up toward the front of the hall where 
the BRA board was seated. They jostled 
each other in their haste, yelling, "Put that 
gavel down! Put that gavel down!" 

Soon the entire North Harvard 
Street group was on its feet, their voices 
added to the chorus of shouts, "Put that 
gavel down! Put that gavel down!" 

The board members were pale 
and visibly shaken. Lally relinquished his 
grip on the gavel, which lay silent for the 
rest of the meeting. 

A few minutes later, John How­
ard (a South Boston architect who strongly 
supported the neighborhood), stood and 
addressed the board. 

"The family home is the corner­
stone of America," he declared calmly. 
"It's an impregnable fortress that holds our 
most cherished memories, our most prized 
possessions. You callously destroy the 
heritage and incentive of these self-sup­
porting people when you seize and destroy 
their homes." 

After reading a passage from 

Barry's Corner residents were united against the BRA plan. 
-

Pope Leo XIIl's 1891 ency�lical on the 
duty of the clergy to defend private prop­
erty fro?] un ·ust sei�ure Howard turned on 

"Monsignor Lally, you are mor­
ally bound to safeguard the rights of these 
people to be secure in their homes," he 
said. "You prostituted your morals when 
you acquiesced in the legalized theft of 
private property. Where is your morality? 
You are a disgrace. Take the collar off!" 

BRA administrator Edward J. 
Logue was visibly disturbed by this. Logue 
had once characterized the North Harvard 
Street proposal as "a bad project," planned 
Jong before he came to Boston, one he 
would not have proposed himself. But he 
was now vigorously promoting it. I could 
not understand how a man could acknowl­
edge an error and then persist in that error 
and compound it. 

Logue was a shrewd manipulator. 
His slogan, "Planning with People," im­
plied that urban renewal would take ac­
count of the desires of the affected popula­
tions. But this was nothing more than 
cheap rhetoric calculated to placate those 
suspicious of urban renewal. 

I was chanting along with my 
neighbors when I felt a light tap on my 
shoulder. It was Boston City Councilor 
Gabriel Piemonte. 

"Mrs. Redgate, piease speak to 
them," he pleaded. "Quiet them down. The 
BRA must conduct this hearing. Please ask 
them to let the Authority speak. Please 
speak to them. They'll listen to you." 

I had no intention of quieting the 
residents. It was critically important that 
the hearing be forced to adjourn without 
declaring the proposal an official BRA 
project. That action, if taken, would consti­
tute a major step toward the forcible sei­
zure of our homes. I realized that the resi­
dents would soon exhaust themselves with 
their chanting. I knew the BRA was wait­
ing for our energies to run down to resume 
the business of declaring the project a fact. 

I found the role I was required to 
play difficult. My heart beat hard and fast 
as I stood fac:in rhe audience. I srras ed the 

very still. 
First, I berated the BRA. 
"My husband and I worked hard 

for our home and business, and I don't 
intend to surrender it to high-rise luxury 
housing," I declared. 

Then I emphasized the deep at­
tachment the residents felt for their homes 
and apartments. 

"Their roots are here in this 
neighborhood. Most of the homes are 
mortgage-free and the elderly are able to 
sustain themselves confortably and inde­
pendently on their small pensions. They 
value being independent. Moreover, many 
of the residents are elderly; if you harass 
them further or move them, you'll force 
them to an early grave." 

Then I turned and spoke to my 
friends and neighbors. 

"Do you want this urban renewal proj­
ect as proposed by the Boston Redevelop­
ment Authority here today?," I asked them. 

They stood as a body and shouted 
in response, "No, No, No!" 

."Do you wish to surrender your 
homes and apartments to this Authority to 
construct a luxury high-rise apartment 
complex?" I asked. 

"No, No, No!" they responded in uni­
son. "We don't want it! We don't want it!" 

Then I turned and faced the BRA 
board and, speaking softly, carefully em­
phasizing each word, I concluded: 

"You've heard them. We don't 
· want it. The responsibility is yours."

Many speakers followed, all
opposed to the BRA proposal.

Frances O'Brien, a young lady in her
20's, pointed her finger toward the board.

'The North Harvard Street neigh­
borhood is no slum-it's a good place to
live," she said quietly. "I know because
I've lived here all my life. My great-grand-

father settled here over 100 years ago. 
Hefferan Street was named after my great­
grandfather, James Hefferan. My family 
and many of the early residents of the 
neighborhood generously contributed to 
the building and beautifying of St. An­
thony's Church. Today we fight for our 
existence and this same church turns a deaf 
ear to our plea. We were even denied using 
the church hall to hold our meetings." 

Mr. Matson, a local landlord, told 
the BRA that his apartments were well­
maintained and the rents reasonable. 

"I choose my tenants wisely to 
minimize abuse or damage to my apart­
ments and to protect my neighbors' inter­
ests," Matson said. 'The North Harvard 
Street neighborhood is a cheerful, pleasant 
area with plenty of open space to breath." 

My son Bernie, the last to speak, charged 
the BRA with "cruel, immoral, impractical 
and flagrant abuse of eminent domain." 

"We do not question the right of 
eminent domain exercised wisely in the 
building of a school or a public facility to 
benefit the public in general," he com­
mented. "But we are vigorously opposed to 
the taking of one man's home for the per­
sonal profit of another." 

We retrieved our signs and were 
ready to exit the auditorium when a male 
voice shouted, "Don't leave yet! Come 
back! Come back! Good Jesus, Lally is 
about to resume the hearing!" 

Dick Hollum raised his fist and 
shouted, "You bloody swine. You're de­
termined to have this neighborhood con­
demned. You don't give a damn how we 
feel about it." 

At this point, a BRA official 
be an rcadin a series of statistics from a 

"You bum!" one of the neighbors 
yelled at him. "Why don't you get yourself 
a decent job?" 

"You've had your chance to 
speak. Now it's my tum!" the BRA official 
protested. 

"We're not playing marbles, kid," a 
neighbor retorted. "We're not taking turns 
today. We've got everything to lose, and 
you're playing with a stacked deck." 

With a signal from Lally, the offi­
cial continued reading his statistics. 

At this point I got up and called to Mon­
signor Lally, "My God, you know we don't 
want this project for our neighborhood. 
Why do you continue with this hearing?" 

I was so engrossed in my protest 
that I didn't notice the policeman beside 
me until I felt the pressure of his fingers on 
my shoulder. Then I heard Dick Hollum 
shout, "Logue has called the cops. He's 
ordered them to arrest the next neighbor 
who speaks out.Jesus Christ, the cops have 
got a hold of Margie." 

Instantly, the residents moved in. 
My husband, Al, and Bernie were in the 
lead. Al yelled, "Take your hands off her!" 

The policemen glanced at the 
angry faces of the residents and quickly 
released his grip. 

The residents' anger was now at 
fever pitch, and they yelled at the BRA 
board, while Bill Jenkins and several oth­
ers again rushed the stage. 

Logue was standing at the back of 
the hall. He motioned to Lally. As if by pre­
arrangement, the Monsignor and the other 
board members gathered their papers, 
hastily returning them to their briefcases. 

Thus an aroused and determined 
neighborhood succeeded in preventing the 
BRA, if only temporarily, from declaring 
the North Harvard Street neighborhood an 
official urban renewal project. 
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THE BARRY'S CORNER SAGA 

Part Three: 'To Hell With Urban Renewal!'� 
By Marjorie T. Redgate 

The/ allowing was excerpted from Marjorie Redgate' s ''To 
Hell With Urban Renewal!" fl is an account of the unsuc­
cessful 1960s struggle to prevent the Boston Redevelop­
ment Authority's demolition of the North Harvard Street 
neighborhood known as Barry's Corner. The final piece in 
this series will be run this week and next and describes the 
fateful day on August 9,1965, when the BRA tore down 
most of the homes. The excerpts were edited by William P. 
Marchione, curator of the Brighton Allston Historical 
�ociety and author of "The Bull in the Garden: A History 
of Allston-Brighton." 

Through the windows of my coffee shop I could see m y 
neighbors, Ida Gilbert and Annie Soricelli, praying before 
a statue of the Virgin Mary on Annie's front lawn. Around 
them were about 30 men, women and children, rosary 
beads entwined in their fingers. When strangers inquired 
what was going on, we told them that the neighborhood 
was holding a 24-hour prayer vigil, begun the previous 
evening. 

While the neighborhood derived comfort from the 
vigil, it failed to impress Monsignor Lally, the BRA board 
chairman, BRA administrator Edward Logue, or Mayor 
John Collins, for shortly after 8:30 a.m. on August 9th, that 
"unholy trio" sent the police into our neighborhood. 

The police entering the neighborhood consisted both of 
the regular officers and a special tactical squad, a group 
trained for riot control. We were outraged that Boston's 
police force, paid for with our tax dollars, was coming into 
Barry's Comer not as friend and protector, but rather to 
preside over its destruction. 

"Get out of our neighborhood!," we shouted. "We've 
committed no crimes here! Go catch the murderers, rapists 
and thieves that prowl the city's streets!" 

As we followed the police to the BRA command post, 
a trailer on Smith Street, a man shouted, "Arrest the 
maggots at City Hall who seized the titles to our homes!" 

homes on Heffernan Street at the center of the neighbor­
hood. One of these belonged to long-time resident, 
'Tootsie"Casey. We implanted a six-foot American flag in 
Tootsie's front yard, hoping the sight of stars and stripes 
would touch the conscience of the invaders. Tootsie stood 
on her front porch surrounded by neighbors and friends, 
determined to resist eviction. 

A short distance away, several hundred neighbors and 
spectators were gathering outside the apartment ofJ im and 
Jackie Wheelis, where various news teams were setting up 
equipment. The media was now paying close attention to 
our battle, and we were winning some allies. By mid­
morning more than 300 homeowners and concerned citi­
zens from Charlestown, Cambridge, Revere and commu­
nities as far away as Wakefield and Wayland stood with us 
in protest against the federal urban renewal program. 

At this point a policemen appeared at the foot of 
Tootsie's stairs, with a BRA official in tow. "Get off those 
stairs!" he ordered. "Get up ... now! The occupants of this 
house are about to be evicted!" 

Though startled by the policeman's vehemence, the 
neighbors ignored him. A second later, Tootsie stood up, 

Boston Police forcibly remove a resident of Barry's Corner during the first tumultuous day that bulldozers came 
into the Allston neighborhood to tear it down in the mid-1960's.

brushed a lock of dampened hair from her fm:ehead and, 
looking the BRA man straight in the eye, shouted: "Your 
kind sent my father to an early grave, and now you want to 
kill my mother. My mother owns this property free and 
clear, so why don't you get the hell out of here, and take you 
bodyguard with you!" 

A half smile played across the BRA officials face. 
"We'll be back," he announced. 

In an effort to keep sympathizers out of the targeted 
area, the BRA set up rope barriers at both ends of Heffernan 
Street, and hung "No Trespassing" signs on the ropes. We 

ur stra e y 
before daybreak, our little group of "minutemen" had 
moved their automobiles, trash barrels, chairs, and just 
about anything that was handy into the Smith Street en­
trance to Heffernan Street. Our aim was to block the 
passage of any moving vans that the BRA might send in to 
cart off the residents' furniture. 

For sometime now the police had been slowly drifting 
into the area adjacent to the Wheelis apartment. Nearby, a 
radio commentator was telling his listeners that the deputy 
sheriffs would soon arrive to begin evicting residents. In 
the meantime the neighbors took up positions on the steps 
of the gray clapboard duplex. 

Then, at about 11 a.m. on that hot August morning, 
what we had most feared occurred-the BRA brought in 
the bulldozers! The appearance of a bulldozer caused 
astonishment and disbelief-then chairs toppled over and 
fell to the street as residents panicked and tried to reach the 
bulldozer to block its movement. In a matter of seconds, 
however, the police moved in and roughly shoved the 
neighbors back. 

The sun's rays were terribly hot now, but we were so 

shaken, angry and furiously mad that we hardly noticed the 
heat. All eyes were focused on that infernal machine of de­
struction. Just minutes later, a shrill voice pierced the air 
screaming "Jesus, Mary and Joseph!" as the bulldozer 
struck the first structure-the Vatlaro house-full center. 
Almost at once that modest dwelling exploded into clouds 
of thick dust and then collapsed into a pile of dirty rubble. 

Minutes later another house, a single, was struck in 
similar fashion, bursting into pieces with the occupants' 
belongings still inside. A refrigerator, beds, tables, chairs

and books were strewn over the ground, irreparably dam­
a ed. 

lalllllndrageln ........ �--�-,-...... -
ing good, stable homes that had sheltered happy, peaceful 
citizens for so many years. 

My neighbors stood there shocked and immobile, 
looking to one another, seeking confort of some sort, but 
finding none. The noise of the bulldozer clawing at the 
helpless wooden frame buildings and the sight of debris 
strewn on the ground was like a torch to our already boiling 
tempers. A couple of old-timers wept unashamedly. "May 
they bum in Hell!" an elderly resident shouted. 

By the time our attorney, William P. Homans Jr., 
arrived on the scene, the situation was so tense that he 
immediately contacted Governor John Volpe with an 
appeal to intercede. Homans asked the governor to halt the 
project until a suit we had pending in the Supreme Judicial 
Court was resolved. 

State Sen. Beryl Cohen of Brookline also appealed to 
Volpe to step in until a bill he had filed to protect our rights 
had been acted upon by the Legislature. Volpe declared he 
could not act since he had no jurisdiction. 

It was a little after noon now, and the temperature was 
close to 100 degrees. Nearby, the smooth, clear voice of a 
radio commentator announced that the deputy sherrifs 
were about to arrive to evict the remaining tenants. At the 
same time, I noticed the police were moving in closer, as if 
to encircle us, and that they too seemed tense and angry. 

It was at this point that Anna Kushner, a friend and 
supporter from Winthrop, arrived. Anna was a veteran of 
the West End redevelopment project and a firm foe of 
urban renewal. A few years before she had witnessed the 
heartbreak of displaced West End and Roxbury residents 
searching the streets of Boston for affordable housing. Her 
heart went out to the "little people," those uprooted from 
their homes by powerful governmental agencies for the 
accomodation of a few greedy developers. 

"Urban renewal is unjust, immoral and an abuse of 
eminent domain!" Anna declared loudly. "It does not 
belong in America!" Soon a small crowd gathered around 
her. She went on to scold the police for their participation 
in the BRA's brutal assault on the community. 

These words had hardly left her lips, when she was 
seized by two husky policemen and forced into a nearby 
police car. Anna Kushner was arrested for the first time in 
her 60-year life because she dared to speak the truth! 

A former house in Barry's Corner sits in a heap of rubble, while another nearby awaits a similar fate. 
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THE BARRY'S CORNER SAGA 

Part Four: 'To Hell With Urban Renewal!' 

By Marjorie T. Redgate 

The following was excerpted from 
Marjorie Redgate' s "To Hell With Urban 
Renewal!" It is an account of the unsuc­
cessful 1960s struggle to prevent the Bos­
ton Redevelopment Authority's demolition 
of the North Harvard Street neighborhood 
known as Barry's Corner. This final piece 
of this series concerns the actions which 

'began when 40 of the 52 homes were 
demolished in August 1965. After great 
public embarrassment to Boston Mayor 
John Collins' administration, further 
demolition was suspended and the Mayor 
announced the city was withdrawing its 
original proposal for a luxury apartment 
project. 

Instead, a Blue Ribbon Panel was 
established and, ultimately, the contract 
was awarded to a local development 
team-the Committee for North Harvard, 
co-sponsored by a number of local 
churches. The remaining residents of 
Barry's Comer hoped to regain the titles to 
their homes, but this hope, too, was frus­
trated. The Red gates and a few other deter­
mined residents held out to the bitter end, 
which came finally in 1969. 

Friday, October 17, 1969 was a day 
the few remaining North Harvard Street 
residents would long remember. The 12th 
hour had come. Suffolk County Sheriff 
Thomas Eisenstadt, under orders from 
Mayor Kevin White and BRA Director 
John Warner. proceeded to evict the re­
mainin r ·idents. 

printed on the four moving vans that en­
tered the neighborhood that morning, for 
the movers had a reputation of being the 
worst in the city. One van halted in front of 
my shop, another beside the small home of 
Margaret and Stanley Selinsky, while the 
other two drove up Heffernan Street and 
parked beside the homes of Eunice Holl um 
and her daughter, Tootsie Casey. 

When the vans dropped their tail­
gates, more than 30 policemen leaped from 
each. Seconds after, police details cut the 
flow of traffic into North Harvard Street. A 
small van carrying "attack dogs" was also 
part of this barbaric convoy. ] 

The invading force quickly laid 
seige lo our neighborhood. IL seemed clear 
the remaining residents would be homeless 
before nightfall. 

From out of nowhere, two invaders 
crashed into my shop. One of them, a 
stocky man with dirty brown hair, pro­
ceeded to rip the red leather seats from the 
stools. The other, a pale, thin man of about 
40, was dressed in an expensive gray busi­
ness suit A dozen movers followed into 
the shop carrying trash barrels. 

"Who are you?!" I demanded, and 
when they gave no answer, l shrieked, "Are 
you ashamed to give your names?!" Since 
they refused to identify themselves, I had 
to assume that the gray-suited man was a 
deputy sheriff. At one point, I heard one of 
the movers address him as "Mr. Tobin." 

While the invaders continued sack­
ing my shop, I rushed to call our auomey, 
Mr. Greenbaum, a young lawyer who 
worked for the Legal Assistance Project. 

"Be calm, don't panic," he advised. 
"Mr. Edward Fleming, a federal lawyer, is 
in court at this very moment seeking an in­
junction to keep the BRA from evicting the 
residents." 

I don't know what l expected from 
these young lawyers. I was terribly _grateful 

The demolition of homes in Allston's Barry's Corner neighborhood during the 1960s was devestating to the families who were 
forced to move by the Boston Redevelopment Authority. 

for their compassion and determination, 
but I knew it was too late to expect help 
from the courts. 

A sick feeling went through me as 

' . ' .

food-everything and anything-into the 
large barrels. 

In utter disgust I slipped quietly into 
my home, which stood adjacent to my 
shop, and began 

shouted. Tobin said nothing, but seemed to 
pale a little. 

Suddenly, the phone rang. 
"Leave it alone," ordered Tobin. 
I answered it anyway, and found 

Ataomey Fleming. His 
instructions were precise and to the point. 

"Mrs. Redgate, tell whoever is in 
charge to cease evicting the residents at 
once. I expect to have a 12-day restraining 

order against the 
gathering my per­
sonal possessions. I 
had just begun when 
my front door came 
crashing down with 
such impact that the 
whole house shook. 
In seconds the house 
was filled with 
strangers. The skill 
of the movers did not 
improve with time, 
and I shut my eyes
and shivered as they 
threw heavy 

"We had been driven 
from our homes 

without one penny 
of compensation. 

BRA, signed by 
Federal Judge 
Francis Ford, in less 
than 20 minutes." 

A restraining 
order against the 
BRA at this late 
date. I couldn't be­
lieve it. 

We were homeless. 
All we had was the 

clothes on I explained !he 
situation to Tobin, 
and asked him to 
speak with Flem­
ing. He wavered in-

our back." 
-Marjorie Redgate

cookware on top of my best china. Much of 
my furniture and possessions, as well as 
that of my neighbors, was broken beyond 
repair, lost or stolen by these ignorant and 
careless men. 

It was near noon when I saw the bar­
barians approach the home of my elderly 
neighbor, Eunice Hollum. Eunie's protest 
sign still hung on the side of the building 
near her front door. Its message read: "I 
Love My Home-:-1 Will Not Move!" One 
of the men ripped it off the building, and 
held it up to ridicule, while the bullies 
forced their way into the front door with the 
aid of crowbars. At the same time, two 
others forced in the door of her widowed 
daughter, Tootsie Casey. I witnessed this 
violence from my kitchen, and my heart 
ached for them. 

My husband Al arrived home at I 
p.m. from a carpentry job he was finishing
up in Weymouth to witness the barbarians
seize the last chair in the house.

"Who the hell are you and what 
right do you have to strip my house?!" he 

decisively, and then 
refused. A moment later he summoned two 
men in suits from a car parked outside, and 
a brief, guarded conference ensued. When 
he returned, Tobin ordered the movers to 
"Hurry it up," and sped the process along, 
himself carelessly tossing my rugs onto the 
van. 

At this point my son, Bernard, and 
his wife, Mary, arrived, but were stopped at 
the door. "Let them in!" Al shouted, and 
Tobin gave way. 

Tobin became increasingly tense, 
and was now yelling almost in panic, 
"Hurry up! Get these people out! Padlock 
the doors!" 

One of the men shouted back, "We 
haven't got the furniture out yet and the 
bulldozers will be here in the morning." 

"Leave the furniture, and get them 
out now! Padlock thedoors!"Tobin yelled. 

Suddenly one of them reached out 
and grabbed me roughly, digging his fin­
gers into my flesh and pulling me toward 
the door. l stood on his foot. He winced and 
let go. I'm not sure what happened next. 

One moment I was standing next to the 
sink, the next I was flying through the air. 
I ended up out on the sidewalk. A minute 
later four of the barbarians grabbed Al and 
forced him out as well. While this was 
going on, I co ld distincUy hear our North 
Harvard Street "minutemen" singing "God 
Bless America." 

We then heard fragile Eunice Hol­
lum crying pitifully as the thugs forced her 
onto the street. Simultaneously, her daugh­
ter Tootsie was pushed down the stairs of 
her home, while clutching a smalJ, white 
table lamp in her hands. "You 're not going 
to break this!" she shouted hysterically. 

A BRA official was standing 
nearby, laughing loudly. 

"Shut up, you miserable excuse for 
a man!" she screamed. "You'll have your 
day!" 

And then, quite suddenly, the in­
vaders were gone, all of them. The only 
evidence of the violence were the large, 
black padlocks that sealed our homes. The 
nine-year struggle with the powerful BRA 
was over. Our village of 78 peaceful fami­
lies had been decimated, its residents flung 
to the four winds. We had been driven from 
our homes without one penny of compen­
sation. We were homeless. AU we had was 
the clothes on our backs. 

It couldn't happen here, you might 
say. Well it did! And it will happen again, 
unless enough responsible citizens awake 
from their apathetic sleep to remove from 
office the kind of politicians responsible 
for such abuses of power. If the right of 
ordinary people to be secure in their prop­
erty is lost, then all other rights are worth­
less. To Hell with urban renewal! And it's 
in Hell it ought to be! 

The site where Ba"y' s Corner once 
was is now the Charlesview low-income 
housing development across from Har­
vard Stadium in Allston. The preceding 
series was edited by William P. 
Marchione,curatoroftheBrightonAllston 
Historical Society and author of "The Bull 
in the Garden: A History of Allston­
Brighton." 
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