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By LAURENCE TATE 

The Lansing State Journal, Friday, 
December 23, 1966: "A former East 
Lansing resident and son of a one
time Michigan State University faculty 
member has been killed in Vietnam 
action, according to the Defense De
partment. 

"Lance Cpl. James C. Thomas, 20, 
Marine Corps, died in action Decem
ber 20." 

The article reports that the de
ceased was "an East Lansing High 
School graduate and former MSU 
student.** 

"Burial/* it ends, "will be in 
White Chapel Cemetery, with Marine 
Corps r i t es . " 

A photograph a c c o m p a n i e s the 
story: the head and shoulders of a 
young man in uniform, smiling, with 
big ears. 

And for Jim Thomas, who once 
said he wrote poems as "attempts 
at: immortality/1 that was all. Poetry 

is not the stuff of front pages. The 
headline called him a "former East 
Lansing GI," and having died as a 
soldier, he was buried with military 
honors—like millions of soldiers be
fore him. 

But Jim once said, "I believe in 
the facts—MEN fight wars/* And 
that, really, is the thing, the thing 
you could never tell the State Jour
nal or the Defense Department or 
Lyndon Johnson: there aren*t any 
soldiers. When casualty lists are an
nounced it is supposedly soldiers 
who have died. They are the anony
mous thousands you hear about on 
newscasts every day. Soldiers are a 
necessary fiction, to keep us from 
what we would rather forget: that 
every day men like you and me are 
killing other men like you and me, 
for some reason or other. 

Jim knew what it meant to be a 
man whose job it was to kill other 
men. He wrote a poem to his "ene
my": 

' . - , 

It is an affair between you and me, 
This momentary madness that allows 
Us, who toe no party lines when we're calm, 
To engage in comparing reflexes, 
Winner to walk still, and see. If behind 
These eyes may grow remorse, it should be ours 
To hold, together with no bit of balm 
Save knowing we shared what mattered to us. 
What do we care for his so lofty tears, 
He who survives, since he never was here 
To gain a part of our sorrows, our cares, 
Knowledge of loss at what never will be? 
We died, you and I, when we might have shared 
Rice and a bowl of NUC-DOC, which is tea. 

He said, " I believe in the fighting 
man and what he goes through, not 
what he does nor what he has done 
to h im/ ' He wrote that he had to 
"practice being hard/* 

Why, then, did Jim volunteer to 
fight in Vietnam? "The soldier/ ' 
he wrote, "ca r r i e s an idea into a 
Godforsaken country, where he fights 
to maintain it/* He was not explicit 
and I do not in honesty know what 
idea Jim carried to Vietnam, to his 
death. Whatever it was, it seems 
he kept faith with it. 

And whatever it was, he has died 
a soldier's death for it. When he was 
killed, casualties were either "light** 
or "moderate." American forces 
either won or lost, and Lyndon John
son, Dean Rusk, and William West
moreland were either pleased or 
displeased, if they heard about it. 
When Jim died, on December 20— 
as we all did our Christmas shop

ping—he was advancing, or retreat
ing* or just sitting in a bunker when 
one of their shells hit. Or perhaps 
it was one of our shells. 

Jim is dead, and this is not the 
time or place to attack the cause in 
whose service he died. But I have 
my feelings, and just at this moment 
I wish Lyndon Johnson would die. I 
wish Robert MacNamara and Dean 
R u s k and William Westmoreland 
would die. But I know the killing 
would go on, somehow; and a million 
Johnsons and Rusks would never make 
up for one Jim Thomas. 

America has lost a soldier, and 
America can afford that. But it has 
also lost a poet, and no nation can 
afford such a loss. 
- What is special about poetry (which 
most of us never read)? "For poe
try/* as W.H. Auden wrote when a 
great poet died, "makes nothing hap
pen: it survives 

In the valley of its saying where executives 
Would never want to tamper; it flows south 
From the ranches of isolation and the busy griefs, 
Raw towns that we believe and die in; it survives, 
A way of happening, a mouth/* 

Poetry is knowing, in all the ways 
that we can know things, and telling 
others what we know. It is in essence 
an act of love. Randall Jarrell (an
other poet who was killed last year) 
wrote, "People always ask: For whom 
does the poet write? He needs only 
to answer, For whom do you do 
good?** 

I do not say that Jim had written 
great poems (though in time I think 
he would have), merely that he knew 
in the way a poet must know, and 

could tell us what he knew. He com-
Jplained time and again that he could 
not make his poems say all he wanted 
them to say; and he had so little 
time. But I know he loved poetry, and 
was proud of his work. He wrote of 
lovers and tiny lizards and poetry 
itself, and he wrote of war and death. 
The last letter I got from him, mailed 
(at the beginning of December, in
cludes two new poems and ends, "Be 
prepared for m o r e / ' 

There will be no more. But Jim 
had time to write: 

And poetry may infuse paper 
With delicacy precious 
As a butterfly wing, inviting 
The touch which would smear vein and color, 
Tracery of letters and visions. 

And: 

Know well that I shall discover thee again, 
For the mind lives by what has seared it; 
No fallen star but whose ashes scatter 
To the clouds, but whose dying kindles 
Some poetic eye, or warms the fur 
of a beast that never sees it. 

cont inued on page 9 



EDITORIAL: Talking Another Rough Beast 

y<n yccK **td PnrfiAet. . . 
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I was born without ar t 
When the ground was young 
Cut of a dead Asian lady 

We, like Atlas, a re still here holding up THE PAPER'S friendly, ener
getic little world, and we have come to suspect that, unlike Atlas, we 
really deserve some assistance. We a re therefore issuing our annual 
or weekly or otherwise regular frantic call for people with strong backs 
and hands and heads to come and join us in our oftentimes sweaty, some
times fun attempt to keep our warm, well-lit world suspended in the cold, 
t imeless void of existence. 

In other words, and without resorting to obnoxious metaphors, we wish 
you to know that you, too, can do indispensible things for what our editor 
once called "central Michigan's only unabashedly anti-dragginess or
ganization." Specifically, we need wri ters , a r t i s t s , photographers, poets, 
advertising people, businessmen, and circulation types. The last three 
we need almost desperately. 

We would like to be able to hint at the possibility of salaries, but— 
the world being what it is and our financial situation being how it always 
is—we must be content to merely state that it probably won't cost you 
a cent to work for us. But we can say with sincerity that if you are en
thusiastic, well-educated, and semi-housebroken, you will have no trouble 
becoming an integral part of the organization here at 601 Abbott Road. 
In fact, some of the people whose names appear on our brand new, im
proved masthead just sort of wandered into the office one day and, within 
a few weeks, became Very Important PAPER People. 

You, too, can be a Very Important PAPER People. Give us a try. Write 
a news story or a feature article or a poem or something and mail it to 
us. Or fall by the office when you have some free time and ask one of our 
pretty secretar ies if there is any work to be done. In no time at all, 
we'll bet, you'll be doing loads of fun work. And meeting loads of fun 
(if not to say funny) people. 

Help us fill the void. 
Please. (This is a really serious editorial.) 

BRADFORD A. LANG 

He was born on the side 
Of a hill/ rolled 
Out and down a cord 

My debut drew not claps 
But pregnant flies 
To afterbirth proceedings 

. 

A carrion crow ate up 
The cord/ the soldiers 
Witness the rolling baby 

1 

I was wrinkled red and 
Covered with leaves 
Laying at the soldiers feet 

The soldiers question 
Him/wizened native 
Are you Viet Cong 

A general issue voice 
Said sanely to me / 
You're a kid only 

! 

• 

• 

-They tried to give him 
Candy and Batman gum/ 
Left him Hoover independent 

* 
-

They were right and I was 
A kid only/ and a 
Wizened Viet Cong DAVID HAENKE 

' . 

DEBS The Wate r Closet 

An Incomplete Resume 
By W. C. BLANTON 

Dear Readers, 
Starting in some future issue THE 

PAPER will begin a regular advice 
column aimed at solving the special 
problems of our brand of reader. 
Write to us about your hang-ups, 
your identity crises, yourobsessions, 
anxieties, insecurities,.repressions, 
depressions, regressions, rejections, 
dejections, perplexions, suspicions, 
superstitions, inhibitions, malnutri
tions, intuitions, apparitions, frus
trations, alienations, sublimations, 
humiliations, etc. 

Serious questions will receive seri
ous answers. 

Meaningless questions will receive 
meaningless answers. 

- A d d r e s s all questions to Suzy 
Creamcheese (DEAR SUZY:) c/o THE 
PAPER, Box 367,_East Lansing. 

THE PAPER 

THE PAPER is published weekly during regular school terms 
by students of Michigan State University and a bunch of their off-
campus friends. It is intended as a channel for expression and 
communication of those ideas, events, and creative impulses which 
make of the university community a fertile ground for the growth 
of human learning. THE PAPER hopes to help the university 
strive toward fulfillment of the highest ideals of learning and free 
inquiry, by reporting and commenting on the university experience 
and by encouraging others to do so. 

Correspondence should be addressed to: THE PAPER 
. THE PAPER -

Box 367 
East Lansing, Mich. 48823 

Offices a re located at 601 Abbott Road, East Lansing, Mich. Tel: 
(517)351-7373. 
THE PAPER is a member of the Underground Press Syndicate. 
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s genius is especially useful 
to the sports fan—while at the same 
time undeniably irritating to those 
who could hardly care less about ath
letic competition. Television enabled 
even the most avid fan to get his fill 
of football during the past few weeks. 

Everyone saw on the tube that the 
talented Michigan State gridders were 
impressively instrumental in the vic
tories of the Blue, North and East 
a l l -s tar teams. 

Phil Hoag played very well at de
fensive end, and Jimmy Summers, 
after a consistently excellent per
formance at his safety position, prob
ably saved the win for the Blue team 
by perfect coverage of quarterback 
Jer ry Southall's fourth-down pass in 
the last serious Gray threat. The 
come-back Blue victory was sparked 
by the clutch passing of Indiana's 
Frank Stauroff and the slashing runs 
of Michigan's Jim Detwiler. 

In the North-South game, Pat Gal-
linagh demonstrated that he is a 
solid ballplayer in addition to being 
full of desire, as he helped Bubba, 
Jeff Richardson and Notre Dame's 
Pete Duranko put up a formidable 
wall in front of linebacking defensive 
captain Charlie Thornhill, who a s 
usual was all over the field. State's 
Je r ry West performed well, too, in 
the North offensive line. 

MSU players were vital parts in 
the powerful East squad coached by 
Duffy which clobbered the West in 
the San Francisco Shrine classic. 
Gene Washington was all a tight end 
should be (except reportedly not too 
pleased at playing the position) all 
afternoon and caught one TD pass, 
after beating his man by about ten 
yards. Clint Jones scored one touch
down, rushed for over 100 yards, 
and had one run which simply has to 
be seen—it defies description. Dick 
Kenney booted six extra points and 

a field 
George 

goal, w h i l e Websterback 
Webster received the out

standing defensive player award—no 
need to say more. 

The South, as usual, mopped up in 
the major bowls. Tennessee dumped 
Syracuse, but not Floyd Little, 18-12 
in the Gator Bowl, with John Mills' 
one-hand grab, the outstanding catch 
of the holiday season, being nullified 
by a penalty. Georgia methodically 
crushed SMU in Dallas. Alabama was 
fantastically speedy and tough in a 
strong bid for the national champion
ship in completely outclassing a lum
bering, stumbling Nebraska in the 
Sugar Bowl . Heisman Trophy winner 
Steve Spurrier got off to a slow start 
but helped sophomore Larry Smith 
lead Florida to an upset win over 
Georgia Tech in the Orange Bowl. 
John McKay gambled and lost in a 
bid for a two-point conversion, as 
Purdue edged Southern Cal in Pasa
dena. 

The AFL and NFL picked league 
champions, and the Kansas City Chiefs 
looked pretty good—for about 30 min
utes. Then the Green Bay Packers 
came on the field in Dallas, survived 
a Cowboy rally, and made the Super 
Bowl look as if it will be a mismatch. 

UCLA and Louisville remained un
defeated to stay at the top of college 
basketball, but Louisville's perfor
mance in the Wauker City Invitation
al (part of a disastrous MSU road 
trip) would indicate that Kentucky 
Wesleyan should be Number Two in 
major colleges instead of Just Num
ber One in the small college division. 
Meanwhile Adolph Rupp's Kentucky 
Wildcats, who once won 129 straight 
home games, lost to Cornell in Lex
ington by 15 points. A new era is 
here. 

And Australia retained the Davis 
Cup, naturally. 


