Academic Freedom Report

rfie Masked Bureaucrat Rides Again!
By MICHAEL KINDMAN

In England, as every college freshman knows, there is no written constitution, but rather a complex set of
precedents and historical documents
which together represent the sum of
English "common law." The United
States, on the other hand, has a written constitution dripping with venerability, made up in the early days of
independence in an attempt to codify
the legal basis of life in the chosen
land and steadily improved upon ever
since.
The Faculty Committee on Student
Affairs of Michigan State University,
never a group to pass up a good
thing, has over the past year or so
attempted to combine the two systems—by including both down-home
folk wisdom and complex legalisms
in its lengthy proposal of revised
student regulations for the university, which it painfully produced after studying the existing rules for
several terms. The document the
committee has produced—which is
now a mere two steps from becoming university law—has a nearly unmatchable style and elan. Note the
clever blending and counterpoint of
traditions:
"Each right of an individual places
a reciprocal duty upon others: the
duty to permit the individual to exercise the right. . ."
"Cases involving alleged violations of regulations under the jurisdiction of a living unit judiciary shall
be referred to that judiciary by the
administrative officer of the unit. A
living unit judiciary may waive jurisdiction over any case and refer it
to the All-University Student Judiciary. . ."
"The freedom and effectiveness of
the educational process depend upon
the provision of appropriate conditions and opportunities for learning.

The responsibility to secure, respect and protect such opportunities
and conditions is shared by all members of the academic community. . . "
" . . .If the Student Board of ASMSU
and the Faculty Committee of Student
Affairs disagree over the regulations,
the Vice President for Student Affairs shall refer them to an ad hoc
Conference Committee consisting of
two students, appointed by the Chairman of the Student Board of ASMSU,
and two members of the Faculty Committee on Student Affairs, appointed
by the Chairman of that committee.
The Conference Committee s h a l l
study the points of disagreement and
forward its recommendations to the
Student Board of ASMSU and to the
Faculty Committee on Student Affairs. If both bodies accept the recommendations, the Vice President for
Student Affairs shall make public his
decision regarding the regulations
" . . .The basic purposes of the
University are the enlargement, dissemination and application of knowledge. The most basic necessity for
the achievement of these purposes is
freedom of expression and communication. Without this freedom, effective
sifting and testing of ideas ceases
and research, testing, and learning
are stifled. Knowledge is as broad
and diverse as life itself, and the
need for freedom is equally broad
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Get the idea(s)? Somewhere in the
report, there is a little homespun
platitude to explain or to rationalize practically everything the university does; there is also enough
bureaucratic circumlocution to choke
any respectable cow.
There are some very good things in
the report, I had better say for the
continued on page 12

THE PAPER FORI HI
MAN
DEMONSTRATING HIS
SUPERIORITY OVER
ANIMALS.

Sinclair on Sinclair

that intellect bag
The new PAPER just arrived, and
I'll take it in lieu of a letter as it
seems to happily answer my questions
of last week, i.e. about the column,
poems, etc. Thanks for running the
W.S. poem last week, along with
Tyner's cartoon—I was (we both were)
happy to see them together in such
a context, and of course that's one
of my favorite Cobb cartoons, too,
the one you ran.
Haven't had time yet a s i t j u s t c a m e
to read the new PAPER through,
but did read L a r r y Tate's critical
"open l e t t e r " - - i t ' s too bad he's so
hung up with all the " p u r e intellectualism" etc.—maybe you can cool
him out as far as his position on
Sinclair is concerned by letting him
know that I too was once an undergraduate intellectual, concerned with
values, etc., edited my college newspaper in the best modern liberal
style (The Word, U of M Flint College), published in Liberation, read
Norman Mailer and almost Saul Bellow seriously, went to B ergman flicks,
president of U of M Flint College
Cinema Guild, Unitarian Church, etc.,
Grad School in English Lit at Wayne,
all credits completed, Master's Essay
on W i l l i a m B u r r o u g h ' s "Naked
Lunch," etc., and it's taken me all
this time to work through all that
shit to get where I'm at now—and the
use of lysergic acid has helped a
great deal. Peyote experience in 1963
f i r s t t u r n e d me around, set me
straight, etc., after going through
whole Freudian - existential - self-

analysis change, etc. All that's just
for his information, to demonstrate
that I know where I'm at and why, etc.
I mean these guys have got to stop
being so SCARED about everything
that's happening — their precious
intellects
will still c a r r y them
through, if that's what they need. I
used to write for all kinds of nonleft-hippy publications but now would
much much rather write for the newspapers and related publications as for

Another Open Letter

Messrs. Kindman and Tate:
For your Missed Point Department:
" I needn't defend my interest in
dialogue and freedom of expression"
(Mike Kindman, "A Brief Response
. . . , " 13 Feb.). The existence of
THE PAPER affirms Mr. Kindman's
interest in these, and defense is certainly not necessary to the readers
of any non-establishment paper. But
THE PAPER falls far short of demonstrating that essential activity and the
reason is not a subordination of style
me they're the most exciting literary to "Other considerations"; rather it is
development in the world as far as a burying of those considerations unI can see. My own identity was bound der stylistic poses trying to pass for
up with the existence of the little ideas.
magazines, but as far as I'm presentIf THE PAPER'S primary function
ly concerned the little magazine is is "coalescing those thoughts, events,
DEAD—the papers are much more tendencies and unarticulated feelpublic, faster to get -out, regular, ings," whatever their source, it would
get to more people, etc., etc., YES. seem the worst way to serve that
function to present them in a still
JOHN SINCLAIR unarticulated form. Indeed I can not
believe Mr. Kindman would be satisfied with merely coalescing them;
the Union Grill does this.
In a time when the establishment
T H E PAPER
press has lost touch with ideas and
when a nascent community of inTHE PAPER is published weekly during regular school terms by
tellects is groping toward ideas imstudents of Michigan State University and many of their off-campus
portant to the whole community, the
friends. It is intended as a channel for expression and communicaessential function of an "underground
tion of those ideas, events and creative impulses which make of the
p r e s s " must be one of interpretation,
university community a fertile ground for the growth of human
not coalescence. Unarticulated feellearning. THE PAPER hopes to help the university strive toward
ings, tendencies, r a n d o m events,
fulfillment of the highest ideals of learning and free inquiry by r e chance thoughts, however brilliant or
porting and commenting on the university experience and by enincisive, need to be given form and
couraging others to do so.
coherence if they are to be presented meaningfully to a readership from
Correspondence should be addressed to:
either camp (I take "dialogue" to be
THE PAPER
inclusive of the establishment). To
Box 367
expect ideas to c a r r y the field in
East Lansing, Mich. 48823
spite of sloppy presentation is to surOffices are located at 601 Abbott Road, East Lansing, Michigan.
render the position of enlightened opTel.: (517) 351-7373
position in preference for the smug
THE PAPER is a member of the Underground P r e s s Syndicate.
complacency of the SN.
But far worse, and I suspect this is
EDITORIAL BOARD
more likely the case, is the mistakEditor
Michael Kindman
ing of inchoateness for style and
Assistant Editor
Lawrence Tate
form in itself. The argot of leftNews Editor . . .
Bradford Lang
hippyism (which has yet to be comContributing Editors
Ronald Diehl, David
prehensibly defined), the collagity of
Freedman, David Heal, Carol Hurlbutt,
collages (rather than the special value
Char Jolles, Eric Peterson, Dale Walker
of any one of them), the anti-establishmentism of ami - establishment
STAFF
poetry (rather than the artistic or
Correspondents
Stephen Badrich,
intellectual value of any one poem),
Douglas Lackey, Richard Ogar, Carol Schneider
free
speech for its own sake rather
Art Director
Barb Brown
than for the value or sensibility of the
Photography Director
Denis Trover
things said) have come to occupy the
Business Manager
Candy Schoenherr
dominant place in THE PAPER'S
Bookkeeper
Lynda McLaurin
criteria for publication. I sometimes
Circulation non-Manager
Ronald Diehl
feel with Mr. Tate that these items
Office Manager
Judie Goldbaum
are aimed at making me think " m a y Subscriptions
Steve Crocker
be
the emperor is wearing clothes
Advertising
. .Mario Vano
after a l l . " More often, though, I find
Chairman, Friends of THE PAPER
Russell Lawrence

an elaborate set of Carlylean clothes
pretending to be an emperor.
The highest objective of a nonestablishment paper should be the
development of a style which cuts
through sartorial trappings to the
core, the meaning of ideas, events,
tendencies, etc. Such a paper would
assist the earnest intellect to perceive the absurdity both of the State
Department's be-f r e e - o r » d i e pronouncements and of rhe advertisement (Feb. 13 issue)
book of poetry-prayers, whose
is the transcension of mere salf*
AUTOgraphed by the author. I have--^
come to doubt that such honest balance is possible in a paper whose
style of writing and composition is
the sine qua non to which ideas a r e
mere camp followers.
What Mr. Tate wants for THE PAPER is the fine and lucid style that
marks the clear and lucid mind. What
he sees is the chaos of nascence
elevated into a fixed stylistic position which, since it distorts content,
must a r r e s t the development of the
thought it is supposed to represent.
This is the antithesis of the truely
free p r e s s . It takes McLuhan's description of mixed media and converts
it into a prescription, media-mix,
which is anathema to the flexibility
Mr. Kindman professes.
I have approached the sense of Mr.
Tate's letter with an intellect and a
style somewhat different from his
own. Yet I think he understands what
I have said and can feel my purpose through my style. I think I have
put into intelligible form thoughts
and feelings about THE PAPER which
we all share in greater or lesser degrees of intensity and articulation.
I think I have assisted even those
who disagree with my views to understand them clearly and, perhaps,
to form their own more solidly, u s ing mine as points of reference. This
is all we ask the editor of the nonestablishment paper to do, and I am
certain this was the intent of THE
PAPER at its inception.
Thank you, Mr. Tate, for providing water amid a disquieting amount
of mirage.
ROBERT MORRIS

MMI?

POWER

By STEPHEN BADRICH

On February 7, two days before
Stokely Carmichael appeared on campus, Muhammed Ali met Ernie Terrell found in James Baldwin's eloquent and
in Houston's Astrodome in a fifteen- beautiful "Nobody Knows My name.")
round fight to decide the undisputed
Politically, however (the Estabheavyweight
championship of the lishment view continues), Black Powworld.
er makes no sense at all. Its advoIt was a grudge match, and not only cates condone, or at least seem to
because each man claimed to be the condone, the use of violence by optitle-holder. Terrell had insisted on pressed Negroes, an action that can
calling Ali by the name "Cassius m o s t charitably be described as
CI ay,"and had refused to to use Ali's shortsighted. They insist (almost to
adopted, Islamic name. Ali had re- the point of black racism) on Negro
sponded by calling Terrell an Uncle control of all civil rights activity,
Tom. Ali dominated the fight from as though doubting the ability, or
the opening bell, even though he fought even sincerity, of all those whites
clean, while Terrell committed al- who have given their time and somemost every foul in the book—rabbit- times their lives for the cause of
p u n c h i n g , hitting low, hitting on racial equality in America. And they
breaks, palming—not once but r e - claim, in the face of the obvious
peatedly. By the eighth, round Ali realities of Negro poverty and backwas punching almost at will (Terrell, wardness and white affluence and
bleeding freely from a cut over his power, that their program for seizing
eye, had stopped jabbing altogether power in realistic and workable.
and was holding his gloves up blindIn fact, they are tending towarc
ly, trying to protect his face), when the very things they so rightly hated
suddenly he dropped his guard, step- and feared in their enemies: violence,
ped forward, and began to shout in bigotry, and irrationality. As a politTerrell's face. "What's my name?" ical doctrine, Black Power is a joke,
screamed Muhammed Ali. "What's a gesture as pathetic (if understandmy name?"
able) as Malcolm X's fez or MuWhat's my name?
hammed Ali's "Islamic" name.
To the Left Establishment (in its
This, at least, is the official view,
broadest sense, i.e., including The the one unanimously held by the lib-

BLACKNESS
ly very self-aware young man. In
part, however, it was due to an unsuspected depth and sophistication in
the doctrine of Black Power itself
(at least as articulated by Carmichael). in a half-hour exchange, thirtyfive intelligent sceptics (psychologists, sociologists, perhaps a historian or two) were unable to mention
a single fact about oppressed peoples
in the United States that Carmichael
did not know. They failed to challenge
him successfully on a single point
of fact or interpretation. And they
could not force him to make even one
small concession to their point of
view. Carmichael either took the
round on points or fought it to a draw.
Black Power may still be completely wrongheaded, based on a wildly
inaccurate reading of history and
political realities—but Carmichael
had proved, at the very least, that
Black Power was better than its
press, that it could be argued and defended on rational grounds. Carmichael' s answers to criticisms may have
been more shadow that substance, but
at least he HAD arguments and managed to make them sound credible.
In reply to three of the most frequent charges brought against advocates of Black Power (their alleged
condoning of violence, their "reverse
racism," and the total unworkability
of their programs) Carmichael argued
as follows:
The question of violence was raised
early in the discussion by a woman
who wanted to know what Carmichael
could hope to gain from " a bloody
revolution, the nature of armaments
in the country being what it i s . " After all, she pointed out, it was the
whites who had the atomic bombs.
Carmichael looked at her somberly. " I have never advocated violence,"
he said. His lips twitched, but he did

Part Two
not smile. "If I had, I'd be in jail."
Carmichael's position on violence, it
developed, was related to his allimportant distinction between "individual" and "institutionalized" racism. Against the latter, he said, he
was certainly not advocating violence,
since this WOULD mean "bloody
revolution," with all that that implies.
But against the former (i.e., against individual acts of terrorism
directed against Negro leaders, Negro churches, etc.), Carmichael WAS
advocating self - defense including
such measures as the vigilante committees formed in some Negro communities as protection against terorists. He mentioned Emmett Till
and the four little girls who had
died in one of Birmingham's church
bombings. The price of doing nothing
about such things, Carmichael seemed
to be saying, the price of turning the
other cheek, is first of all your manhood and your self-respect and eventually your life. "In cases like this,
these people have got to defend themselves. They've got to take the law
into their own hands."
No one said anything, although several people looked unhappy. Apparently no one was willing to question Carmichael's account of the way things
actually were in many parts of the
South. . .and the North. And his audience seemed to sense that his reaction to an appeal for Christian love
would be about the same as their own.
Carmichael, like most of the young
people who follow him, gives the impression of being completely postChristian.
continued on page 4

MIDYEAR • JA^O WHAT HAVE YOU DONE ABOUT IT?
If you have let 15 issues of THE PAPER go by
without subscribing — we'll help you live
with yourself from now 'til June,
Just fill in the blank and send it to us,
coaplete with payment and appropriate info.
You'll sleep easier.
New Republic as well as the New
York Times), the doctrine of Black
Power is really only a restatement
of Ali's question, an assertion of
identity, of manhood, of worth. Psychologically, it makes akindof sense,
since angry-assertion is the proper answer to the terrible, emasculating f o r c e s that in America
threaten every Negro, all the time.
(Carmichael himself referred to these
forces several times during his Auditorium speech, particularly in his
remarks about the psychology of Negro children and about the problem
of being a Negro male in America.
The best description of them and
their effect is probably still to be

eral press (explicit in Evans and
Novak, implicit in theHuntley-Brinkley Report) and hence by most of its
readers. Judging from the questions
they asked, it was the view that almost all of the luncheon guests in
Room 21 brought into their meeting
with Carmichael.
But the sharp clash they may have
expected never took place. No voices
were raised. There were no charges
or recriminations. There was only a
mild, rather academic discussion about Carmichael's vision of the country and the way it was going. In
part, as indicated last week, this was
due to Carmichael the man, who turned out to be an ingratiating, seeming-

(Word of caution: pick-up card subscription!
— our favorites—- are only for you if you
live in East Lansing (MSU included) and can
'stop by a PAPER booth each week. Otherwise,
let us aail it to you. For 15 weeks:

The mention of "institutionalized
racism" brought up the second question, that of "reverse racism," of the
color line Carmichael was allegedly
trying to establish in the civil rights
movement. "When it comes to racism," Carmichael said again and again during his visit, "white society
is a monolith." It was for this reason, he said, that he had rejected the
"coalition" approach, advanced by
Bayard Rustin andothers, which would
have had the Negro unite with white
minorities and special interest groups
to combat institutionalized racism
through legislation and government
action. For Carmichael, the bankruptcy of such an approach was now
obvious. Except for the passing Of
unenforceable legislation, there was
nothing for such groups to coalesce
around.
It was obviously impossible, he
said, for a working coalition to be
formed between an economically secure group (e.g., white factory workers) and an economically insecure
one (e.g., twenty desperate sharecropper families from the Delta);
the. first group, with its sizable stake
in moderation, in the status quo, would
always act as a brake on the second
group, when it did not take it over
altogether. To insure that we would
always be working for his own, and not
someone else's goals, Carmichael

had rejected the idea of coalition
(except on specific issues) with any
group which was not both economically insecure and organized.
"It's not that we're against coalition," Carmichael said. "It's simply
that we have to define the terms of
any coalition we enter into, we have
to make sure that it's working for
what WE want. All Bayard's coalitions ever produce is good will."
In practice, of course, this approach meant that Carmichael was
effectively cutting himself off from
the possibility of uniting with any
white group. Challenged on this point,
Carmichael shrugged. He had a simple
political goal: to put political power
in the hands of black people. His
program for doing this seemed to
him a good one, since it was adapted
to the actual state of poor blacks in
America today: their utter hopelessness, their sense of having no
stake whatever in society. He was
not about to compromise his goal
or his program, he said, simply for
appearances, for the sake of having
a proper "racial balance."
Still, Carmichael insisted, his obobjection to white groups was ideological rather than racial. He would
have no objection, he said, to uniting with a group of poor whites who
shared his views. It was just that he
did not himself feel responsible for
organizing such a group. "This is
our challenge to the white activist
. . .to organize within his OWN
community."
H e r e someone challenged Carmichael, saying that there WERE
white groups with whom SNCC could
form a coalition. He cited the maverick unions which had sent money
to the striking grape workers in
California. Carmichael replied that
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Eleven workshops: Undergraduates in Michigan college and universities; The new stance for Negroes; Urban life styles; Resource development; World peace and international relations;
Vietnam; The draft; Emerging nations; Public morality; Implications of new technologies; Michigan colleges and universities
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there was a difference between contributing money, which white unions could afford to do, and going to
the wall, which they could not. SNCC s
real potential allies in the white
labor force (the underpaid hospital
workers, clerks, and so forth) were
still unorganized, he said, because
from the standpoint of big unionism
it was UNPROFITABLE to organize
them. "Besides," Carmichael said,
referring to the left-leaning unions,
"what would be the basis of such a
coalition?" No one answered him,
A m e n t i o n of Lowndes County
brought up the third and most serious
charge, the one to which Carmichael
gave the most unsatisfactory answer:
that Black Power was a mirage, an
impossibility in a country w h e r e
blacks were outnumbered almost ten
to one. What good was it going to
do the citizens of Watts even if
Carmichael did manage to elect a Negro sheriff in Lowndes County?
Carmichael smiled disarmingly and
began to talk about Lowndes County,
Alabama, home of the Black Panther
Party, the county where 86 white
families own ninety per cent of the
land, the county where Jonathan Daniels and Mrs. Viola Liuzzo were shot
to death on lonely roads. The liberal
press had been perfectly right, said
Carmichael, in reporting that the
Black Panther party had lost in the
last elections. What they had failec
to report was that the loss had been
by a mere 200 votes.
"We're going to win in '68," Carmichael said quietly. "That means
we're going to have the sheriff and
the coroner, the guns, which means
an end to police brutality. And it
means we're going to have the power
to tax. . ." The Black Panther administration's first act, he said, was
going to be to raise property taxes in
Lowndes County "sky-high." No Negro would care; none of them owned
anything.
"If the property holders will pay,
they we'll have the money we need
for good schools and good roads. If
they won't, then they'll sell their
land back to the county and leave,
which is what we want, because then
we can start thinking in terms of
land redistribution." This was one
issue, Carmichael said, which would
appeal to poor whites as well as
poor blacks.
This took a moment to sink in.
Someone objected that no state government -would allow Carmichael to
get away with such a thing. Carmichael a g a i n shrugged. Lowndes
County was only the first step in the
organization of all of the black belt,
an organization which SNCC had planned as early as its voter registration
drives in the early sixties. Now that
the Southern Negro had the vote, he
said, it was only a matter of time
before Black Power began to make
itself felt in Montgomery and Atlanta as well as in Lowndes County.
But Carmichael and SNCC were already looking beyond the South.
And it was here, as Carmichael began to talk about the future of Black

Power, that an almost messianic note
crept into his voice. "When the country reapportioned itself last year,"
he said, "it transferred the power
from the country to the cities."
Pause. "And that's where WE are."
There was laughter, and Carmichael
smiled briefly before pressing his
advantage. "We're moving in the
North, we're organizing, we're getting hooked up with other groups.
And we're l o o k i n g toward 1972—
'cause that's the year when we plan
to make our first show of strength."
Suddenly several of Carmichael's
random remarks—about harnassing
the unused power of twenty million
Negroes, about the coming split in the
American center, about the power
of a united minority to rule—knitted
neatly together, and it was possible
to understand Carmichael's extraordinary vision of the future. The
present discontent on both the right
and the left, Carmichael obviously
felt, was the beginning of something
much larger, a polarization of American politics that would result in
the creation of the first truly American Party of the Right and the first
Party of the Left.
On the right would be Goldwater
and Reagan, Phoenix and Cicero, millions of discontented lumpen whites
tired of the drift toward the welfare
state. On the left would be Lynd
and Carmichael, the V i l l a g e and
Watts, a coalition assembled from
the wreckage of the Democratic Party,
from the young, and from the wretched of the earth, a coalition with its
power base in the cities, among the
rural poor and even in the university
towns. And it was this coalition that
would defeat the Right and bring the
revolution.
This was on the face of it a fantastic vision, the kind of historical
long shot that might have been worth
gambling on in Russia at the turn of
the century, but which seemed ludicrous in the America of Lyndon Johnson and the Rand Corporation.
And yet there was something about
Carmichael's perfect composure as he
sat there, half smiling, half leaning
forward, something about the things
he said, that made it all seem almost
possible—if only as an outside chance,
as the sort of thing which might happen as the result of some historical
fluke. It was probably just force of
personality. But Carmichael, for one,
seemed conpletely convinced that his
was an* idea whose time had come;
in another hour he might have convinced the rest of the room as well.
He never got the chance. While
Carmichael was talking, a young man
with the kind of face one often sees
in beer commercials had been working his way through the crowd toward
an empty seat opposite Carmichael.
When he got there, a light suddenly
burst on in the back of the room; it
was being held up beside a TV camera. A light seemed to die in Carmichael's eyes, and as he turned to
face the young man's microphone,
his face had taken on the sleepy
continued on page 13

STRATTON
SPORTS CENTER
EXPERT FOREIGN CAR REPAIR
ALL MAJOR & MINOR WORK

TRANSMISSIONS

CLUTCHES

TUNE-UPS

ENGINE OVERHAUL
"RECOMMENDED
IN EAST LANSING NOTES"

1915 E. Michigan Ave
4844411

'Blow Up' a n d %La Guerre Est Finie'

For Antonioni and Resnais,
a Parting of Ways
By DOUGLAS LACKEY

Seven years ago Alain Resnais
and Michelangelo Antonioni laid the
foundations of classic modern cinema
with two unquestioned masterpieces,
"Hiroshima, Mon Amour" and "V
Avventura." Since then, their c a r e e r s
have been remarkedly parallel.
From "Hiroshima" Resnais went
on to " L a s t Year at Marienbad," a
film of brilliant surfaces but no content—an essay in pure style—and
from there to " M u r i e l , " a stylish
but lesser work, partly experimental, partly mundane. From"L'Avvent u r a " Antonioni worked through the
brilliant but erratic " L a Notte" to
" E c l i p s e , " again a consummation
of style at the expense of, content,
and from there to " R e d Desert," an
experiment in color, stunning in technical details, vapid in overall effect.
None of the successors to " H i r o shima" and "L'Avventura" has been
their equal. Brutally generalizing, the
difficulty has been the absence of material, of content—both these men
a r e possessed of a technique by which
they a r e able to say anything with
eloquence; their problem has been to
find anything to say at all.
Nowadays McLuhan has everyone
babbling " t h e medium is the m e s s a g e " and, within a medium, this
doctrine implies "style is content."
So it might seem that the absence
of content in these directors' later
work indicates, not artistic failure,
but the endorsement of a new esthetic. Is not the content of even " H i r o shima" and "L'Avventura" primarily their style? The careful placing
of figure against landscape, for example, in "V Avventura" gives rise
to the sense of pointless confrontation with a dreary environment that
is one of the main points of interest
in the film.
Such arguments as these were put
forth with vehemence when these
films first appeared, but only because
the stylistic aspects of these films
were so revolutionary at the time that
.they attracted all attention. But that
was seven years ago and these techniques a r e everywhere today, and
these two films stilt maintain a prominent position. The fact is that style
is not content, and that these films
a r e more than style; they both, for
example, have stories to tell—two
love stories, each so subtle, modern
and mature that new techniques had
to be invented to get them told. This
is the element that has been missing
in the recent films, and it is the
element both directors have attempted
to r e s t o r e in their latest works. Oddly enough, their c a r e e r s part at this
point.
Antonioni's "Blow Up" is his worst
film in ten years; Resnais' "La
Guerre Est Finie" is perhaps his best
ever. Their receptions, therefore,
a r e quite predictable; "Blow Up" got
spreads in Life for two weeks running; " L a Guerre Est Finie" was
banned at Cannes.
"Blow Up" is about a young Lon-

don fashion photographer who accidentally photographs a murder while
doing free lance work in a public
park (he doesn't discover the killing
until he enlarges the prints, hence
"Blow U p " ~ G e t it?). The female
accomplice of the murderer attempts
to get the film from him before he
develops it, fails; the photographer
actually discovers the corpse, but
by morning the corpse is gone and
the photographs stolen, and the hero
is ready, apparently, to let things
drop.
Around this plot Antonioni
weaves a rich rococo web of sociological detail about the photographer
and the cool life in swinging London
in general. The problem is that the
plot is uninteresting, the detail is
uninteresting, and, worst of all, the
plot and the detail don't hang together very well.
The accidentally observed crime
is a plot so common as to be almost
archetypal (my own favorite is " R e a r
Window"). There is a limited amount
of mileage that can be gotten from it,
and it is hard to see why a director
of Antonioni's stature even bothered
with it. The details of the photographer's life are skillfully handled, but not especially so: the hero's
orgasmic sequence photographing one
of the fashion models is more ornate but l e s s intense than the similar
"Happiest Girl in the World" s e quence from •'Darling," and the deliberate visual sumptuousness in sets
and costumes is easily matched by
Losey's "Modesty'Blaise."
Some sequences are plainly i r r e levant (Sarah Miles wanders in and
out like a refugee from another film);
other details seem to be alien intrusions (the opening sequence is
lifted from the Bond films; the closing sequence with the clowns is out
of Fellini). As for the "sociological
commentary," the pot parties, rock
and roll concerts, etc., this i s the
worst of " L a Notte" all over again,
a n d P a u l i n e K a e l ' s cracks about
" C o m e See-the Sick Soul of Europe
P a r t i e s " need not be repeated. '
What has all this to do with the
murder? Nothing, really. What has
ail this to do with anything? Not
much more. The film, i s a succession
of erotic, trifles strung around the
neck of this cool young man: wonderful for the audience that wants
to be ccol, but bad for directors
who have sold out to the audience.
None of this can be said of Resnais' film about a Communist " s u b v e r s i v e " in contemporary Spain. It
will, I think, gain only a limited
audience. After all, who remembers
Spain? There is a Feiffer cartoon
where two women argue about a TV
program seen the night before. One
mentions "someone named Robert
Jordan and the war in 1937..." and
the other replies, "1937? there was
no war in 1937..." and the first answers, "Well, you know television."
The Left here and elsewhere will go
to it like a risen ghost, be moved,
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go home— "Spain," says the hero
in anger, " i s the lyrical conscience
of the Left."
The film begins with the revolutionary, Diego, returning to France
to warn his comrades of a new crackdown by Franco. The whole film
takes place in France, and his activities in Spain are suggested, but not
detailed, for obvious reasons. The
suggestions come in the form of
memories and momentary fantasies,
commented on, in documentary fashion ("Hiroshima" again), by Diego
himself. Resnais has reached perfection in the use of this technique,
and one becomes involved immediately with the hero's problems—his
grief at a comrade's loss, his fear
for the safety of another, the sense
of companionship between the comrades and their families (these aging"
men, he says, clinging to slogans
and aging dreams) and, finally, his
deep love for his m i s t r e s s , richly,
fully returned.
But the whole film is not subjective; there are many meticulously
objective scenes where we see from
outside the hero struggling with his
difficulties. When Diego dissents with
his superiors about the tactics of calling for another general strike, he is
sharply criticized, told that he has
" l o s t his perspective," that he "needs

nev/ Playboy
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Howl, Kaddish, Reality Sandwiches
by Ginsberg
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r e s t . " At one point, Diego even thinks
of returning to Spain, giving up his
professional career, taking his mist r e s s with him. Shortly thereafter,
he is called on to defend his own
group's tatics before a young t e r r o r ist group, who hurl in his teeth many
of the arguments he has just p r e s ented to his own organization. "You
t e r r o r i s t groups always die out quickl y , " is his only reply, and soon he is
sent back into Spain, with the password '"I he sun r i s e s over Benidorn,"
28 years after the war is over.
Each of these sequences is finely
constructed; not a single detail bears
omission. But the construction is
always at the service of the larger
story, giving depth to the characterization of the hero, l a k e the two
sequences of lovemaking, nearly successive in the film.
-•
In the first, Diego meets the daughter of the man whom he impersonates
in Spain, herself a member, it turns
out, of the young terrorist group.
When Diego tells her what he does
she murmurs, "A full-time revolutionary? It's t r u e ? " and kisses him.
Resnais then cuts to her climbing
into bed, looking up at Diego, and
there follows a montage of Diego's
hands caressing her face, a r m s , and
continued on page 12
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The moment is
Bearded in cushioned light
In the benzedrine sky
On your flat chest
Baby
ROBERT VANDER MOLEN

Photographs by
CHRIS HAHIN

Spin Off
Picture Whitman's patient spider,
"Sitting on promontory's edge,
Spinning filament after filament,
Out of itself."
With rhythm absolute and instinctive trust,
It falls,
Full weight,
Again and again,
Into the stream, the scheme, the dream.
Of self-fulfilment's prophecy.
Making its home in a vacuous splendor,
It awaits you,
Bodily-enticed to pause on promontory,
Or encounter tentacled tenacity head-on.
Now certain and soon,
Then kicking loose from your shroud,
But doing the expected thing,
You glimpse it spider glissando,
Again and again,
To your dealing, your reeling, your feeling,
Of quick and hungry talons casting about,
Stunned in the unexpected thing,
A crescendo of wind-wielding glace.

Rags
Down Standish, up Carver.
Rags, Rags,
Down Plymouth, up Asylum,
Holiday,
the ragman cometh
with his raggedy wagon
and raggedy horse
and his call,
Rags, Rags, Rags,
Penny a pound! Penny a pound!
past back porches
past back yards
past back pages
of the unwritten history
of the East Side of hell.
Rags, Rags, Rags,
Penny a pound!
past all the kids
with their foil balls
on months' savings
of penny worths
Rags, Rags, Rags,
past households
of children
called
gutter r a t s
and mothers
•€© busy wearing
their rags to sell them.
Rags, Rags, Rags,
Penny a pound!
C Uppity clop
hoofs on pavement
leaving marks
of living history
that nobody notices
for
h e r e we'd call him
Ethnic
there, only
Poor.
Rags, Rags, Rags,
Penny a pound!
and we scowl
and laugh
for we are older
and have sold our foil balls
for adolescence
laughing unknowing boys
ignorant smiling boys
" T h e r e goes the ragman"
laugh the boys
in rags
laugh the boys
at the passing
of an
era
ROBERT JANKURA

So, in the whole vast configuration of being,
lust a scurvy little spider,
Vrapped up in its own cobweb,
hich either must be broken,
.id the fly let go,
r untwined in silence,
'here the dust motes fall through the sun shaft.

I Am Afraid
I am afraid of Cardinal Spellman
I am afraid of nuns
As black as cancer
But most I am afraid
Of the voice
Of the telephone time

J.A. McGEE

Always at the tone
The time will be
'
Too late
DAVID HAENKE

Abduction
(the last day anyone
took an aerial tour
of Munich
in a lighter-than-aircraft)
Hell, he said
dirigible
lazily rising
going higher
higher out of sight
bubble-borne people
carried upward
dwindle
linger so few clouds
and visible
no longer
balloons up over a parade
forgotten
now
the sky is absolutely
clear
WILLIAM NAGY

Run naked in the woods.
Run naked in the woods.
Take off your clothes.
And.
Run Naked injthe woods.
FELICITY DANGERFIELD

Shall We With a Great Mourn
Shall we with a great mourn
see the pass of disney?
Ever since the castrate Mouse
malleted the first
dog-eared antagonist,
the laissez-faire uncle
quacked out his #1
orgasm beneath the money pile,
the white-assed nephew
engineered the primary
painless crush of Beagleboys,
Annette tapped out the first-time
rodentear litany of non-sex in
the jello paradox of precocious
tits,
the dogface fuckup
fumbled off the initial animated
cliff with an anticipatory sacher-masoch
yodel for cartoon tallus await,
o r Pinoccio of the erect nose
gamboled in the euphemistic whalebelly
without guts of slime or
halls of shit,

ever since the first of all this
the grateful mothers
trotted us circumcised and clean
from suburb to downtown
past the dark alleys shadowed
with gangshags, past the
paintpeel loan & bond office,
blind past the sweatshiver man
on the C bring-down and the protruding
pantleg of the native son
cunnilicting antifreeze from the belly
of an oldsmobile,
on past to the whordflash marquee
kilowatt thundering snow southernwhite
her protective hooded knomes
her poison cherry
and significant other
m r . clean happy Christmas color
sadism
far removed from the prurient
gore
of now.
DAVID HAEKKE

"The desire to please is ever pleasing," The Great Critic answered, not
without a touch of professional dignity, "but you have much to learn about
the mewing of kittens."
Ambrose Bierce
FANTASTIC FABLES

a short story
By HARRY NEWMAN

Last week, in a small gun shop in Idaho
Falls, Colorado, I bought a revolver—a .38
caliber Smith and Wesson Combat Masterpiece, slightly used. Idaho Falls is a small
industrial town about thirty miles west of
Denver, and not near any major highway.
Which is exactly why I bought it there —
because it seemed a likely place for the
casual, unquestioned purchase of a handgun.
I signed an illegible name in the F i r e a r m s Registry Book, and gave as my address,
151 Columbia Street, Astoria, Oregon — a
real address which I memorized when driving through Astoria two weeks before. 151
Columbia Street is a white shingle ranchstyle house built on a hill two blocks south
of Astoria's main street whose name I did
not memorize and which skirts the edge of
the Columbia River. At the time, I fancied
that a family named Arnesen might live
there; consequently, the name I signed in
the F i r e a r m s Registry Book is vaguely
like Arnesen.
Since bringing it home, I have loaded and
unloaded it several times.'
I bought two-hundred rounds of ammunition:
one hundred of the normal 158 grain " h i velocity" and one hundred of the two hundred
grain hollow points. I have almost convinced
myself that the hollow points a r e vaguely
similar to dum-dums; in any case, they will
have superior properties of penetration.
Since I plan to kill forty-seven people with
my revolver, and since I have no way of
predicting the circumstances of all but a
few of the killings, the hollow point ammunition enhances my prospects for a quick kill
in case I am confronted with a b a r r i e r like
the sheet metal of a car.

Of the forty-seven, I know six reasonably
well—have in fact been intimate with four
of them. Twelve are fairly casual acquaintances, in perhaps ten of whom there might
be some sense of recognition if they saw
me on the street. Of the remaining twentynine; two are presently tenants of an apartment building in which I lived, another four
a r e former tenants whose present whereabouts a r e known to me. Nine more attended
school with me; perhaps two of them would
remember my face. Another six are employees of business firms with which I have
had dealings; and two more are relatives
by a former marriage. Two of them are
show-business personalities; two a r e adolescents who live in my immediate neighborhood (exactly where I have yet to determine,
although I see them often). The remaining
two live in a city 4400 miles away; paradoxically, they will be the easiest to kill.
All of them are women.
Do I expect to get away with it? Yes, I
expect to get away with it. The first two
to die present no particular problem —
a half hour after they are dead I shall be
on a plane transporting me thousands of
miles away. I have no connection with them
whatever: one is a cashier in a movie
t h e a t e r in d o w n t o w n Vancouver, British
Columbia, and the other is an employee of a
construction firm in a suburb of Vancouver.
Both of them, by the way, gave me the impression that they thought I was very handsome.

Illustrated By BARB BROWN

As for statistics, eighteen a r e definitely
married, two probably; and twenty-seven
a r e unmarried (two a r e divorcees and one
is a widow). Forty of them have varying
shades of brown hair; four a r e redheads;
two have apparently natural blond hair;
and one has permanently bleached blonde
hair, although it was originally light brown.
Fourteen of them a r e mothers, and they
have a total of twenty-six children. The
youngest of the group is about fifteen, and
the oldest was fifty last Saturday, which
gives them a median age of 32.5. (The mean
age is 29.4, not far away, actually.) Four
of them a r e Negro and all the r e s t a r e
Caucasians. The shortest is about five feet
tall, the tallest six feet one. I have no idea
what any of them weigh.

So much for statistics. Only seven of these
killings will require preparations to any degree. At least forty will have to be crimes
of opportunity. One might well wonder why I
have chosen to kill all forty-seven of them
with my revolver. How much easier it would
be for me to employ other means for at
least some of them. But for esthetic and
psychological reasons which it would serve
no purpose for me to enumerate here, I
insist on a firearm. The weapon then becomes a revolver by the process of elimination: Rifles and shotguns a r e obviously
too bulky (shotguns being esthetically repugnant as well); and almost any automatic
pistol is more likely to jam than a revolver,
especially under conditions of concentrated
use. Personally, I prefer automatics. They
have a quieter report, and are more easily
adaptable to silencers, an idea which I find
appealing. (The .380 Beretta Cougar is my
dream gun.) In Bozeman, Montana, I fell in
love with a beautiful 7.65 mm Spanish Llama
automatic with checkered mother-of-pearl
grips; but I had to reject it for practical
reasons. The poor salesman thought I was
haggling for a better price.

For the past several days I have been
carrying my weapon around with me in a
small leather satchel, wherever I go. I
must say I find the idea of being an armed
man rather appealing.
Telephoned'the Police Academy today, r e p resenting myself as a writer of detective
fiction. Detective Meehan, of the ballistics
squad, informed me that I can fashion dumdums myself, by simply filing a 1/16 inch
deep cross at the tip of the bullet. Cont r a r y to what I believed, the so-called dumdum is not superior in its powers of penetration, but has the infinitely more desirable
characteristic of splitting into four fragments immediately after impact, vastly increasing the chances for a hit on a vital
organ.
This morning I bought some rubber gloves
and a j a r of paste; and with a pair of scissors
and a discarded newspaper set about fashioning the following letter, which I afterwards
mailed:
Dear Miss . . . .,
In a short time from now, you will
be dead. This will be true because
I will have killed you. I can't tell
you the exact time or date naturally.
But I can promise you that you will
be dead and in your grave by the
first of the year — which I admit
is a little vague — but it must be
obvious to you why I can't divulge
the exact time and place, as much
as you would like me to.
Please don't ask me for reasons
(as if you could if you wanted to).
The fact is that I want to — very,
very badly — and for a man like
me, that is reason enough.
By all means notify the police.
Stay cooped up in your house from

now until Doomsday (literally) if you
like. Believe me—it is completely
unavailing. And of course—I don't
have to tell you this—have this letter
traced, etc.
One of the things the police will tell
you today is that "talkers"—phonecallers, letter-writers and other such
cranks and twisted mentalities—are
usually content with the presumed
effect of their calls and letters and
rarely, if ever, attempt to act out
their violent fantasies. Console yourself with that if it appeals to you.
By the way, you can inform the
police that in a few days you will
receive a .38 caliber bullet in the
mail, of the same stock that will
be used to kill you. And now I think
you have enough to keep you busy
for the time remaining to you.
Yours very truly,
Your executioner A
I like that letter. It is faintly sententious,
semi-literate, and quite obviously the work
of a very sick person, without really revealing anything specific in the personality of the
sender. And the weird and absolutely shocking effect of those paste-up letters has to be
seen to be appreciated.
Of course I have not the slightest intention
of sending the bullet I mentioned in the letter.
This will prove to the police that it was
only the work of a crank; and perhaps r e store to my victim a sense of security in
the bargain.

One of the women I have chosen—not the
recipient of the letter— is the wife of an
accountant who was convicted as a taxfraud mastermind and is now in prison.
Insanely, I decided to follow her one day,
FROM her home, since I already know
where she lives. F r o m the time of h e r
husband's a r r e s t , she has worn a rather
harried look—the sort of look that, for me,
makes a woman quite irresistable.
. Being a nocturnal creature myself, it was
a startling and rather disturbing experience
for me to find myself being herded cityward
on the subway with all the poor, bleary-eyed
devils. So many PEOPLE—so many sputtering, apoplectic, tiny little lives. What conceivable difference can it make if I squash
a few of them—minutes before their natural
extinction?
Following at a rather too-discreet distance, I lost her briefly in a street of twostory industrial buildings in Long Island
City. Suddenly she burst out of a doorway,
hurrying back in the direction from which
we'd just come. (It turned out that she is a
secretary for the E & E International Corp.
—'Noted for Service.') Narrowly avoiding
a collision with me, she stepped back and
regarded me for a full second with the most
fearful fascination. Probably the circumstances attendant upon her husband's a r r e s t
had excited her suspicions toward every
stranger—and yet I couldn't help thinking
that in some curious, telepathic way, she
had recognized me for what I was in fact—
the man who would soon write FINIS to
everything.
The man who would write FINIS to everything. A singularly appropriate title for a
man like mel And I think it was to reinforce my purchase on that role that I followed the accountant's wife, and a few of
the others as well.

It's quite clear to me that I will have to
strike rather swiftly when the time comes—
swiftly enough to precede the news of the
first killings when I visit the later victims.
With twelve of them this will present no
problem, for their circumstances a r e such
that they will not be missed for a full day
at least, assuming there are no witnesses.
As for the remaining thirty-three, they must
die in lightning quick succession.

Do these forty-seven women have some
god-given right to long lives? I mean that
question seriously, not rhetorically. I have
asked myself that very question many times
and have yet to answer it satisfactorily. In
the abstract, I suppose they do—and yet
I find it troubles me not the slightest that
I am going to deprive them of their inalienable right to life. Their lives, as such, are
without meaning for me—only the fact that
they a r e at the present moment alive in a
biological sense, and that it is I who will
have caused them to stop living. Does that
make sense?

On four occasions I have had fine opportunities to kill individuals from among the
forty-seven, in perfect safety. It required
great presence of mind not to sacrifice the
larger project for the providence of the
moment.

Were it not for physical circumstances—
the conditions of my immediate environment
—I would kill more than forty-seven —
probably thousands. I have a persistent
fantasy—a waking fantasy, I might add—in
which, a s the head of some vast policestate apparatus which has taken over the
country, I determine by means of a short
interview, whether each particular woman
who comes before me will live or die. (I
also c a r r y out the execution personally.)
Those who pass and a r e not executed a r e
given some sort of permanent badge of
immunity. The funny part about it is chat
most of the women who come before me
fall into this category—perhaps one woman
in ten is executed. In this connection, I am
always fascinated to read accounts of Dr.
Mengele, whose function at Auschwitz during the war was rather similar to the one
I envisage for myself.

Can it be compared to a harvest? Are
farm animals " h a r v e s t e d " in the same
sense as crops are? The Nazis were, of
course, presented with a convenient ra tionalization: the women they executed were
" J e w e s s e s " o r " p a r t i s a n s , " or whatever.
I really have very little need for a collective, de-humanizing title for them, but for
some reason I find myself unconsciously
searching for one. " J e w e s s " won't do, obviously, for only twelve of them are Jewish.
I find the word " s l u t " a little more palatable—for no particular reason, since it
could be applied accurately to three o r
four of them at the most. Six or seven of
them a r e vaguely leftward leaning in their
politics. Perhaps I can say I did it because
I believed they were all "Communists."
( " F a s c i s t s " would do just as well, I suppose.)

The laughable part about it is that this
will be another "unexplained tragedy." They
can study me upside down and inside out—
if they get the chance. There is nothing in
my background—in my childhood or adolescence—to prepare anyone for this final
expression of my difference. I am different.
The curious thing about it is that I am
most emphatically not a misogynist. I am
vigorously heterosexual, in a healthy, impersonal sort of way. As for feminine companionship, I enjoy it best in moderate doses.
Actually, the overwhelming majority of the
women I've met excite not the slightest
homicidal impulse in me. I even saved a
woman's life once, precisely because I thought
she was worth saving.

Anyone who takes me for some muttering
crank ought to realize that I have a tremendous investment in the role I have chosen
(albeit in a jiegative way). F o r the past ten
years, I have systematically and calculatingly alienated my family and friends to the extent that I would now be classified a recluse.
I think I can say with certainty, that any
future actions of mine will affect only myself.
There is no one in this world or the next
whose opinion I value enough to deter me
from doing what I have set out to do. The
process of immuring myself from the emotional influence of other people was painful
and difficult, and required great ruthlessn e s s . It is an investment—and anyone who
discounts it is a fool.

Another of my victims is a Negro barmaid who lives in Harlem and works in
Queens, in an interracial cocktail lounge
near LaGuardia Airport. Following her cab
home along Lenox Avenue a few nights ago,
I was struck by the great crowds of people
shuffling around the street—even at 3:30 a.m.
Suddenly, madness. An elderly Negro man
in a '51 Buick roared out of 137th Street,
against the light, eyes fixed straight in front
of him. The car had no t i r e s , and the noise
and sparks were beyond imagination. But
from the other desperate beings thronging
the street, not a ripple of interest.

I have thought long and hard on this question of the supposed sanctity of human life,
and have come to the conclusion that I don't
believe in it. A little earlier I said that I
expected to "get away with it." I should have
mentioned that I also have fully accepted
the possibility that I may be apprehended
or killed. A man like me, who places no
value on human life in general, would be a
hypocrite indeed if he valued his own. That
is to say, I do value my skin, and the r e l a tive absense of pain, and a few sensory
pleasures, but as for my life? It's as worthl e s s as the most empty-headed of my soonto-be victims.
When I do think consciously of my role in
this way, 1 always think of a passage from a
college text of mine on vertebrate paleontology, which has burned itself into my
memory:
"In one of the ages of Pre-History, wolves
crossed the Isthmus of Panama into South
America and presently ravaged every living
creature there into extinction. Before the
incursion of the wolves, the ruling mammal
genus had been a curious five-toed ungulate;
diversified into innumerable species and
representing every conceivable specialization save one: predation."

I've killed someone. God help me I have
killed someone. Not one of the forty-seven.
A dull, sluttish broad I picked up in a West
Side bar. I shot her. I took her to my apartment, had intercourse with her, and then
killed her. I told her I was going to show her
something. Whereupon I took my revolver
out of the closet, went to the bathroom
and wrapped it in two towels; came back
into the room with her and shot her through
the heart. I had great difficulty pulling the
trigger.. She was about to say something.
She kind of sagged back in her chair, gasp-

ing for breath, and then suddenly she wasn't
gasping.
Her name was Mona. She is still h e r e in the chair. Her eyes were open but I
closed them. It is absolutely irrevocable—
she is really dead. I have killed someone.
My problem now is to get rid of her
body, which after six and a half hours must
be decomposing rapidly. During the first
few hours I was absolutely paralyzed —
sitting and staring at her. Finally I was
able to stand. I found myself tottering over
her, and then I heard a voice I could not
identify as my own say to her: "I've killed
you. Mona. Your life is o v e r . "
Her eyes are now partly open again.
I have put her in the bathtub, which is
the coolest spot in the apartment, until I
can conceive of some way to get rid of her.
her.
I am a murderer.

Mona is gone from my apartment —
finally — having left in broad daylight in
a trunk which I dragged to the elevator
unassisted. My recovery from shock was
still partial, but at least I was able to think
of a few necessary details. I rented a small
panel truck in order to move the trunk,
which is ridiculously large for the purpose.
(Except that her limbs had become stiff from
rigor mortis and something smaller might
not have accomodated her). I think I strained
something in my abdomen trying to lift her
onto the tailgate. A moving man who was
passing by did it for me — quite easily,
actually — by squatting down and pushing
against it with his back. My ineffectual
attempt—even the obvious fact that I had
strained myself—amused him no end, apparently.
I was astonished at how difficult it is to
get rid of a body, assuming that you a r e too
squeemish to dismember it. Dismembering
was out from the beginning: I needed butcher
utensils, which I didn't have, and to buy
them probably would have aroused a c e r tain amount of suspicion. So I drove around
for five hours with Mona's trunk, trying to
think of some place to which I could bring
her.
The first determination I made was that
Mona would have to come out of the trunk.
That part was incontestable—she would just
HAVE to come out. But the problem presented
by this was insurmountable. What would I
DO with her once she was out of the trunk?
Burning her was no good. No fire of my
devising could possible destroy her remains
entirely. And burying her was no good
either. I could think of no place nearby where
I could bury her without attracting someone's attention.
All of which left me with one method:
to dump her in some body of water. But How?
Even if I tied weights to her, gangsterfashion ( and I had absolutely no idea of
how to do this); it seemed to me that the
problem remained that when she had sufficiently decomposed to slip from her anchors—which in water would happen quite
soon—she would float right up to the top.
In spite of her condition, SOMEBODY somewhere would be able to recognize her, her
present condition being prima facie evidence
of foul play. There would be an investigation.
The medical examiner would determine that
she had been shot; and then they would discover that she was last seen talking to someone in a bar, etc., etc. No—I couldn't conceive of a way in which to dispose of her
that way. And then it occurred to me—why
Do I have to take her out of the trunk?
What if I LEFT her in the trunk—weighted
it, padlocked it, and dumped the whole thing
into the water somewhere? That struck me as
the best solution under the circumstances.
I would fill the trunk with enough ballast to
insure its sinking, balance it at the very
edge of the tailgate of my trunk, back onto
some deserted pier until I was just at the
edge and then apply the brakes sharply,

causing the trunk to fall off into the water.
A moment's reflection and I realized that
piers were out, for a number of reasons.
In the first place one simply does not just
drive onto a pier. Even the deserted ones,
if they a r e not actually closed, have watchmen—in any case, there is always SOMEONE around a pier. And then too, they are
always dredging and poking around the bottom
in the vicinity of the docks. It would have to
be deep water, then. A bridge?
A bridge, then. But what bridge? All the
bridges I could think of had railing or abutments that were too high. And of course
on most bridges there would be people
around at almost any hour. I made a list
of all the nearby bridges I could think of.
Of the twenty-eight I listed, only three
were
w o r t h considering: the Manhattan
Bridge, which seemed to have two possible
sites on it s upper level; the Alexander
Hamilton Bridge over the Harlem River;
and the Rockaway-Broad Channel Bridge,
which has a fairly low railing all along its
span. So I investigated all three in turn,
and found out, as I should have expected,
that there was simply too much traffic on
all of them, even at 4 a.m. to drop a trunk
over the side.
At this point I was very, very tired. I
drove straight home and collapsed into bed.
Mona would have to keep for another day—
truthfully, I was so tired I really didn't care.
I b e g a n to d r e a m immediately. Vivid
dreams, my exhaustion notwithstanding. First
I dreamt that the van had been broken into
and Mona's trunk taken. Then I dreamt I
saw the trunk being dropped into the harbor
from some great altitude. It disintegrated
upon hitting the water, liberating Mona, who
promptly returned to my apartment, dripping,
and in a state of advanced decompositon.
In attempting to escape her, I fell out of bed
and gashed my face against an open dresser
drawer.
So I had slept—my first sleep of my
altered circumstances. In my waking stupor
I began to wonder if I really had killed
Mona after all. Mona was real, that was
certain: my memory of our meeting in the
bar was clearly of this world. But my impressions of everything that occurred after
that were curiously uncertain. My first
thought was to examine the chair. Looking at
it now, there was nothing in its appearance
to indicate that Mona was sitting in it—
except for two faint brownish stains which
could have been there all along. Certainly
it didn't prove that I had killed someone.
But in the midst of my denials, I was betrayed by my hand, which reached into the
cushion-crack as if it had foreknowledge
and retrieved a twisted lead slug. Suddenly
I was racing downstairs.
At about 3:3C a.m. I finally found a place
to dispose of Mona. It was not a bridge at
all, but the foot of a narrow little street
of abandoned warehouses near the Bronx
Terminal Market, overlooking an uncom-

monly turbulent eddy of the Harlem River.
The water was obviously quite deep; and
there was even a pile of bricks and rubble
with which to finish weighting down the
trunk.
By four, I had the trunk securely locked
and strapped and had opened the r e a r doors.
My first attempt was a stupid failure: I'd
drove to the end of the street which was
away from the backstop, engaged reverse
and began backing toward the edge. Misjudging the distance by a good six feet, I
applied the brakes , at which point something in the rear axle set up a terrible
trumping. I shut off the engine and walked
around to the r e a r . The trunk had not budged
an inch; and the body of the truck seemed
to be scrubbing the t i r e s . A car entered
the street at this moment, and I stretched
myself flat on the floorboards. It didn't
seem to be a police car—at any rate it
backed out almost immediately. I got back
behind the wheel, determined this time to kiss
the backstop with the r e a r tires and pray
to GOD I didn't go over the side with Mona.
On my first attempt I was fairly gentle,
but did succeed in moving the trunk several
inches to the very edge of the tailgate,
precariously balanced. The backstop seemed
strongly braced, so I was encouraged to
try it again. This time I lurched forward
about thirty feet, and then backed toward
the edge, swerving violently. The jolt, when
it finally came, threw me against the windshield, and as the truck groaned upward on
its r e a r springs, I knew that Mona and I
had finally parted company. A second or so
later I perceived that I heard a muffled
splash. A glance over the edge revealing
no trace of anything, I was home and in
bed by 5:30.

So my initiation is now complete. Having
burned Mona's pocketbook without ever examining its contents; the reality of her death
has naturally begun to fade. All I know about
her is what she told me in our brief meeting
and what I could observe for myself; that
she was an overweight, alcoholic woman of
about 35 who has worked as a restaurant
cashier since coming to New York from
Chicago about five years ago. Also that she
wore too much make-up; collected cheap
Kennedy memorabilia; and went to the semipornographic movies along 8th Avenue. That's
all.
Mona. Mona what? I am Increasingly annoyed by the fact that I didn't trouble to
learn her last name. Poking through her
purse was just more than I was up to, under
the circumstances.
After three days, my outlook on the world
is completely changed. Every step outside

my apartment, every glance at a stranger is
an inconceivable audacity now. In a police
equipment store on Broome Street, I've purchased a holster, and have begun wearing my
revolver on my hip, more or l e s s permanently.
A man like me—one who is truly alone—
has, as it's been said, really nothing to lose.
What would I have done with my life if I
hadn't settled on this project? Impossible to
say. Probably nothing remarkable-r-aside
from my preoccupation—my obsession—I'm
not a remarkable person.
For sure I wouldn't have made any money,
and that would have griped me, I think.
Money is obviously very important, assuming
that one has decided to participate. God knows
I won't miss any of the idiotic jobs I've had.
Saw a short TV film this afternoon, of a
jaguar pursuing a monkey in the Chivapuri
Forest of Venezuela. What struck me most
about the film were the contrasting attitudes
of the pursuer and the pursued. Does that
sound ingenuous? I really don't mean it to
be. The monkey—a tiny, saucer-eyed c r e a ture—obviously felt he was very much worth
saving; yet the people filming the chase made
no move to intercede: in due course, the
poor animal was devoured. Its rather bloody
death was accepted, as I suppose it should be,
as one of the natural processes of nature.
It was rather astonishing to me, however,
because of the monkey's obvious closeness
to the human form. The difference between
this pathetic little humanoid and humankind
itself eludes me, actually. Perhaps it is the
fact that we humans have a soul.
Bought my ticket to Vancouver today, with
the return trip via two unspecified American
c a r r i e r s . My purpose is to stop over briefly
in Cheyenne, Wyoming, where I'll pick up
another pistol (I still like the Beretta) and
two rifles: the Colt A.R. 16 (which is collapsible and thus easily concealed in my
luggage) and a Remington .300 Magnum
with a telescopic sight. If I have any money
left, I will treat myself to a good spotting
scope as well. My New York operations b e gin immediately upon my arrival back—
exactly ten days from today.
The most important question I've been
able to answer about myself, as far a s
Mona was concerned, is the question of a
"conscience": To what extent will I be
affected by it in the future? I find that this
objection, if one can call it by that name,
is the easiest to answer of all. I just don't
happen to have a conscience. It's as simple
as that.

Bureaucrat
continued from page 1

sake of truth and freedom, but my
judgment (after a longer acquaintance
with affairs of academic freedom at
Michigan State than any civilized person should ever be asked to have)
is decisive: the Faculty Senate, when
it votes on the document February
28, should reject it, and demand a
great many clarificationsand simplifications before allowing this report
to become the official guideline for
all student regulations here. Barring
that, at the very least, interlestedstudents and faculty should begin planning
now for a through-the-channels attack
on the document if it does pass,
something which is nicely provided
for by some of its own sections.
To start the ball rolling, here
are some of the errors, omissions and
inconsistencies (by far the most frequent kind of fault) of the report as
it stands, and some recommendations
for improvement which its critics
might take to heart.
The report begins with a more or
less off-the-record Faculty Committee statement on the nature of the
land-grant university, in which the
faculty and administration "remain
guardians of the university, charged
with the preserving in it (of) the
genius of scholarship and the conditions of inquiry which society entrusted to their care." We're off to
a flying start.
"In some respects, what we propose represents major changes in
present policies, structures and procedures. But that is not true of all of
our proposals. In some important respects, our recommendations simply
make explicit what has long been understood and practiced at Michigan
State University." There are also
ways in which the report simply repeats what has previously been explicit policy, and thus neglects to solve
some real problems. But is it even
possible to "simply make explicit"
a law which previously existed only
as a traditional practice? Doesn't the
formulation then BECOME the law,
and overshadow the understanding
which may have existed? If so, then a
whole lot of new laws are being created here, and I wonder if we really
need them—even though, of course,

I have no great faith in the unrestricted operations of university administrators, whose powers are the
ones threatened by new laws.
Anyway, in the same preface, the
committee indicates it will not bother
to define academic freedom, the concept on which the report is based:
rather, "we submit these guidelines,
structures, and procedures as a test-

ament of the Committee's concept of
academic freedom for students."
Common law or constitutional law?
—take your pick.
Article 1 is a lengthy discussion
of "student rights and responsibilities." It is unfortunately full of internal contradictions, and a few of its
basic positions are still open to question. For example: "Knowledge is as
broad and as diverse as life itself,
and the need for freedom is equally
broad. Yet absolute freedom in all
aspects of life means anarchy, just
as absolute order means tyranny.
Both anarchy and tyranny are antithetical to the purposes and necessities of the University. Therefore,
the University always must strive
to strike that balance between maximum freedom and necessary order
which best promotes its basic purposes. . ."
I'm not sure we need to be reminded that order is necessary to
hold society together; we need, rather,
more reminders that there is a freedom side to the question, and I am
apprehensive about how well this can
be done from this point of departure.
As follows:
"The University cherishes many
values^ modes of thought and standards of behavior that are better
taught by example, persuasion, social pressure and rewards than by the
threat of penalties. Regulations governing the activities and conduct of
student groups and individual stu-

J

dents should not be comprehensive
codes of desirable conduct; rather,
they should be limited to the prescription of procedures for meeting the practical, routine necessities
of a complex community and to the
prohibition or limitation of acts which
cannot be tolerated because they seriously interfere with the basic purposes of the academic community, or
with rights essential to other members of that community.
"The student is not only a member of the academic community; he is
also a citizen of the larger society.
As a citizen,, he retains those rights,

built-in contradictions of the report, which show up in these same
early passages:
"To the maximum extent feasible,
students shall participate in formulating and revising regulations governing student conduct" — even though
later in the report students will be
effectively (albeit subtly) denied much
of their potential power in their area,
and even though the purpose of the
regulations themselves is to uphold
"the basic purposes and necessities of
the University as stipulated herein,"
which the report says explicitly is
determined by the faculty.

protections and guarantees of fair
treatment which are held by all citizens, and the University may not
deny them to him. The enforcement
o*f the student's duties to the larger
society is, however, the responsibility of the legal and judicial authorities duly established for that purpose."
It's important to notice what they
say they're doing in this report.
Remember: each regulation is to be
designed to fill a specific felt need
in keeping order (which is quite a
concession, even theoretically). Each
response to an infraction is to be an
attempt at education and "persuasion," NOT a punishment, and every
student is to be guaranteed all the
rights he has as a citizen of society,
which he cannot be denied by the university in its operation; moreover,
the university is swearing off worrying about whether students break
civil laws on campus, since there
are civil authorities to take care of
that.
That's what the report says. Let's,
then, take a look at some of the implementations in the next several
passages, starting with the language:
"best possible reconciliation" —
"demonstrable n e e d " — "reasonably related" — "maximum extent
feasible" — "appropriate manner"
— maximum extent feasible" — many
phrases susceptible of various interpretations; I would be much happier to see things more pinned down.
And let's look at the first of the

"Procedures and penalities for the
violation of regulations shall be designed for guidance or correction of
behavior rather than for retribution"
— followed immediately by: "Penalties shall be commensurate with
the seriousness of the offense. Repeated violations may justify increasingly severe penalties."
That's the way it goes in Article
1 on Student Rights and Responsibilities, which concludes, by the way,
with a valuable insistence that every
regulation "shall specify to whom ft
applies. . " It's amazing that such
things haven't been routine in the
past. (Later in the report, there is
a passage reminding the Vice President for Student Affairs to keep a
file of decisions made by his office,
as though that wasn't supposed to be
automatic in a system aiming at
democracy.) Would you, nevertheless,
like to go on to Article 2?
(First, parenthetically, what can
they possibly mean when they say:
"Wherever rights conflict, regulations shall, to the maximum extent
feasible, permit reasonable scope for
each conflicting right by defining the
circumstances of time, place and
means appropriate to its exercise"
— it sounds to me, honestly, as though
a "right" were something you scheduled like a class: 12:30 to 3, Monday and Wednesday afternoons, f exercise my right to free speech, Friday night my "right" to have a date
a worry about curfew—what do they
mean?)

t h e s e q u e n c e a deeper, different
beauty. With any other director, the
close succession of these scenes
would cheapen the relation between
Diego and his mistress; in Resnais'
hands, the succession only serves
to demonstrate the great depth of their
affection.
Ingrid Thulin plays Marianne, the
mistress; Yves Montand, Diego; both
are sensitive and superb. Montand's
face captures the weariness of these

decades of disappointment; there is
a deep, melancholy wisdom about it,
like a late portrait of Rembrandt.
His performance, I think, will rank
him with the greatest.
POSTSCRIPT: T h e New York
Times, Feb. 12, 1967:
"The picture this week was one of
virtual paralysis of the Spanish university system and of grave rumblings in the vast labor movement
over which the regime-was visibly
losing control to the illegal 'workers ' commissions' . . .Work stoppages were becoming chronic in
the great industrial centers of Barcelona, Bilboa and Madrid, and, for
the first time since the Civil War
ended in 1939, Spanish workers were
demonstrating a political consciousness through their demands for democratic trade unions." The woman who
said in 1936 "It is better to die on
your feet than live on your knees"
will be 71 this winter. She may live
to go home yet.
^
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legs—the forms become detached, abstract, beautiful but cold. In the second sequence, Diego makes love to
his mistress; the action is roughly
the same but everything is different.
All the human elements before omitted are put in—the slightly awkward
business of getting off the clothes,
the expressions on the faces—giving

: m s u film society

continued On pogo

- A W. C. Fields and
eBt A Thurber Carnival \

,fjM^
J members only |

Anthony Hall
Friday 8 p.m.

I memberships
• waitaWe <* *»*?

13

Article 2 worries about "Academic
Rights and Responsibilities," and as
far as I can see is almost completely
extraneous. The parts that aren't
extraneous protect a student's right
to a fair grade and to a departmental and college-level appeal if he feels
he is deprived such a grade, and set
up a Standing Committee on the Academic Rights and Responsibilities
of Students to hear students' complaints on academic matters. These
a r e good measures, although like a
number of other committee and other appointments discussed in the
report, this one if outlined with memb e r s named by Student Board and/or
the president of the university, a way
of insuring a closed system whether
one if intended or not.
But, how are we to react to the
rest of Article 2?
" T h e freedom and effectiveness of
the educational process depend upon
the provision of appropriate conditions and opportunities for learning.
The responsibility to secure, r e spect and protect such opportunities
and conditions is shared by all members of the academic community. The
primacy of the faculty's role and its
unquestionable centrality in the educational process must be recognized.
The primary intellectual purpose of
the University—its intellectual content and integrity—is the responsibility of the faculty." Is it my imagination, or are they protesting too
much?
" I t is the instructor's role to encourage free discussion, inquiry and
expression among his students in their
quest for knowledge. . .He should
adhere closely to his proper role
as intellectual guide and counselor."
It sounds like an obstacle course,I'm
afraid. Truth shouldn't be that simple.
" T h e relationshipbemmmt4mmmt6mmm
tor and. student was individuals should
bie* foun3e3^*6n mutual respect and
understanding; it assumes a common
dedication to the educational process.

If problems arise in this relationship,
whether on matters personal or on
matters concerning instructional materials and methods, both student
and instructor should attempt to r e solve them in informal, direct discussions as between well-intentioned, reasonable p e r s o n s . " Do YOU
know why they are trying to legislate
this kind of thing? I don't.
Then, in a section entitled " T h e
academic rights of the student," in
which certain welcome academic protections for students a r e outlined
(limited, by the way, to f a c u l t y there is no mention of administrators infringing on students' rights),
there is the following: " T h e student
has a right to be governed by educationally justifiable academic regulations" What does that MEAN? The
student has a right to have the
faculty dictate the form of his education to him, since according to the
report only faculty know what is
"educationally justifiable!" I'd be
ashamed to say it.
Next, we worry about " t h e professional rights of the faculty." I'm
at a loss to figure out why this is in

a document on student's academic
freedom (it wasn't in the earlier
editions), but there it is—supporting my opinion that the Faculty Committee's members were awfully protective of their own sanctity in drafting the rport; this may be one of
the covert ways in which the establishment here is letting on it feels
threatened by the increase in student involvement which precipitated
this report (it was commissioned right
after the Schiff case blew up in late
1965). There are also slightly more
overt ways in which this is revealed:
parts of the proposed changes a r e directly, almost embarrassingly, traceable to Schiff, to the Committee
for Student Rights, to THE PAPER'S
and Zeitgeist's fights for campus
acceptance, to certain well-publicized
problems of student government and
the State News—as though the drafte r s of the report could only think in
terms of specific erroVs they had
made, not in t e r m s of the principles behind their opponents' positions.
On the matter of protection of the
faculty, several paragraphs a r e de-

Happenings in Music
By JOHN KNOWLES

Although this was to have been a
big week in the Music Department,
it hasn't quite turned out that way.
There were to have been three major events; the Richards Quintet, the
Opera Workshop, and the Concert
Band. Of these, the Quintet has been
postponed until March 10 and the
Opera Workshop has cut back from
six one act operas—to have been
'given over three nights—to several
selected scenes comprising one performance. The Workshop will be on
Monday, Feb. 27, at 8:15 in the Music

puzzling. Either he had completely
given up on trying to explain anything to the press or else (which
was more likely) he was aiming right
over the heads of the white audience,
camping it up for the angry kids in
the ghetto. Either way, it was discouraging.
Carmichael'^ performance in the
Auditorium, on the other hand, was
the golden mean, l e s s visceral than
the TV interview, less cerebral than
the luncheon. He read an article on
Black Power he had written for the
Massachusetts Quarterly Review, and
interspersed it with commentary and
humor in the style of Godfrey Cambridge. ("You know what those two
initials in front of his name stand
for? My friends and I, we refer to
him as 'Handkerchief Head' Humphrey.")
Carmichael drew the biggest r i s e
out of the audience with his answer
to a question about the state of the
Negro family in America. " I got
this thing," he said slowly '"bout
white folks talking 'bout my mama
playin' cousins with m e . " His voice
rose, and he began to describe how
white society has tried to emasculate every virile Negro figure this
country has produced. "I will not

NEXT WEEK: Further looks
Into academic freedom —•
rules, publications, judiciaries, conclusions.
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Auditorium, and will consist of the
last act of "Othello" by Verdi and
scenes from "Suor Angelica" by
Puccini and Verdi's "Falstaff."
The Concert Band will perform
as scheduled at 4:00 p.m. Sunday
t h e 2 6 t h in the University Auditorium and will have a predominantly
contemporary program. They will
open with the overture " I Vespri
Siciliani" by Verdi. "Sicilian Vesp e r s " was one of Verdi's middle
period operas, written shortly after
the Big Three ("Rigoletto," " L a T r a viata," and "II Trovatore"), and the
overture, is not great, is a well-

stokely
malice of a Sonny Liston.
" J u s t for the record, Mr. Carmichael, could you give us your
definition of Black Power?" Even his
voice was out of a beer commercial,
impossibly hearty and outdoorsy.
Carmichael looked at him for a
second as though he had just bitten
into an apple and found the interviewer inside. Then he looked up at
the ceiling for a full five seconds.
"Black Power," he rasped, without looking down, " i s the liberation
of black people."
The interviewer asked just what it
was that black people were to be
liberated from. Carmichael told him
to START with the fact that they had
endured 200 years of slavery, 100
years of oppression, and had only
last year gotten the vote.
" J u s t START with that," Carmichael said.
It got worse, the questions getting
more and more simplistic, Carmichael's replies getting more and more
abrupt. ("What, you aren't a citiz e n ? " "Naw, I'm a colonial subj e c t . " "You say they aren't fighting for you in Vietnam?" "Hel-1-1-1
no!") At one point Carmichael stopped speaking altogether. " I s there
anyone you would vote for in the
n e x t presidential election?" Sour
look; jerk of the head. "How about
Adam Clayton Powell?" Slow nod.
The light finally went off, and the interviewer bobbed up, giving Carmichael a friendly, no-hard-feelings
clap on the back. Carmichael look
at him with distaste.
His performance had been a little

voted to insiting that students have
" a right to a remedy. . .within the
limits of (the university's) resources
and the limits imposed by due respect
for the professional rights of the
faculty" to those problems ("isolable c a s e s " ) in which students have a
legitimate complaint—BUT " t h e p r o fessional rights of the faculty are another matter, and no provision for the
rights of students can be valid which
suspends them or in any measure invades them." In fact, " T h e direct
consequences of this premise lis that
an adversary proceeding between a
student and an instructor before any
of the ordinary judicial bodies e s tablished in this instrument is inappropriate"—hence the Committee on
the Academic Rights and Responsibilities of Students, as well as the
recommended departmental and college channels for faculty-assisted
student complaints. But why are they
so insistent?

speak," he said, "of Marcus Garvey
. . .of Paul Robeson. . .of Richard
Wright. . .of Malcolm X. I will
mention only the greatest of them
all: MUHAMMED ALI!" Wild applause.
For the more than 4000 people in
the Auditorium it was obviously Carmichael himself who was the champion. He had the charisma, and after
he had stood nodding his goodbyes,
teeth flashing, tie loosened, lapped
in waves of applause, it was almost
possible to believe that he would make
it in spite of everything, almost possible to forget the dubiousness of his
plans, the near impossibility of what
he was trying to do.
And yet not quite. In a bank of snow
on Shaw lot, visible to everyone who
left the Auditorium and crossed the
Farm Lane bridge, someone had left
a message in letters a foot high:
"Stokely Is A Nigger."
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Week
written and very enjoyable piece of
music.
The second number on the program
is " R o n d i n o " by James Niblock,
chairman of the Music Department.
It is a short, brilliant work, commissioned by Leonard Falcone for
the MSU Band. " T r i t t i c o , " by Vaclav Nelhybel (one of today's major
composers for concert band), is next.
It is in three movements (as you may
have guessed from the title), with the
percussion being featured in the s e c ond. "Siegfried's Funeral Music,"
from "Gotterdammerung" is reportedly the quietest number on the program, which should give you an idea
of what to expect from the concert
in general. It's late Wagner—which
I guess is about all the description
that's necessary.
Nicholas D. Falcone, the brother
of Leonard, did the arrangement of
Pirazzini's "Bells of Rome"; other
than that I don't know anything about
it. "Adagio and Tarantella" by Cavallini is a virtuoso display piece,
as is most of his music (he might
be called the Paganini of the clarinet). The solo will be played by
J o e s e p h Lapinski, Ramon Ricker,
R a y m o n d Giovanelli, and D e a n
Turner.
" D a n z a Final" from "Estancia
Dances" by Ginastara is the penultimate work on the program. Ginastara is an Argentinean and his music
derives directly from that heritage.
"Danza Final" is highly eccentric
and characterized by strong rhythms.
T h e c o n c e r t will close with the
" F i n a l e " from "Symphony No. 1"
by Kalinikov, which replaces the Tchaikovsky 4th of last year. I don't
know this work, but it will be interesting to see how it measures
up to its predecessor.
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PROGRAM HIGHLIGHTS February 21-27
TUESDAY, February 21
11:30 a.m.— Ihe Creative Person—A documentary examining at close range the
works and personality of the internationally known Italian structural architect and engineer I.uigi Nervi.
12:30 p.m.--Polygon—'I his s e r i e s returns
with an examination of size by hostproducer Norman Cleary and MSU professors Owen Brainard, Paul Ray, Laui reen H a r r i s and Jean Lepere.
1:00 p.m.—Choice: Challenge for Modern
Woman — " W h e r e Does All the Money
Go?" — a discussion of how we express
our traditional, psychological and cultural needs and attitudes in personal
spending and governmental spending.
7:00 p.m.—Spectrum—"Red Chinese Medicine— P a r t I I " — a continuation of the
close-up view of Chinese traditional medicine and the interaction between Red
Chinese traditional physicians and their
modern counterparts.
WEDNESDAY, February 22
11:30 a.m.—Spectrum--"Red Chinese Medicine— P a r t II"—see Tuesday, 7 p.m.
12:00 a.m.—NE'I Journal—"A Time for
Burning"—a repeat of a documentary
seen early this season probing the conscience of a white church in Omaha,
Nebr., and its attempt to take a small
step in race relations.
7:00 p.m.—Recital Hall—Classical guitarist Loris Chobanian, graduate assistant
in the MSU Music Department, performs
a wide range of works for guitar, from
the Renaissance to the present.
THURSDAY, February 23
12:00 a.m.—Your Right to Say It—"Should
We Control Gun Sales?" —Adlai fci. Stevenson, III, Illinois State T r e a s u r e r , and
Robert J . Kukla of the National Rifle
Association debate the merits of legislative
regulations
restricting the
possession of guns.
7:00 p.m.—Great Decisions 1967—"Viet-"
nam"—a review of the war in Vietnam,
its causes, the extent of U.S. military
i n v o l v e m e n t , and the importance of
foreign public opinion in determining
future policy decisions.
FRIDAY, February 24
12:00 a.m.--Great Decisions 1967—"Vietn a m " — s e e I hursday, 7 p.m.
12:30 p.m.--Choice: Challenge for Modern
Woman—"Where Does All the Money
Go?"—see I uesday, 1 p.m.
SATURDAY, February 25
NO L I S i l N G

SEARCHES
Wf^rSAMHRICANfo^ign^Tic^nabourT
Come and find out on Wednesday, Feb. 22, at
7 o'clock in Old College Hall of the Union.
This unique event is sponsored by the Young
Democrats and College Republicans and the
discussion will be led by two members of the
Econ. and Poli. Sci. Departments.
WAN'I ED: Serious modern female who likes
steaks, jazz, sports car r a c e s , and little
pleasures. Object: talk (small or serious),
idea exchange, affection, relaxation in comfort and some travel together. I'm 33—6foot,
average college grad (NU). Live near Chicago
in summer. Write and tell mc what you like
and expect. Snapshot appreciated. Replies
strictly confidential. Discreet answer to your
questions promised. Curtiss Andrews, P.O.
Box 117, Riverside, Illinois 60546.
AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHER wishes to meet
amateur model for a r t ' s sake. Write: ajm,
Box 49, Augusta, Mich., 49012. Allow ten
days for reply because I only get my mail
every so often.
CO^Ere^r^yoiismallTreasted^MEN^re
you poorly endowed with masculine a t t r i butes? PROSTITUES, do you ever wish for a
real man? NEGROES, what a r e your real
feelings toward WHITEY? TENURED MSU
FACULTY, do you sometimes wonder what
being NON-TENURED is like? JUDAS, did you
ever wish you have it all to do over gain—
differently? ZEITGEIST will treat of these
and other problems — coming this week.
Watch for a large red symbol, easily identified. On a field of white. At pleasant book
s t o r e s everywhere.

SUNDAY, February 26
12:00 a.m.—Museum Openllouse—"Winslow
Homer and 1 homas Eskins"—an exploration of the common factors and ideals
w h i c h u n i t e d these two 19th century
American artists and the roles they played
in establishing an American tradition of
painting.
1:30 p . m . — R e c i t a l Hall — Joseph Evans,
professor of piano at MSU, plays the
Sonata in D Minor, Opus 31, No. 2, by
Ludwig van Beethoven; Mazurka, Opus
30, No. 3, by Chopin; and " L a Campan u l a , " by Paganini-Liszt-Busoni.
2:00 p.m.—News in Perspective—"Profile
of Washington,"—a special look at the
nation's capital, as a city of tourism,
center of American governmental machinery and symbol of Western power.
3:00 p.m.— Ihe Creative P e r s o n — H a r r y
Golden,
editor - publisher of the
"Carolina I s r a e l i t e " and author of " F o r
2f Plain" and "Only in America," tells
of his c a r e e r , his literary achievements
and his philosophies on life.
3:30 p.m.—Cineposium—Filmmaker Ronald
Cohen and television producer-director
Rod Amateau analyze two films, "Still
I i m e " (a day in the life of a tugboat) by
Ronald Cohen and " I m a g e s from N a t u r e "
by Karl B . Lohmann, J r .
4:00 p.m.— Your Right to Say It—"Government and Railroads"—Newsmen question
William H. Tucker, chairman of the Interstate Commerce Commission, concerning the current railroad situation in
the U.S. and the future of railroad m e r gers.
4:30 p.m.—NET Journal—"After the Mirac l e " — a probing look at the nature of
Israeli people concentrates on five a s pects of life in Israel: defense, religion,
integration, development and the Arab
minority.
11:00 p.m.—NET Playhouse—"Knife in the
Water"—winner of an International Film
Critics Award and the 1962 Venice Film
Festival, Roman Polanski's suspense —
thriller film concerns three persons who
a r e thrown together on a chance encounter which turns a Sunday yachting cruise
into a psychological c r i s i s .
MONDAY, February 27
11:30 a.m.—Museum Open House—"Winslow
Homer and I homas F.akins"—see Sunday
12 noon.
12:00 a.m.—News in Perspective—"Profile
of Washington" —see Sunday 2 p.m.
7:00 p.m.—Spartan Sportlite—a preview of
the MSU-Ohio State basketball game, an
——interview with Detroit Tiger pitcher Earl
Wilson, and an over-all look at the upcoming Big Ten championship in wrestling, gymnastics, track, fencing and swimming.
7:30 p.m.—Profiles in Courage—the story
of Frederick Douglass, fugitive slave who
risked his family, his c a r e e r and his
freedom for the cause of abolition.
8:30 p.m.— Assignment 10—"Gas G a m e s "
— service station operators, major oil
company representatives and customers
talk about games, sweepstakes and other
buying incentives that supposedly make
people select one brand of gasoline over
another.

ALLEN GINSBERG is going to read at the
MSU Auditorium next Monday afternoon, Feb.
27, at 4:00 p.m. We suggest you try to be
t h e r e . He's a poet, and he r e a d s rather well.
He has published several books of poetry
and has had his picture on the covers of
several magazines. Sometimes people get
all upset when they hear him. Sometimes they
get all upset when they see him. ASMSU and
Zeitgeist a r e bringing him to MSU. Tickets
on sale as soon as printed. They cost $1.00
(Scalpers will be prosecuted.)
PROVO is coming.
DARING,
EXPERIMENTAL, low budget
version of " J u l i u s C a e s a r " (1950) at Student
Union, Room 31, Sunday, March 5 at 7 p.m.
Starring Charlton Heston, the film uses
Roman-style Chicago buildings and the sand
dunes of Lake Michigan as backgrounds. L.A.
Daily News called it " m o r e cinematic than
Olivier's "Henry V" or " H a m l e t . " Admission by donation.
DURING the Crimean War, the Light Brigade,
led by Lord Cardigan, charged the Russian
lines at the Battle of Balaklava on October
25, 1854 outside Balaklava, east of Sevastopol.
THE LIGHT BRIGADE
For more information call Kenn at 355-6957.
AFSC SUMMER SERVICE PROJECTS:
Students interested in American Friends Service opportunities here and abroad may contact the MSU Placement Office for appointments Feb. 27 and 28 with an AFSC r e p r e sentative. Opportunities include a range of
work camps, community and institutional
service projects in the U.S. Volunteer work
camps abroad are in East Asia, Middle East
Afri"~ and 20 European countries.

WKAR FM 90 5 mc
PROGRAM HIGHLIGHTS February 21-27
TUESDAY, February 21
6:30 a.m.—"'Ihe Morning P r o g r a m , " 90
minutes of classical music, news, weather and features with Mike Wise. (Weekdays)
8:00 a.m.—News, with news director Lowell
Newton. (Weekdays)
8:15 a.m.—"Scrapbook," interviews, feat u r e s , c l a s s i c a l music, music from
Broadway and jazz with Steve Meuche.
(Weekdays)
1:00 p.m.—Off-Broadway musical, " M a n
with a Load of Mischief."
5:00 p.m.—"News 6 0 , " an hour-long report
prepared by the news and public affairs
staff of WKAR.
8:30 p.m.—The Chicago Symphony Orches t r a in Concert, a contemporary program featuring violinist Esther Glazer.
The program features music by Kenneth
Gaburd, Seymour Shtfrin, Ralph Shapey
and Arnold Schoenberg.
10:30 p.m.— An MSU Music Department F a culty Recital featuring Daniel Stolpcr,
oboe, and David Renner, pianist, a s s i s t ed by the Beaumont Siring Quartet, ( r e c orded January 24 in the Music Auditorium). Music by Hindemith, Dutilleux,
Paul Harder and Arthur Bliss.
WEDNESDAY, February 22
1:00 p.m.—Musical, " I h e Boys From Syracuse."
8:00 p.m.—"FM Theater," Lewis C a r r o l l ' s
c l a s s i c , " A l i c e ' s Adventure in Wonderland," produced by the BBC.
10:30 p.m.—"Music Around the World" with
Marta Nicholas. Ihe theme of tonight's
program is " L o v e . "
11:00 p.m.—"New Jazz in Review," tonight
Hud Spangler and Ron English listen to
and talk about trumpeter Freddie Hubb a r d ' s newest album, " B l u e S p i r i t s . "
THURSDAY, February 23
1:00 p.m.—Musical, "What Makes Sammy
Run?"
7:00 p.m.—The Detroit Symphony Orche-

The W a t e r Closet

stra in Concert, conducted b y P a u l P a r a y .
Program
features Mozart's "Magic
F l u t e " Overture; Schuman's Symphony
No. 2 in C; Ibert's " F . s c a l e s " andChausson's Symphony in B Flat.
9:00 p . m . — " J a z z Horizons" w i t h B u d
Spangler, til midnight.
FRIDAY, February 24
1:00 p.m.—Musical, " T h e Apple I r e e . "
8:00 p.m.—Opera, Marc Blitzstein's " R e gina" starring Brenda Lewis, Elisabeth
Carron, Helen Strine, Joshua Hecht and
Samuel Krachmalnick.
SATURDAY, February 25
"1:45 a.m.—"Recent Acquisitions" with Ken
Beachler and Cil Hansen listening to, and
talking about new classical record r e leases.
2:00 p.m.—The Metropolitan Opera, live
from New York. This afternoon, Verdi's
" A i d a , " directed by Thomas Schippers,
starring Leontyne P r i c e as Aida; Grace
Bumbry as Amneris; RObcrt Merrill as
Amonasro and J e r o m e I lines as Ramfis.
7:00 p . m . - - " L i s t e n e r ' s Choice," classics
by request til 1 a.m. with Ken Beachler.
Phone 355-6540 during the program.
SUNDAY, February 26
2:00 p.m.— The Cleveland Orchestra in
Concert, conducted by George Szell, with
piano soloist Peter Frankl. The program
includes Schubert's "Rosamunde" Overture; Mozart's Piano Concerto No. 22
and B r a h m s ' Symphony No. 2.
8:00 p . m . — " T h e 'loscanini E r a , " hosted
by Gary Barton. Recordings of loscanini
conducting Beethoven's Piano Concerto
No. 1 and Symphony No. 2; Mozart's
Symphony No. 35; Smetana's "Die Moldau" and Rossini's Overture to " T h e
Seige of Corinth."
11:00 p.m.—"Offbeat" with Steve Meuche.
MONDAY, February 27
1:00 p.m.— Musical, " G y p s y . "
2.00 p.m.— Ihe Grand Rapids Symphony
Orchestra in Concert, conducted by Carl
Karapetian. Today, pianist Peter Nero
is the soloist for a pop concert. Music
includes the Symphonic Suite from Bernstein's "West Side Story" and Gershwin's "Rhapsody in Blue."
7:55 p.m.—Basketball, MSU vs. Ohio State.
:::^'-T-ii-":,i:':"<*>i'l'-".:
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By W. C. BLANTON

We Can't Be THAT Bad
-Can We?

There's no place to go but up.
State's basketball team cannot possibly perform less like a title contender than it did last Saturday against the cellar-dwelling Minnesota-Gophers.
Most of the newsprint about the
game has been concerned with the
frenzied, miraculous last-second shot
by Steve Rymal. (We'll casually ignore the possibility that Lee Lafayette, hanging at least four feet above
the rim of the basket, was guilty of
offensive goal-tending.)
I, however, am much more interested in the thirty-nine minutes
and fifty-eight seconds of playing
time that transpired before Rymal
cut loose. During that time, most
of the Spartans appeared to be making a play for next year's MostImproved-Player award.
John Bailey made me look bad
by scoring eighteen big points, mostly on beautiful drives, and Lafayette
looked good at times. And Ted Crary
deserves a new paragraph for his
efforts.
Ted is something of a living joke
co MSU fans, and I've been guilty
of laughing at his earnest attempts
on the court more than he deserves.
But Saturday night, the Spartans would
have been well up the proverbial
creek without a paddle without the
help of the bleacherites' favorite.
University of Michigan modern dance student and faculty concert. Barbour Gyra
dance studio. Friday, Feb.
24, 8:00 pn; Saturday,Feb.
25, 2:30 & 8:00 pa.Matinee
-—$1.00,evenings
I1.25.

Ted made three big baskets, grabbed a couple of rebounds, stole the
ball, and was the clear-cut hero—
until one of the amazingly inept referees pimped him with four seconds
l e f t , sending Gopher center Tom
Kondla to the free throw line.
And there is the point to my reaction to Saturday's game. It's a
sad, sad scene when it takes a number thirteen man to spark a team.
Why was it so damned hard for
anyone to hold onto a rebound? Why
did Matt Aitch become rooted to the
floor, refusing to move on offense
or follow his shot? Why did no one
act as if he cared whether or not
he played—including the fans? That
was undoubtedly the dullest close
game in the history of the sport.
Minnesota's team consisted of one
basketball player, a very good one
named Konkla (ever seen a hook
shot like that before?), and a whole
bunch of alley ball players, very bad
ones. They should have been killed by
State's team, but something is still
very wrong.
And until the problem is remedied,
stories of Alcindor and MSU don't
even belong on the same page. Besides, big Lew hasn't faced either
Elvin Hayes or Wesley Unsold yet.
_______
________

NEO-CLASSIFIEDS
50 words/$lf*>* w,
(still checpl

_ r ia«t Lanslnc

351-7373
DEADLINE
THURSDAY MBP IIGHT

Is There Still
By YOUR FRIENDLY NEIGHBORHOOD ADVERTISING MAJOR
Friends, do you suffer from psychic
damage? Do you find yourself at odds
with Dean Rusk as you put on your
deodorant in the morning?
Do you sometimes catch yourself
feeling a slight twinge of guilt when
you know what's going on in the
world, yet plan to spend your life
writing ads for Pillsbury Flour, o r
becoming an executive at AC Spark
Plug?
Are you one of those faceless hundreds who enjoy reading THE PAPER
but wouldn't know how to go about
getting any pot-grass-acid even if
you wanted to? Do you want to cry
when you think you a r e a liberal but
Brad Lang considers you a Middleof-the -Freeway-er?
Well, friends, help is on the way,
thanks to the inspiration provided by
Cam Tucket's ELIMP—East Lansing
Institute for Moral Plurality (THE
P A P E R , Volume II, Number 15).
ELI AH is on the way, gang—a new,
improved Gardol formula guaranteed
to protect your psyche.
ELI AH—East Lansing Institute for
Almost Hippies.
No more fears, anxieties, guilts.
Just step right up and take your RAT
(Radical Aptitude Test) to determine
how far you dare turn left without
going over the cliff.
For a nominal sum you will take a
battery (dry cell—no acid) of impersonally (nay, indifferently) graded
exams to determine your DAR (Degree of Allowable Radicalism). You
will be scored on a ui'Oatftkul iHilfi it.
scale, which is a modified Ehrmann
In flHH;fi,ffl n ^i^aniiirpiv no extra
^jg0t^^9fM^Tnreccive
a genuine Avis
button, painted over with your very
own personal classification.
The scale runs from A to E2, with
various and sundry subscripts, as
follows:
(A)—You read the State Journal
avidly, are not reading this, don't
understand why everybody knocks law
and order, read the Bible, and when
you get frustrated and go on a radi-

cal binge you read Mad magazine
with wild abandon. You love Mom's
Apple Pie.
i
(B)—You are a "Moderate Libera l , " read Time, Life and Sports
Illustrated, believe in "civil rights"
and LB J, hate scuzzies and other
lawless extremists, and think ROTSee is good and Playboy is pornographic. You love Mom's Cherry
Pie.
(C)—You read THE PAPER in part,
bjit skip anything byi Lang or Kindman, ana aTso"Uvu*ti diig * pomy*»m*
2 - t ^ e r a t e S a t o ^ ^ W "liberal''
but thlhk me radicals a r e all wrong,
and you a r e against Vietnam but don't
know why. You love Mom's Custard
Pie.
(D)~You read THE PAPER in full,
agree with most ideas, a r e alienated,
think you can be a part of society
w i t h o u t committing suicide, enjoy
Grump, Tom Lehrer, and Stan F r e berg, admire the Radical Idea, whatever that is, but think it's just as
unworkable as any other reaction to

East Lansing Notes

Ho-Account Account
Dear PAPER Reader:
Scene: A Thursday morning at the
East Lansing State Bank. Machines
clacking, girls smiling etc. In the back
section of the bank behind one of those
imposing railings sits an elderly man.
He is doing what bankers are always
doing when seen—talking with other
bankers who seem to have little or
nothing to do. Enter one MSU graduate student, 29 years old, a high
school teacher for the last six years,
a graduate assistant now, credit r a t ing adequate. He approaches the elderly man.
Student; Excuse me, can one of you
gentlemen assist me?
Smiling Old Banker: Certainly, do
you want to open a checking account?
You are a student, I presume.
S: Yes sir. And no, I don't want
to open a checking account. I'd like
to transfer approximately $500 froir
my checking account to a savings
account.
SOB: Impossible. Our regulations
forbid student savings accounts.
S: Why is that, sir?
SOB: Because none of you know what
they're for.
S (a little l e s s politely now): Do

you mean that someone who is 29, a
graduate student, and who has a clean
banking record here can't make use of
one of your standard services?
SOB (smiling even more broadly):
That's correct.
S (rapidly becoming very pissed
off): That means that you're glad to
have my checking account because you
make money on that service, but on a

service that requires a certain monetary return to me, you're not interested.
SOB (a little evasively): Well, I
wouldn't put it quite that way. . .
S: But that is what it means?
SOB (smiling again): I suppose it
does.
S: I've really never heard of anything as rotten as that.
SOB (triumphantly): Why that's not

No Room
at the 'In?'

this
rationally incomprehensible
world, if pressed you are an agnostic, you think -you'd like to try
LSD • but might panic if you ever
actually ran across a " t r a v e l agent."
You're not even sure you like Mom,
let alone her pie.
(Dl)—Join U.S. You love Mom's
Lemon Harangue Pie.
(D2)—Knock U.S. as a cop-out. You
love Mom's Pot Pie.
(E)—You have arrived. You are a
genuine hippie—scuzzie-non-card carrying-radical.
(El)—Go directly to jail. Do not
pass Go. Do not collect $200.
(E2) — You a r e dead from an extreme case of suicide.
Think of it, friends, never again
worry if you're radical enough, or too
radical. Just wear your handy-dandy
ELIAH-DAR button.
If you're an (A), you won't be embarrassed by (D)'s and (E)'s yelling
at you to buy THE PAPER in Berkey
or Bessey. Never again will you accidentally sit in the scuzzie corner of

the Union.
And all you (E)'s out there, never
again will you suffer the awkwardness of striking up a conversation
with a guy with a beard who turns
out to be a forestry major, or a
c e n t e n n i a l celebrator from Grand
Ledge.
Imagine, if you will, your amazement at finding out that many political science professors a r e only (B)'s,
and that there a r e advertising majors who a r e (D)'s.

so rotten. In Ann Arbor, banks only
recently accepted. . .
S (very pissed): I don't c a r e what
they do in Ann Arbor. What I care
about is that it appears to me that I'm
a good customer for you until it looks
like you might have to do something
for me. Then, I'm one of those damn
untrustworthy students who a r e always lousing up your bank and without whom, by the way, this bank
could probably not exist.
SOB (losing his cool somewhat,
presumably because bankers are used
to a certain form of polite respect,
based upon their inflated view of their
g e n e r a l usefulness to society, I
guess): Now wait a minute. . .
S (gaining a certain amount of pleasure from watching the SOB'sadam's
apple bob up and down rapidly): I've
heard and waited enough. Good day to
you, sir.
SOB: sputter, sputter
EXEUNT.
The preceding episode is direct
from the files of E.L. Notes. For the
sake of fairness it should be noted
that students are known to use savings accounts in lieu of checking a c counts. However, it seems that if one
has both accounts in the same bank
the bank ought to consider the situation out of good customer relations.
For those of you who like good,
live jazz you should try the Tropi-

cana Bar (519 E. Mich.). This week
the Gene Ludwig Trio is featured
and is well worth going to hear.
Meanwhile, if you merely like some
good pizza and draught beer, very
reasonable prices and nice atmosphere try Emil's Bar (2012 E.Mich.).
A recent visit there proved Emil's
worth mentioning.
The Shop-Rite at Trowbridge and
Harrison was recently put under new
management which has, in turn, proceeded to r a i s e many prices (from
already high levels) and lower none
to my knowledge. That is a very unfair attitude,for them to adopt considering that much of their business
comes from a captive, married-housing audience, like, for example, many
foreign students who neither have c a r s
nor the money to pay such high prices.
On the other hand, Dot Discount (also
in Spartan Plaza) seems to try to
keep prices low realizing that students aren't particularly bilkworthy.
For an interesting change on your
next shopping * tour visit the Lost
Mariner (also Spartan Plaza). There
is a very nice selection of cards,
gifts, and other interesting items
from foreign lands.
So, friends, if you have a couple
of cents to contribute please call
351-7373 or write to Box 68, E.
Lansing, 48823.
DIEHL

Send in immediately for your Leftby-Mail exam. But hurry; this offer
is limited.
Send only $8.95, plus 15 covers
from either Ramparts or U.S. News
and World Report.
In the meantime, tune in again
next week—same PAPER, same page
—when we ask the musical question,
"Can a poultry science major from
Omaha find happiness with a teenybopper from Berkeley?"

The Rational Observer
THE PAPER'S News of The Weak

•

WELCOME, GEOR

By BRADFORD A. LANG and DALE WALKER

The War, alas, continues unabated,
and so do all the dumb things that
happen because of it. By far, the
dumbest thing happened in the US
News and World Report of Feb. 20
(which someone suggested we call
The Pulp Leading the Pulp Department, but we're not too sure), to wit:
"Military men suggest that the Communists have been trying out the socalled 'Pavlov Principle' on the U.S.
people, the reflex Pavlov developed
on dogs. THE PRINCIPLE: Keep enticing people, as was done with dogs,
with the bait of something for which
they hunger intensely — in this instance peace—and you can reduce
their minds to pulp readily manipulated and controlled. So far it hasn't
worked. Public pressure in U.S. is to
get war won."
If you wonder why anyone would
print something like that, read the
following item, taken from the same

impact on business." (drip drip drip)
And speaking of conditioning, it
seems that the Defense Department,
in its all-out campaign against humane
thinking, has cancelled its subscription for 13,000 copies of a Presbyterian Sunday School magazine which
had been distributed to US military
bases around the world. Reason: the
magazine had printed a young girl's
poem criticizing the use of napalm
in Vietnam.
The all-pervasiveness of the War
might be demonstrated by the following excerpts from a recent letter
to Ann Landers: "Dear Ann Landers: My problem is one which is
shared by wives all over the world.
What can we do to make ourselves
more interesting to our husbands?
. . .1 read the newspaper every day
and try to keep well informed on
world affairs, but my husband isn't
interested in my views on Vietnam.
Besides, I don't understand foreign

page of the same magazine, to which
we give the Who's Salivating Now?
Award: "ARMS COSTS, with continued war will hold high. SPENDING BY GOVERNME,;', as a result,
will rise steadily, with a strong

policy. One columnist says we belong there, and another says we
don't. It's all terribly confusing.
The dear lady, in her confused
way, has raised what we believe is one
of the most serious objections to the

war. It it confuses our nation's housewives and makes them less interesting, the divorce rate will continue to
rise,the family system will crumble,
and juvenile delinquency will increase
with an accompanying rise in police
brutality. The whole thing is getting
completely out of hand, and we suggest an end to the war before the
American home is utterly destroyed.
Not to mention, of course, the Vietnamese home.
Of course, every cloud has a silver
lining. This week's Silver Lining or
Citizens of Earth, We Mean No Harm!
Award goes to Donald Smith, who was
recently elected, despite beard, boots,
and "New Left" membership, to the
chairmanship of Iowa State University's S t u d e n t Government. While
campaigning he promised: "If I am
elected, this university is going to be
dragged, kicking and screaming, into
the Twentieth Century." Now if somebody would just drag MSU into the
Nineteenth. . .
Part of MSU, by the way, is living in a century that we've never
heard of. It seems that our great
Spartan symbol is lacking not only
in covering but also in genitalia.
Which explains the absence of fig
leaf, the significance of which we
leave to you, gentle reader, to figure
out for yourself.
* * * *
Strange Bedfellows, or The Little
Grass Shack-Up: LEMAR (Legalize
Marijuana) chapters are popping up
all over the country (one is now being
formed in East Lansing—see next
week's PAPER for details), and California Young Americans for Reagan,
of all people, have climbed on the
bandwagon. In a position paper issued recently, YAR came out foursquare not only for legalization of
pot, but for legalization of heroin as
well, which is one step that most of

the LEMAR people would be hesitant
to recommend.'Quoting the YAR's:
"Marijuana (grass) is not a narcotic. It is not habit-forming. It is not
addictive. It is not linked to the two
worst diseases known to mankind,
lung cancer and heart disease, as
is tobacco, nor is it linked to any
other disease. By any objective standard, it is far less debilitating—if
at all—than either tobacco or alcohol." If MSU Young Americans for

Freedom would like to join the fight,
they can get in touch with the LEMAR
people through this newspaper. We're
sure that they won't be put uptight
by the suggestion t h a t somebody
should turn on Ronald Reagan.
* * * *
Pinnochio's Fairy Strikes Again:
When the cabin of an LA-bound commerical airliner depressurized, the
stewardness' inflatable bra expanded
to size 44. When the credibility gap
became too great, she borrowed a
latpin from a woman passenger and
set about correcting things. Thereupon a young man leaped from his
seat, thinking to prevent the stewardness from committing suicide.
No further details were given, but
we imagine the incident must have
sent the young man off on a bad
trip.
* * •
*
PROVO is coming.

