
DOES THt BRONX REALIY EXIST? 
by dave schwartz 

When I hitch home from Queens CoUcgc, passing 
motorists sign-read my destination, "the Bronx." Tm 
sure they often ask themselves, as 1 ask myself, not only : 
"Is this the right road to the Bronx?;" but more em
phatically: "Why do they call it the Bronx?" The question 
stands: why do they call it the Bronx? 

I would like to think "Bronx" is given the kingly article 
"the" because it is. after all, the only pf>rt of New York 
City connected to the North American continent. 
Howeva*, the real reason is much more simple than my 
romantic ideal would allow. The phrase "the Bronx" goes 
back to its original Dutch settler, a Mr. Bronck vidio owned 
most (if not all) of this peninsula. When other folks would 
visit his fair family and extensive lands, they would say: 
"We're gdng to the Broncks," and that geographic 
designation indicatii^ a far away family has stuck ever 
since ("cks" becomii^ plain old "x"). 

Meanwhile, when someone fbially picks me up, and 
doesn't ask me "Why is it th« Bronx?." he usually does 
ask me aft«r we cross the Whitestme Bridge: "When wiU 
this traffic circle ever be finished? " My generous driver is 
here, of course, referring to the mythical Bruckner 
Traffic Circle; five years in the making ah-eady and five 
more in the awaiting; and, at present, the major 
touchstone for denigrating the fecund existmce ot the 
Bronx (my theme). According to plan, the Bruckner 
Traffic Circle shall be the largest clover-leaf interchange 
in the world. But like all enormous creatiwis, Its birth 
throes are Icmg and painful; increasing traffic confusion 
and congestion are today's toll for tomorrow's gk r̂y. 
Moreover, like all beneficial construction projects for the 
Bronx, the Bruckn«- Traffic Circle will come too late to 
really help, that is. to stop the growing exodus of 
Bronxites moving to better, already assembled parts. Its 
strikingly gigantic roadway system will probably hasten 
their speedy exit from the Bronx's fair shores. 

Adntittedly. the Bronx is limited. It is almost, second
hand, the place perhaps vihere the extra building 
materials of Manhattan were kept. If this is the case, at 
least it is not third-hand, like Queens. (Queens is a dream 
of the Bronx come true; a totally plastic artifice that is the 
same all over; an achievement at which the Bronx's 
progress has only hinted so far. Immigrant settlers came 
to the Bronx, and when they estaUished themselves here, 
paying off their homes with the best years of their lives, 
they suddenly found themselves free; this mortgage 
masochism had no more owing q[>portunities in it fn* 
activating their old age. Therefore, they moved out into 
new co-op apartments in Queens in order to do something 
secure with every penny of their retirement benefits. 
Young or old, <)ueens occupants or^inally from the Bronx 
claim their consciousness has been raised by this process; 
it gives them a sense of involvonent, a chance at journey 
and adventure. (Consequently, in moments of weakness, 
many a Qmeem citizen has admitted to me: "You know, I 
used to live in the Bronx. I spent a few years " These 
people bdittle their humble beginnings. Now ivesent 
Bronxites can save time, expense and travel because a 
brand new Coop Gty has just been built in our own 
borough. 

Ask native ()ueens people what the Bronx conjures up in 
their, minds, and they'll answer admitting a complete lack 
of assodation, a vmd. Many have not travelled there, and 
the Bronx, they say, is "like Brooklyn" in this regard. 
Those in Westchester look at it as the "foul South," while 
Staten Islanders see it as the "infamous Yankee North." 
Periiaps the trouble with the Bronx lies in its odd 
geography. This borough is situated l>etween 
metropolitan New York (^ty and upstate New York. 

news brieh 
Outgoing Chancellor Albert 

Bowker reiterated early this 
week warnings that the City 
University would not be able to 
open in the fall without increased 
funding from the state. 

In particular, he said the one-
year-old Open Admissions 
program, with its necessary 
supportive services, may have to 
be jiettisoned. High schooi seniors 
who have already been given 
fiices in next fall's class wouM 
have to be reapportioned among 
the univer^ty's various units. 
Budget aUocations also wouM 
have to be reorganized, a time-
consuming process that he said 
would at least force post
ponement of the opening of 
classes in September by two 
months. 

In a related developmeot, the 
university agreed lo cut a $2 
millioa program and leave 27S 
jobs vacant in the individual units 
and the cenlial office lo help the 
cHy erase an estimated $i billion 
bwtfel gapt Tht cuts iadude 
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between Queens and New Jersey, places v^re everybody 
wants to go. Quite simidy. the (Seorge Wa^ington Bridge 
is the most bdoved convenience in the Bronx, because it is 
the gateway for Manhattan and (Queens into the rest of the 
United States. The Bronx is well known, as a result, for 
nothing less than the fact that you have to leave it; its 
highway arteries make it a mere place on the way to 
somewhere else, your real destination. like the man said: 
"Who wants to go to the Bronx?" 

As it stands today, the Bronx leads a phantmn existence 
rol>t>ed of its own charismatic essaice. No one has writtai 
a best-selling book about it. No U.S. president has come 
fran its hmnestead. Even King Kong stayed in 
Manhattan. Radio announcers speak of "the Bronx" as if 
it were a forbidden oath or a typograiriiical error in their 
copy. Out-of-towners consider it a dead and unknown 
sunkot cMitinent, like Atlantis, and marvel to find it in
dicated on a tourist map. No one. not even any of its 
inhabitants, wants to varify that the Bronx, by itsdf, 
exists. No one. it seems, wants to anchor their dreams 
there permanently. Let us grant that the Bronx has no 
night-life (which is true). Let us ^ant that the Bronx 
consists of endless auto-body shops, chain-store fran
chises, constructiwi sites with aidless garbage dumps, 
pooriy-let highways and unaesthetic apartment buildings 
(which is also true). And let us yet grant that the Bronx 
harbors countless bowling alleys, cheap food joints, and 
streets ravished by pothole abysses (which is even more 
true). Now tell me: are these any reasons to deny that the 
Bronx really exists? 

(editor's note: Madeline, are you taking notes?} 
The enormous problem of the Bronx's actual vs. 

imagined existence affects not only its own geographic 
substantiality but its human dwellers as well. Bronxites, 
such as myself, have been known to suffer in obvious ways 
because of this existential dilemma. Frequoit colds due to 
too-quickly embracing esoteric foreign doctrines; 
susceptibility to loi^ and frequent periods of travd away 
from hmne; exaggerated and imagined life-histories due 
lo an excessive provincialism, the naive stance of a native 

s«)n's pride in being on Bronx soil in modern times; and 
exceedingly vain hopes of actually finding something to do 
In the IJronx—on any night! arc all symptoms of that 
metai^iysical malaise known as "the Bronx." 

Tlie best thing to do in these cases, as are usual in the 
Bronx, is to go to the Orchard Beach parking lot and make 
out. Tlien let's follow the prophylactic trail from these 
primal breeding grounds (just beyond the borough's 
massive garbage dumps that are just across theway from 
Cb-op City) and s6e first-hand just what the Bronx doesn't 
have to offer, (loing up Pelham Parkway we encounter, 
just as it becomes Pordham Road by Southern Boulevard, 
fabulous and famous Bronx Park, including the Bronx 
Zoo, which up until a few years ago was the largest zoo in 
the world, and the New York Botannical Gardens which is 
never closed to lovers and summer clasacal music 
concerts. Continuing up Pordham Road, we make a right 
at the Grand Concourse to visit the cottage where Edgar 
Allon Poe not only got drunk and kist a wife, but also wrote 
some of the finest horror st<»ies in the English language. 
Ihe Grand Concourse will take you further onto spacious 
Van Cbrtlandt Park, tyrannized in the summer by chance 
white meteors from its g4^ course and sporting an ar
tificial ski stope in the winter in additiwi to junkies all 
year roimd. Those «4M> venture beyond Van Cortlandt 
Park can visit the celelmty-studded Woodlawn canetery 
or turn east along Gun Hill Road and make a pilgrimage 
to the former grounds of the Preedomland amusement 
park, tqpwi which O H ^ CSty is currently being con
structed. 

A comparison between Preedomland and Co-op Ĉ ty will 
give insight into the state of Bronx past and Bronx future. 
Preedomland came and went with the Twist in the early 
Sixties with rides and amusements based oir American 
History. Rides and amusements which (naturally) nev«r 
worked. OH>P City, on the otha- hand, works like a bac
teria culture growing <m an old mold, bestowing, in its 
numerous twenty-story buildings, mini-city space for 
those newly-weds who want a higher life and tiiose senior 
citizens «4to want to be closer to'that other, upctwiing 
world. An added treat, moreover, for lucky Co-.^ City 
residents is the fact that with eadi year every building 
sinks bade down a little into the rat-infested swamps upon 
which PreedMnland too had been implanted Here we see, 
as elsewhere, how the Bronx has always been a pre-
atomic eiqperimental testing-ground for second-rate 
American institutitms. 

The questkn now is: will the curse of the Bruckner 
Tk f̂flc Cirde evo- be broken? Periiaps mdien that hi^-
way complex is finished a turnabout in favor and 
recognitiwi will occur for the Bronx. Always bang built 
over and torn down, the Broix needs hardy people W4M> 
are ever willii^ to participate in the karmic advaiture ot 
its perpetual rectmstruction. Settling in the Bronx is no 
small adiievement; it takes a tot of nerve to resist the big-
time of Manhattan and the good-life in Queens. To the 
mod»n ptoneer. the Bronx is the last fnmtia-. Por this 
reason, it is my ctmtention that "the" BriMix deserves a 
change of attitude. Its definitkMi has suffered from the 
lack of its proper discovery. The varied peoples vrtio 
presenOy make up its constituency have not given the 
Bronx the benefits of their appr(q>riate time, nor have 
other world pet^es lavished upmi it any of their attentive 
tourism. Capitalistic construction companies have force-
fed its beautiful unsettled dumps with new co-oips and 
highways; but for what? Who knows what famous people 
are buried in Woodlawn Cemetery? Who Knows what 
legendary mobsters have been murdered here? Who 
knows vî at. savage culture graced (his land before the 
Dutch arrived? Who has seen the Bronx? Neither you nor 
I. 

cancellation of expense funds tor 
the chanceilor, deputy chancellor 
and the college presidents. 

• • • 
The Cbllege's Day Care Center 

is moving to the gatehouse, 
former President Buell G. 
Gallagher's home on (Convent 
Avenue and 133rd Street 

"I expect the Day Care Center 

Ml South (Campus to do more 
towards improving the drug 
situation than any number of 
security guards could do," 
President Marshak suggested 
last Friday night, in reference to 
the change in tocation of the Day 
Care Center. 

The Music Department offices 
whidi now occupy the gatehouse 
will be re- tocated in Shepherd 
KaU. 

Marshak also said that the 
Music Department may use Dean 
of Students Bernard Sohmer's 
office. Acoustic insulation of the 
room makes his office a choice 
tocation for the Music Depart
ment. 

Dean Sohmer reacted lo his 
possible dislocatian with, in his 
own words, "wry amusement." 
"Several alternatives have come 
up since." he added. 

"The Day Care (Center win be 
permanently situated at the 
gatehouse intil the gatehouse 
ceases to ciiit.** said Marshak. 

Three hundred ninety-six 
National Guardsmen and 
military Reservists have signed 
a statement strongly protesting 
their being used to contain anti
war dem<Mistrati<ms this spring 
and summer. 

Their statement.. released 
May 4 on the first anniversary ot 
the National Guard killing of four 
Kent State University students, 
declared the soldiers' "whole
hearted agreement with those 
who have demonstrated against 
(he ever-expanding war, both 
(hen and again in recent weeks." 

"We are not proud of having 
taken arms against our feUow 
Americans." the National 
Guardsmen and Reservists sakl. 
"We do not want to do so agam." 

The soldiers signing the protest 
included Army and Air NiAtonal 
Guardsmen, and Army, Navy. 
Air Force. Marine, and Coast 
(<uard Reservists. Twenty three 
of the three h«ndred ninety six 
signers were officcrs. 
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news brieh 
Sam Jaffe was in Bowker 

Lounge last week to receive the 
James Hackett award for 
dis t inguished dramatic 
achievement by an alumnus. 

"My absence," the I9i2 
graduate told those gathered 
"makes Rip Van Winkle's 40 year 
nap seem like 40 winks. 

"John Huston Pinley, who was 
president of the College, used to 
open each meeting in the Great 
Hall by saying 'This is the hap
piest moment of my life.' Well, 
I'm not John HusUm Pinley and 
this isn't the Great Hall, but this 
is the happiest moment of my 
life." 

Jaffe. best known as Dr. Zorba 
in the Ben Casey TV series, also 
portrayed the tiUe role in the 
movie version of "Gunga Din." 
as wdl as the aoo year old High 
Lama in "TTie Lost Horizon." not 
to mention the assistant to 
Townshend Harris, founder of the 
College and first U.S. Cbwisel to 
Japan (who was portrayed by 
Jotm Wayne) in "The Barbarian 
and the Geisha." 

He was joined at the ceremony 
by Zero Mostel, a previous 
recipient of the award, v^o 
helped a group of students 
present in the lounge break 
Collie r^pilations by joining 
them in a hand of p<rfcer. 

fred miller 
"Wbattya dohi?" 
"Sellla'." 
"Yeah? Howcome?" 
"Movhi' on. you know." 
"Where to?" 
"Boston for starters." 
"Boston, huh." 
"Cambridge, yeah." 
Ite not a bad boose you know. worn, some traditional Unes. A coonle 
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Thirty 

wlU get to the printers, wondering why the FBI caUed me at home 
wondertog whether friends wUI get back f«»m demonstiJttons alSe' 
wojidertag what n i do next, wondering what 1 am. W a ^ S ^ r a m S 

Jiif...^/'!!''•"**''*•***'''*''»•* 8lvlnga«hlt. 
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heJS'iroi."'"* *" '̂ '***'*' """̂  "'"*• "*•*• »•* ^ ""' *•»• 
And thanks to the people I've leaned on and cried with and may yon 

know my warmth, the way I feh the warmth of yon ' 
A strange breed-part OPeople. part^lme cafeteria freak. parMlme 

seekers after many tnitbs. ^'-^.F-rwime 
i wondered what my OP by-ltoes meant-so many peopto knew my 

name but dM they know what came with It? O p 2 . d e me " J 
somethlnfr which If It was not lasttag. at least brought me to man? 
more students than I ever couM have brought myself I hone U»t 
neither suffered from the contact. ^ ^ * 

We fought the war and ROTC and (he huto and recruitment and the 
sanctuary and Open Admissions and we won a liuie and lost more 
often. Sometimes we were even right. It brought me an edncaUon 
above and beyond gohig to CoUege. ««wauon 

BlU Brakefleld. I admired you bat I never understood whv von 
wanted so badly togo to Jail. You should have Uken the offer to s iwto 
Canada. But many things I did not understand 

Goodbye Alf Conrad and Betty Rawls-IcaUedyou friends, may yon 

Ĵ rprisr"'*""*̂ *"'*̂ '*'̂ '*'*'"*̂ ''*"**-̂ ''̂ ^ 
Dawn hi FInley. weekends to CuddebackvUle. the West Side Hiab. 

way at4 AM with someone Uowtog harp behhid me. Thursdays a t S e 
Prtoters. Sunday momtog at the FIBmore. rushed papers, the Wert 
End. crammed exams. McSoriey's. Good tUngs. legal and not. 

Driving up Convent Avenue, dead tired on a Friday momtog ban-
dingoutcoplesofabrandnewOPthronghthewtodowsofthecar 
« S L ; ̂ L ' T ? " " ' **"• ̂ * * ' Aton. JonSy. Mady. April way back 
when: I decided to name ten names and then no more. Ptoase don't 
feelhurt if yonre left out. we'll «iy beUo agato on «>me desoled 
street. 

Thirty columns are also supposed to contato some pearis of wisdom 
aceumntoted over the years. ^ ^ 

beH^'ML " ^ ' ^^ ' **"' ' * **** '*" " ^ *"** ' *"'* *̂ *** '•"'*• 
And I don't btome yon. 
"How moch you want for that bouse?" 
"Just give me your band brother. I've taken too much aheady." 

BeUy Rnwis 
Last summer. City CoUege and 

many individuals who are 
devoted to akling Blacks and 
Puerto Ricans in their pursuits 
for quality education suffered a 
great loss. Betty Rawls. a young 
bta<* counselm- in the SEEK 
Program at the school, was killed 

. in a private i^ane which crashed 
to South (Carolina. She worked 
strenuously counseling her 
students and many others, and in 
doing so. she cwitributed towaixl 
an educatimial system that would 
challenge students and be 
rec<q>tive to their potentialiUes; a 
system to which Miss Rawls 
diligently, unselfishly, and ef-
fecUvely devoted her beautiful 
life. 

A Memorial Scholarship in 
her name has been estahiished in 
order to oemwistrate but a 
minute portion of the respect that 
so many had f«r her. The 
Scholarship is also a small way of 
concurring with Miss Rawls' 
contention that there is. a great 
need tor more minority groiq> 
members in the field of 
psychology. 

This aid will encourage and 
financially assist students «4io 
denxmstrate that they are both 
desirous and capable of pursuing 
sudi studies on graduate level. 

ine Scholardiip will be ad
ministered through the City 
College Scholarship Fund and 
awarded annually at graduation. 

1 « _ ^ s.-. madeleine tress 
I first started banging around the OP office when I came toto a i y 

nearty four years ago. I came to Qty becanse Cornell had rejected me 
and I decided (hat a t y was where it was at. Through stalled D trains 
from Brooklyn. I was gotog to emerge as the great campus radical. So 
of course. I Jotoed that great commie rag sheet. 

I quit OP at the end of my (bird term. I got toto this whole toncfay 
feely thtog from one Human RetoUons Weekend too many. While 
everyone in my first Tgroup was comptototog abonthow he or she had 

I
tobreakoff with thb one or that one. I was talking about getting out of 
the OP office. 

It was Women's Ub before anyone had ever heard of It. There was 
niyseU. LesUe. and aboot a dozen gays who either pampered me 
because I was a chick (all tiiose conntless propositions wfafch I turned 
down, some to my regret and some to my joy), or treated me as one of 
the guys. All I wanted was to be treated as a haman betog. Sol walked 
out of the office. I reaUy began to hate quite a few peepte who doubled 
as a group of uptight hostito bastards. I walked toto tiut office seefctog 
escape from Uie cafeteria but anytiitog Uiat was gotog to ptogne me 
downstob^ followed me up Uvce fitghto. • • » » • « 

•hI«!.T* '"*•' • •? *•"" ' ^ • » * •" "»»* P*^* who disguised 
and once agate walked out. 

wavtog Uie COUege is like expresstag gratitude at some a . . » i 
ceremony I would like to Uumk the hnt A 5 e toTmakto^ry f ^ 
man year a IhUe less lone«»«e ami . I K S * « o ^ r « « 5 i ? V l ^ 
cynlclilog me: Rati.. Barbara. Fred ami Sam for b r t o g ^ ; « uH 
Psychotot^ai Center for «,eir unbeltevable J^dTto 1 S « S 

^hS" J ^ ' SJ.n.r'*"'"'* '•̂  gettinT-eTto SSTte «:«ooi. Jacques Brel. Eridc von Schmidt Jo^ MH ĥTn . . ^ 
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some fond memories of college like piltog on Uie town or soto. « i » ^ 
to jjpen fraternity rushes, .nd some b h l i « « l * e ^ e t Z ^ S ^ 1 
J . ^ « c ^ e e m U k s h . k e o r o n e c o . v e r s . t i « i « « , ^ * ^ ^ ^ ^ 

I don't know if I wiU ever come bock and vIsH. 1 always saM tiut I 
w«Ud return to gr.de school. JwUor high . « t high « h 3 r . S l i^er 
did. Right nowic.n'is«e«toflnd.re.t«. for c o ^ i J ^ k J I e i i 
fa wIIISS"** " * **™* •""**"« togetfier .nd seldom know Uw b.nn 

And tint's wh.t coltege w.s .11 .bout. 

An intensive program designed 
to teach students the fun
damentals of Spanish in a sitigle 
summer will be offered by die 
Romance languages dqtaitment 
this year. 

Ihe program, carrying ten 

credits-ttie equivalent «rf a full 
year of language study-wiU be 
limited to 45 students. The 
"Spanish Summer Institute" is 
especially designed to train 
teachers and prospective 
teachers wdw will have ^>anish-
speaking children in their 
classes, but ennrfbnent is open to 
all students. 

Ctosscs will be limited to 15 
students and will meet fr<Hn 9 to 3 
five days a week. 

"Students who complete the 
course should be able to com-
miaiicate wiUi Spanish speaking 
Peofrfe and bold everyday con
versations in Spanish." ac
cording to Prof. Renee Waldinger 
( C h a i r m a n . R o m a n c e 
Languages). If Uiey faU. Uiey'n 
be minus 20 m their cumulative 
index. 

Student Senate dections have 
been set for beginning of October 
by Dean of Students Bernard 
Sohmer. 

• • • 
At the reqnest of student 

newspaper editors, the Ea^ish 
department has agreed to create 
a fifth jonmaiism coarse for the 
fail term. Eag. S3.i~The New 
Journalism. With rcgistratimi 
limited to about IS people, the 
s«min.r win «e.l wiUi the role of 
the jonmlist m society M . a 
observer or p.rticipaat. In
terested stadento sbMM cMue to 
the OP •nice. Rowa 33S Finicy. 
t s«M as possible sn tiut a 
awctiag can be bcM to discos. 
the cMvse cwNcnl and tile names 
of pootibU teachers. 

observation post 

peter grad 
assocfateedltor»:kenny winnikof. bob tovinger. zeev kranzdorf 

barry tojdor 
stalf:bobby attonasto. bob binz. bai o^water. 

arihur diamond, judy furedi. jeannie gnunet! 
judy billiard. Imice knoll, paida lebowitz. jeff 
potent, ben ptashnik. ken sasmor, gale sigal, 
maureen suilivan. madeleine tiess 

coMr1kaiiagcdH«rs:jonny neumann. fred miltor. rebel owen, 
Steve Simon, kenqy kessler, h.e. weberman 

http://Op2.de
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Thirty jonny neumann 
Yesterday night I sat in a crowded subway in Times 

Square, sadly wondering why I so dearly want to be a 
clear writer. I did not expect to figure any simple an
swers. But Uiree strangers standing in Uie car suddenly 
helped me to understand the mystery ot my love for 
writii^. 

For two weeks 1 had been intensely wwUng on Uie 
magazine article which was now on my lap. Ito edges were 
dampentag as my sweattag fisto tried to bury the 
manuscript from everyone's sight. I w u on my way home 
after vislthig a close frioid who had edited the article. He 
suggested a few changes: his criticism was not harsh. But 
he htoted that the story touched on some basto differences 
to our vtows and maybe to oar personaUties. Most of his 
commento were todirect and vague but tiiey hurt me very 
much. I couM not determtae whether his troubUng 
remarks were dtaected mwe at the actual writtog o.- at 
my ideas. 

I felt even more irritoted and confused simply because I 
had allowed myself to be so strongly boUiered. I do not like 
to make my personality an important part of what I write. 
A work should express feelings or thoughts which can 
stond on their own. removed from the authn*. I hate the 
popular concept <rf writing merely to iwove one's wit «• 
intelligence. My article, irMucally. critized Norman 
Mailer and John Lennon for offering very llttie concrete 
thinking other than in advertisemaits for themselves. 

But now I could not avoid facing that I was misotiUe' 
because someone had criticized my writing. I grew afraki 
and very unsure. I asked: How much of me do I associate 
wiUi what I write? Where can I draw ttie line between 
what people Uiink of my writing and wiiat Uiey tbiidc of 
me? (Can I be so upset because of my possibly poor writing 
style, even when I feel satisfied with the ideas I try to 
express? I b^an to conclude: if writing means confusing 
my feelings, losing my emotioas to wmtls, and sharing 
passions wiUi paper rattier Uian witti people, Uien I do not 
wanT to be a writo-. I would be unwilling, I felt, to ruin a 
friendship, particularly the one with myself, as a result of 
an argument ova: my writing 

I probably would have continued forcii« myself deeper 
into a defNresston, had it not been for the two giris and a 
boy (about my age) who walked on to ttie subway while I 

The more I tried to 
make sense.*.the 

more mysterious 
it beiame... 

was lost in this gkmn. I was staring at a correction on 
page ten when I finally noticed that Uie Uuee people had 
been leaning over me, also reading the article. One woukl 
expect a strap-hanger to read the headlines mi Uie 
newspaper in the hands of the person next to him, but 
these three were straining to took at a type-written essay 
which was ev«n partially hidden by my hands. And then 
they b^an speaking to me about it 

"What's Uie paper for?" one of the giris asked. "It looks 
fascinating." 

I was shy, as well as startled. "It's a magazine story I'm 
writing," I whispered medtly. 

"Have you sold it yet? " she wanted to know. 
"No." 
"What magazine is it fw?" 
"I don't know." 
"Do you have another copy?" 
"Not with roe." 
"(CouM we read this one?" 
This strange encounter puzzled me. but somehow H 

seemed very natural—almost as If those peopto were 
friends who came to my boose to read the story and give 
me comfort. I immedtotdy handed the article Co the gfarl. 
who sat down on a seat opposite me. The other gfa4 and boy 
sat next to me on each side. As the girt finished each page, 
she passed h along to one friend who read Hand gave it to 
the other. Thos a stream of pages flowed around a part of 
the crowded subway car. 

Most of the people—we aHieared to be a typicaUy tired, 
dreary after-the-rush-hour crew—seemed entertained l^ 
the event Some peered over shouklers to see what the fuss 
was about. Many passengers were unusually friendly and 
were even toiking aloud. But most of the convosatton 
came fnwn the three strangers, who seemed absurdly 
excited by the article. 

A mysterioas hot beaotifoi wave of im.ges now poshed 
.way my growing sdf-doobl of . few nUnotes ago. I do not 
believe in mysticbm: 1 enjoy oncovering tatd defining 
reasons for sitoations. Bat I eocM find no rational ex-
pianation for what was happening, or how it qoickly. 
dcarty ch«igc4 my niMd. The OMrci tried to make sense 
of my new fceUng. the more mysterioas and intense it 
became. 

I felt removed altogether from worrying about self-
consciousness. Like the tiny air l>uM:les fizzing together 
with ihe glass of water in the Alka Sdtzer ad above my 
head, f had becinne another of the unknown but smiling 
people together in the subway car. I had hjs todo with the 

article than the people who were reading it. It was their 
story now. As far as I was cmicemed it did not matter that 
I, or anybody in particular, had written it There was a 
distinction between me and the words I composed. My 
feelings and ideas were shared among people, strangers 
right here in front of me. Yet / wcw not being Judged. 

What perplexes me most is tb.t my pride . s . writer 
dUappeared on this mysterious subway ride: I woold have 
expected my self-todulgence to increase. But the im-
medtocy of sharing with these peopto what I had 
^evkwsly worked out on my own made me feel com
fortable and satisfied, not egotistical. I did not care at aU 
whether others feU my writtog was good, bad oir even 
lerriMe. The only thtog that mattered now was the 
peaceful feeltog I had reached with mysdf and the others 
to this llttie UraveUng house. 

What is most fascinating, though, is the woy it all 
happened: just when I was living with sudi difficulty to 
figure what my writing means and why and how lam hurt 
by criticism... my thoughts just fell together neatly. And 
the sdution came through no plan I had envisioned. As I 
left the subway statiwi, I felt passionately compelled to 
write, write, write. I looked forward to working (n spite of 
my fear of making mistakes; my ability will grow and 
crystallize as I mature. And m being cfoar, in un
derstanding wdiy I write and in explaining my ideas 
CMicretely, I will be able to separate myself from my 
writing and allow myself to fed satisfied, at least 
smnetimes. 

Still, precisely at the time I reach a certain clarity, as 
with the realizatton I just sensed on the subway, I wUl 
overwhelmingly be struck by the mystery of how I arrived 
there. And I will then have to b e ^ to unravel my con
fusion all over again, to reach the next temporary p<Mnt of 
clarity. 

This uncanny cycle of mystery and understandfag may 
help to exptom the love and excitement 1 fed for writing. 

I realize, too. Uiat my attitude towards writing is far 
away from (he general climate of artists today. Unlike 
Mailer. Hawkes. Godard, Pellini. Warhol. Lennon . . . I 
believe that writing should be thought out at lengUi in 
advance, and consciously directed even though it is 
spontaneously created. 

Implkitiy. my political ootiook b also different And 
here is where I have run into most of my major probiems 
and arguments. I have no disagreement with any 
criticbm of tiieestobUshntent. neiUwr dol object to most 
revolnUonary or fresh ideas, when they are stated deariy. 
R.tiicr. I become very opsd with the admitted or implied 
sentiment tlwl we cnnot think oot or ^ n uiy .ctions 
which nright bring pe<^e together eventodly. I un . b o 
skqitical and cynical. What digusts me is the daiial of 
individual respon^bility which so many political and 
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artistic heroes seem to smugly suggest 
The Lt. (Calley massacre trial was Uie most blatant 

example of American individual irresponsibility. The 
killing of 102 people, said (Calley, was "no big deal." 

Is not Norman Mailer, in Armlo. of the Night, for 
example, equally immaturo and potentially dangerous? 
He continually illustrates that his drinking parties witti 
Rdbert Lowell and Jimmy Breslin are far moro important 
to describe than the serious anti-war demonstrations 
raging at Uie Pengatui. Or he says in a televisimi in
terview: "It's come to Uie point where noUiing matters 
any m«t; " 

Does not Jdin Lennon add to the perttoos political at
mosphere by bisbttog: "Don't you dare question the 
meantog of what I do!" Or when he stags, to Pta«tlc Ono 
Bond: "Don't fed sorry/'Bout what you've done." 

Such refusal of resp<Misibility inevitably leads to self-
deception and dishonesty with others. Why aro Mailer and 
Lennon never so-ious and direct about what they have to 
say? Why is there ahvays such hype and sarcasm and 
trickery? What, in fact do they offer besides their po^ 
sonality? 

I sense we are blindly accepting half troths and bellow 
words which often replace the fedings they describe. We 
beUeve to concepts which define Coca Cota as wdl as tove 
tvith simpto cateh-words like "real." War and movies and 
drunken writers become one and confused. Vagueness b 
described as sometiilng "perfectiy clear." 

Nixon. Agnew & (Co. are the w«^t offenders in 
spreading this haze of dishonesty, but slovenly artists and 
politicians «i all sides add much to the confusion. I fed a 
cold, ugly desdation in mudi of what is pqpular today: if 
Nmtnan Mailer and Pete Hamill were not known so well 
as energetic personaUties, we wouM learn almost nothing 
from their writing. They attadc everything as "absurd" 
and have ^ven us nowhere to go trom there. We are so 
often let down, Idt empty-handed and even scorned by our 
heroes. What do we have to hold <MI to? What.even,do we 
ask for? ' 

Ihe worst Irony b that people like Mallar and Lennon, 
whUe rcpresaitteg the stnq{gto for HberatlM and 
equality, are actuaUy symboto of soperlolity. I cooM 
nev^ hnagtoe, for exampto. Mailer feeUag eqoal to or 
satbffed with a small groop of strangos to a sobway. Not 
sbnply becanse he to famous. There are many other 
famous, scrfcws artbto and leaders who, I Ofaik, would 
fed tiiat equality: Isaae Babd. George OrwdL Pete 
Seeger. Woody Gnthrie. Ghandl. There b not a hmnan 

' proMem to tiie worid whidi will be worited out beftoe we 
reach and beUeve te equality: sexoatty, econ«Mnlcd|y, 
ecdoglcally. politically. radaOy; we will not go far nntfl a 
balance on each side b attained. 

How can we possibly begin to expenmce equality if we 
admire peo|^ because they profess supoiority? Or do we 
care any more? 

I bd^ve enough peopto do care; I have to beUeve Utat If 
I am to go on. The snper-fear of ttie Apocalypse betog 
right around the comer b by now no more than anotho* 
half-troth which we ose to avoid fadng up to o«r 
respondbiUties. I do not beUeve we are doser to ftoal 
destruction than any other generation. The Ptogne which 
wiped oat one third of Eur^e last century was probabty 
far more frightening and less controUaUe than the threat 
d unclear or ecological disaster. 

Obviously, we do have a Uiousand real and complkated 
l^oblons. There can be no simple sdutions to any of 
them. But we must distinguish one proUem frwn another, 
and be able to fit them into proportion. We may not be as 
bd|rfess as some lead us to bdieve Our greatest power 
might be in something we abeady possess: our minds. If 
we apply the energy and courage to think on our own, if we 
understand meanings and imiriications rather than 
Mindly accept images and illusions, we coidd begin to 
grow up. 

There b a sUent majority. I tidnk. Bat tiiat gntap b 
made op of the peopto ridtag with me on the IRT tost 
dght 
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D.CSusfrWe IVere AU Prisoners Of War' 
by lanry rosen 

For a few anxious minutes, we thought the cops would 
be crazy enough to gas and beat the 3000 demonstrators 
who were peacefully sitting in before the Justice 
Department Building May 4. 

But Tuesday was a different demonstration, unlike 
others held earlier in (he week, perhaps because it was 
run by an uneasy coalition between the Mayday Tribe and 
the Southern Christian Leadership Conference. 

Pc(^le b^an assembling at Franklin Park before noon. 
A people's press conference was held while more people 
descended upon the parte. The crowd waited as the 
microphone was passed through it—so that anyone could 
say to both the people and the press why they had decided 
to come to Washington this week. One man read a 
statement from a pamphlet he got at the Smithsonian 
about how the men at Uie Boston Tea Party took the law 
into their own hands and how it was a major step in 
summoning up the American RevolutiMi. This statement 
drew a lot of applause. 

After this, SCLC's (lolden Franks oi^anized the 
thousand or so demonstrators into groups of 30,4 abreast 
and at noon the marchers storted for the Justice Dept, 
heading east on I street, south on 13th Street and east on 
Pennsylvania Avenue. 

People were upset by the strict leadership and 
organization of the march by SCLC. But because of the 
failure of disorganized groups to shut down the city Uie 
previous day. the people swallowed their pride and 
marched along the sidewalks, obeying traffic lights and 
marshab. 

The mood was very festive, as we sang, chanted, 
daisied and a^ed passersby to join us. Many joined our 
ranks and even construction workers (mosUy black) gave 
us the clenched fist salute. As we neared the Justice Dept. 
our ranks swelled to 3.000. The crowd filled all of lOUi 
Street. As the speakers gave their usual raps, the 8.600 
soldiers and police deployed in the area cordoned off both 
ends of lOth Avenue. 

At three p.m. (the time ending our permit to demon
strate). (Solden Franks, the man who accepted the 
responsibility to get us into the Justice Department area 
and out again wiUiout police harassment and arrest, took 
Uie mike and pleaded wiUi the crowd of 3,000 to pick 
themselves up and march over to Resurrection City. He 
was shouted down and laughed at. No one was leaving 
because of some buUshit court ordo-. A police truck 
equippped with gun slits and bullhrams) pulled out 
through police lines and wiUi Police Commissioner Jenry 
Wilson at the nUke, announced that we would be subject to 
arrest if we didn't leave Uie area inunediately. 

You know, these cops are amazing. They btocfc all exits 
frcrni the street with manpower ovar double ours and thm 
they onder you to leave or face arrest Everyone laughed. 
The people at the podhim adced f«r people to come up 
with Uieir instruments and make mu^c. Drummers, 
fhitists and singers took Uie steps. One person played the 
Stor Spangled Banner and Uie 3,000 sang along. The cops 
b^fan moving in and Uie people prepared Uiemsehres for 
gas. It didn't come Uiovih. Cops. 100 across, six deep 
moved in slowly, but wi^ only their chi&s ancTan^ting 
bo(^. People began taking <tff1thei'r~anti-gas'|»rapher-
nalia and began dancing to the music. The pigs, seeing 
Uiis, lowered Uieir clubs and frnn Uiat potot on, Uie 
relationship between the cops and the people was voy 
cordial with smiles on everyone's faces. Demonstrators 
raised a chant for "higher pay tor cops." In general. 
pe<vle dki not resist arrest and cops did not use excessive 
force in helping people to the busses. 

Of course there are ahvays some party poopers in every 
crowd whose only purpose in thdr existrace b todestroy 
everybody else's good time. A few cops Uireatened 
demwistratMS and used roughneck toctics <m people who 
refused to move themselves. Leave it to the FBI to try to 
fuck up everything. Six of Uiese motherfuckers, during Uie 
arrests, dashed out of Uie Justice Building to personaUy 
arrest a man who was writing <m the walls. Amwig those 
six who helped drag the man into the sanctuary <a the 

Justice Dept. courtyard and beat him to tiie ground was 
WiUiam C. SuUivan. the number three man in Uie FBI and 
the manfrequenUy mentioned assuccessor to Chief Pig J. 
Edgar Hoover. Sullivan was said to have described his 
behavior as "just a littiespMi." What a schmuck. 

There was also a police photographer wiUi a telescopic 
lens who was taking pictures of woricars at Uie vrindows of 
Uie Justice Department, watching Uie demonstaation. 
They'll probably be put on security risk fUes or 
something. 

My arresting officer was reaUy a nice guy. His iden
tification badge read A.L. Scharbacher. As I sat Uiere. he 
said. O.K., get up." 

Me: "Aren't you going to help me up?" 
Schar; "O.K." 
He put out his hand and I took it and we walked hand in 

hand to Uie bus. He began filling out my arrest form. 
Incklentolly. Uie reason they did not use gas was 

because on M<mday. Uiey made over 7.000 Ulegal arrests 
and Uie courts forced Uiem to tot Uie people go wiUiout 
conviction or baU. HUS time Uiey ware going to do a 
perfectiy legal job in mass arrests. 

Scharbacher: "What's your name?" 
Me: "Rosen, Lawrence Rosea" 
Schar: "Middle name?" 
Me: "Ha! Ha! Stonley." 
Schar: "Address?" 
Me: "New York. 1411 Waring Avenue." 
Schar: "Uh! I mean, off Uie rec<xd. what do you do? It's 

okay. I'm just curious." 
Me: "Oh, I'm a biology student at Qty Collie in New 

Yoric." 
Schar: "You know, we've had a tot <tf Rosens arrested 

Rosen discusses 
political issues 
with guardsmen 
whi le be ing 
druinrd i« police 
garage. 

yesterday." 
Me: "Well don't you know, all Jews are Communists? 

Hey. are you Jewish?" 
Schartiacher: "Me? No, I'm (>erman." 
We boUi laughed. While waiting on line at tiie bus we had 

to pose for a picture. The cameraman says smito so I 
stand and flash tiie "V" sign wiUi Scharbach«-. Sixty 
seconds toter Scharbadier attoches it to my arrest form 
and I get on Uie bus. Luckily. Ed Weberman. my frioid. 
was on the same bus as me. vniile we were sitting in the 
street, I had asked Ed to take a picture of me as I was 
being arrested, but Uus police guy overheard us and 
arrested Ed first 

When the bus filled np, we were <» our way. The spirit 
was really high wiUi singing, shouting and jokuig. It was 
like the bus ride up to summer camp—except we were 
going to a different smrt of camp. When we finally arrived 
at the l4Ui Precinct, we aU storted sii«ii« "We're here 
because we're here because " We sat in Uie police 
garage and were called in <me by one for processing. 

It was interesting to see Uie difference between Uie GI's 
and Uie police guarding us at Uie station and generally 
everywhere m Uie city. Many of the cops are flirting 
IMivate littto wars and have vicious, savage heads about 
Uiem. The troops, on tiie othn- hand, were very friendly, 
engaged us in conversation and gave us the clenched fist 
sahito. Because of Uiis. Uieir roles assigned to Uiem at Uie 
Monday shutdowns were different For instance, at 
Dupont arele. Uie tiroops were put on Uie inside of Uie 
Circto. partiy to guard it against invasion and partly as a 
show of force. Thb action aUowed the police to move down 
tiie side streets leading to the cirete to disrupt demon
strators. 

The GI's couldn't really be trusted and were given a 
passive nrfe in the dbruptions. Only a veteran of a 
demeaning job, sufficiently bratalized by it could be 
trusted to put hb body on Uie line to protect the (govern
ment. 

A cop walked over to me and started staring and 
checking my face with my arresting picture. He did Uus 
for a few moments. I yelled out my name: "Rosen!" He 
didn't answer and k ^ checking the picture. So I ydled at 
(he top of my lungs. "Rosen!" He said. "Okay, just for 
that you're going to be called last." and he stalked back 
into the office Everybody laughed at him. A few seconds 
later another cop walks out with the same picture and 
calb out. "Rosen!" I go in. 

Hiroughout my whole stay in the prison. I saw a iot of 
the cops in the same insecurity bajs—havii^ to con-
slandy prove that they're men and punishing peofrie for 
disrc^iect. That |»obaUy b the reason why they're 
ahvays running that three fcot ckib throi«h Uieir fillers. 

There were already (en people in the cdl into which I 
was pbced. !t had an iron bed without a mattress, so it 
was made only for one. The toilet was broken and had 
urine anri btnts in it from the who knows how many days 
before we arrived. I storted having fantasies that t>ig Ed 

(Continued om page 12) 
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D.C.-People Were Watching 
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WASHINGTON, D.C. (LNS)-"No." she said smiling, 
"I'm not going to wwk. Neither is anyone on this street. 
There's aU this ha^iening all around Uie city. Wasn't Key 
Bridge tied up? And you know we dm't want this war." 

N Street and 2lst, N.W.—m Uie heart of tiie nation's 
capitol. in the middle of the Dupont Circle torget area mi 
Mayday. This 60 year old black woman, standhig in front 
of her house, watched in amusement as a D.C. Transit bus 
came to a halt at the comer, its distributor cable ripped 
out. Further down the street. VWs and oUm- cars jutted 
out frMn the crub at craty angles, squatted defiantiy on 
ttie c«iter line, and k ^ Uie street closed. 

Streets like 2lst and N were k^t closed temporarily all 
across D.C. on the mwning of May 3, inconveniencing 
cpunUess residents. "Violating Uieir civil rights," cried 
the justice Departmait. 

On one street, demonstrators took to opening the hoods 
of passing cars, forcing their drivers to stop, get out and 
ctose them. A middle-aged driver, looking scared, was one 
sudi victim—but after having stopped, he finally smiled 
and offered to give a lift to the three danonstratws who 
opened his hood. They hopped in. 

Other "discommoded" drivers were less hospitoble. A 
number went so far as to accelerate when they saw 
demonstrators blockine their path. A few pe< t̂e were run 
over or struck by ai^ry motorists. Other drivers—still a 
distinct minority—gave the finger to protestors, or fumed 
in silence. 

Later on that mm-ning, traffic flowed more noi-mally, 
thousands of arrests having stopped the staU-in toctics. 
We drove around the city, trying to look anonymous, in a 
small anonymous car. But this wedt in D.C. no one with 
long hair or denim clothing could be ancmymous, and on 
almost every street, some passer-by would shout "Ke^ 
up the good work!" at us, or wave, give a V-sign or a fist. 

"What do you think of the demonstrations?" we asked a 
straight-looking young white guy in a Peiyle's Drugstore 

^̂ Mfe drove orournf the tity, 

trying to look anonymous fi 

across from Dupcmt Circle. On the traffic circle, hundreds 
of Marines and GIs stood with their rifles ready. 

"Well. I don't know if this is the best way of going about 
it. and you seem awfully disorganized. But." he said, 
motioning to the occupying force in the circle. "That kind 
of thing is certainly making people think." 

The next morning we were in a bank in Georgetown, the 
city's center of hip culture and high rent. It was the scene 
of heavy gassing and many arrests, when protestors 
pulled back from the Key Bridge target area. As we 
cashed a large check for bail money, we mentioned to the 
young woman teller (with frosted, teased bkmd hair) that 
the money was for some arrested friends. 

"(Ml really?" she exclaimed suddenly, glad to have a 
chance to talk about what had become the major topic of 
concern for Washingtonians. "Then let mc tell you about 
something I saw yesterday. There were all these groups of 
young people, just walking in the street and stopping 
traffic. All of a sudden a group of policemen charged and 
arrested a lot. They grabbed one boy and beat him and 
beat him. I don't know if I'll ever be able to trust a 
policeman agam." 

Another teller came over to us. a grey haired woman 
dressed in a severe conservative suit. "Are the demon
strations over yet? I hear there's another one this coming 

Saturday." 
"No," said the yotnger woman. "That's a pro-war 

raUy. I don't think Uiere'U be many people, not so many as 
this week." 

We mentioned the already-dated poll Uiat says Uiat 73% 
of the American peo|^ favor immediate withdrawal by 
the end of the year. 

"Only 73%?" the oldw woman responded. "I'm sure it 
must be much more than that." 

We were walking on R Street when we met 
an old, shabby, somewhat drunk black man 
carrying a puppy under his jacket to keep it 
warm. We commented on what a beautiful 
puppy he had. Then he asked us if we were 
broke. 

"Well, kind of " 
"Don't think I want to ask you for money,** 

he exclaimed. "1 want to give you money." He 
started digging for coins in his tattered pants. 
"You know why I want to give you this 

4noney? You know, I was wounded three times 
fighting for this country (in World War II) and 

^ e y still treat me like a dog. Not so good as I 
treat my dog." He gave the puppy a fond pat 
on the head. 

"Now I have my own house and a job in 
constructi(m (he held out the rougnened palms 
of his hands) so I've got enough. I'm too old to 
do what you people are doing, but I think it 's 
really great, what you're doing. So I want to 
give you this money." 

He tried to press ten dollars into the hand of 
one of us. We refused it. "Well, if you change 
your minds, remember I'll be glad to give you 
as much as you need." 

Around the corner in (>e<Nrgetown. two recentiy bailed-
out demonstrat<Hrs sat eating their first good meal in a day 
in a coffee sht^. A jack-booted motorcycle cq;> walked in 
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and tried to make frioidly cmversation with the waitress 
as he asked for his food. But the waitress stored at the 
floor and silenUy took his order. Other patrons in the 
restourant stored at the cop, who stood nervously on his 
feet, and left as soon as possible. 

The day before, after the Justice Department sit-in and 
bust, another waitress in a nearby restourant wiUingly 
filled demmistrators' canteens with water. 

* • • 
One donmistrator in a cramped jail ceU to another: 

"You know who put us up last night? Creighton AlM-ams' 
ne|4iew (Abrams is commander in chief of U.S. forces to 
Vietnam). He was freaked out by Uie viray he had seen 
cops beating on pec^le the day before." 

Each of these separate incidents and conversations was 
enough to give a lift to bedraggled and foot-weary 
demonstrators. But it wasn't until you found yourself 
tiimdling through Uie streets of D.C. « i a bus AiU of busted 
people headed tor Uie clink, Uuit you fully realized how it 
wasn't just is<^ted people who sympaUiized witii 
Mayday. 

Crossing ttie city from overcrowded jail to overcrowded 
jail, through black and white neighbortioods, downtown 
business districts. everywbere-Uie chanting, fist-waving 
demmstrators were greeted overwhebningly by people on 
the street witti V-signs, clenched fists, and broad smiles. 

It was too much. We kept Moklng at each otner to 
delighted disbelief. Far fuckin' out! 

•"̂ ^̂  ' ^ 1 rvHj 
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Senate Exec V,P. Sullivan: 
Moods Came in Waves' 

maureen suilivan 
EveryUiing was over by noon Monday. For Uie past 

Uiree or four hours I had been trying to find my way back 
to Georgetowen University. I found instead, a fellow lost 
brottier and togeUier we stumbled along very cold, 
hungry, tired and frustrated. "If we can just find Dupont 
Circle I'll be able to get back," I said. 

And we did find Dupont Circle. 
And we found a policeman to help put us in the right 

direction. 
"Excuse me sir, but can you direct us to New Hamp

shire Ave?" 
"Surely ma'am, right Uiis way," as he took my arm 

Another pcriiceraan took my new-found friend's arm and 
led us right into Dupont arde , in the direction (rf a bus. 
Beii« my usual observant self I announced, "Hey, you're 
not toking us to New Hampshire Ave., you're arresUng 
us!" 

"That's right miss." 
"But I dkln't do anyUiing.*; 
"Tell that to tiie judge." 
"What are the charges?" 
"TTiere are none." 
"Then how could you do this to me?" 
"Very easily miss, I'm getting paid for it." 
WiUi his last comment I knew it was hopeless. There 

were hundreds of marines and police inside the Circle who 
assured me I was on my way to jail. Dupmit had been 
cleverly encircled by buses to hide the paddy wagons 
inside. I went quieUy. Chariie (ttie brother I met on Uie 
way) was pushed up against a car and searched while 1 
was escorted into ttie bus. I was greeted by cheers and 
about forty smiling faces. As I tried to explain to Oiem 
what had happened, one guy shouted "I was just waiting 
for a red light to change," and another: "I was just jay
walking." 

We were both down, and we found it hard to get into ttie 
good-natored spirit of Uie rest of Uie bus. But just then, 
five Hare Krishna people were pushed into Uie bus and we 
couldn't keqi from laughing—Uiat did it, Uie whole ttiing 
had to be a joke. Hare Krishna people just couldn't be 
inv<rived in ttie Mayday movement. 

The bus was driven into Uie ground floor of a big white 
buOding. It was right out of con^entaaUon camp stores. 
We were ordered out of Uie buses and told to line up 
against Uie waU. "Up against ttie wall, Mottierfuckers" 
someone shoUed. And as ttie waUs actaially began to close 
around us, I ttxwght "Oh my God. ttie showers." I wasn't 
simply being paranoid, someone else shouted ttie same 
Uung. The floor on which we stood began to move down 
and we were herded into Uie basement when one of ttie 
walls opened. Again we were lined up against ttie waUs 
We were toM we would not be aUowed to keep anyttiing 
witti us. All valuables wouldhe togged witti our names so 
as not to get kwt. We were ttien led single-file ttvough an 
opening in Uie bars to cdls wiUi our brottiers and sisters 

"Do we want giris?." one guard shouted out to another. 
I was ttie first woman to enter through the bars; it never 
dawned on me that Chariie and 1 would be separated. 
After all, I wasn't in a situation like this since third grade 

"Yeah, but put ttiem in ttie ottier block." Chariie and I 
looked at one another. Despite his teasings about how it 
was my fault, he did look sad and rather lonely. I felt it 
loo- we'll probably never see each other again. 

I proceeded alone into a long hallway. I was followed 
soon after by five other sisters (out (rf fifty people there 
were only six women on the bus). The six of us were put 
mto one cell. Across from us were 20 sisters jammed into a 

spirit. Five of us went along with the whde process veiy 
peacefully. However, a sixth sister refused to have her 
fingerprints taken, as they pushed and shoved her and 
twisted her arm, we climbed ttie bars to try to see what 
was happening. We couldn't. All we heard were loud 
screams and pleadings from hpr to let go of her wrists and 
lo Slop choking her. When she finally came back to ttie 
cell, her wrists swelled. After long proceeding wiOi a 
doctor and painkillers and the rest of it, she was taken to 
the hospital with broken wrists. 

Many of the sisters who were there had been ttiere since 
six that morning and they were anxious to know what had 
happened in the streets. 

We were each allowed one phone call. We space ttiem 
out so as to get rep<Nns from Bust Central and friends 
located around the city. News from ttie outside became 
very vitol, something to tolk about, something to hope for. 

Moods came in waves. At first we talked and were very 
lively. Our songs mingled witii those ot the brottiers and 

i I 

analler ceU. The first thing ttiat happened was Uie 
search." 

I was t4dd to take off my jacket, and not knowing what to 
expect. I procrastinated as long as I could. The woman 
who was seardiing me looked rattier young and still 
unhardened by this intoiman system, so she became 
raUier embarrassed and only lightiy search^ me. I was 
asked to empty out my pockets. The only tiling I had wiUi 
me was some frills tot bronchtol asthma. There was a big 
toKio over whettier I could k e ^ ttiem. so finally after 
explaining I had to have them wiUi me at all tiroes, they 
were brought to tiie doctor and he okayed ttiem. 

Back in the cell the wily piece of furniture which stood 
out was ttie toilet, which was stashed in a comer. All else 
was c<M stone except for an iron bench. Soon it was 
fingerprinting and pictinre-toking time. That was around 
tiie comer where all the men were, and it proved to be an 
exciting walk. Our brothers were boist^ous and full of 

echoed tiutHighout Uie buikling. As time droned on we 
became quiet and some slept. 

There were many tense and frustrated moments. 
People were crying after the woman was hurt. It spaited 
an ai^iment about whettier ttie guards and othns who 
worked in ttie prisons were at fault for Uieir bdiavior. This 
was the only time we himed on one another. When we 
grew frustirated again, we yelled out slogaiB and sang 
even louder. 

We were hungry and Uie only food avaitoble was food 
Uiat we would have to pay for. Finally, we were fed at 
about8P.M. Eadi person wasgiventwosandwichesandan 
orange. We each saved some food because we dkbi't know 
when we would get food again. 

FinaUy at 9 P.M. we were told ttiat if we had ten d(rflars 
we couM be let out. About five of us dkfai't have aqy 
money. One ^ gaveme ten doUars and when I asked for 
her address so I could mail it to her, she said to forget i t 

At 10 that e\'«iing I was free. g ~ ~ . — , .« . .»» u. fu, IV mai e\'«ung i was free. 

Feeling Good Was tasy and the Running Was Fun 
bv ken kessler =« ._. . , ^ J»y ken kessler 

"Did you do any tradiing on 
ttus btock bore?" this black dude 
wanted to loiow. 

"No," we said. "We came here 
to hurt the government, not the 
peoole." 

^i^'^Shton/'saklttiedude, 

smiling at us from under the brim 
of his fk^py red cap. "It's just 
my grandma, she lives on this 
Mock. Don't trash Uiis Mock, 
man." 

We looked wiUi satisfaction 
do«m the side street. «rtiere we 
had btocked an intersection by 
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moving five Volkswagens and a 
Ford Falcon, ttien' toUed lazUy on 
the comer while a bakery tnick. 
already thwarted rni Connecticut 
Avenue, turned onto our street, 
followed by a Lincoln Continental 
with Virginia plates. 

CHnck into Uie stireet now, ttie 
six of us, to block it upon this end. 
A trap. And the man frwn 
Virgima was going to be late 

Of course, so was the bakery 
truck. That was Uie kind of 
decisimi we made when we went 
to Mayday in Washington to stop 
the (tevanment. 

But a tot of people weren't mad 
at us. That black dude wasn't 
—despite the honking and 
commotion that soon ensued on 
his grandma's bfcx*. 

A lot of peopto were rooting for 
us. Weren't you? It was an easy 
acticm to understand, that thing 
we tried to do in the streets Uiat 
Monday. If the government 
doesn't st«^ the war. we'll stop 
the government. Simple and 
direct. Honest. A good ttiing to 
do. even if we failed. 

To st<9 us. Uiey had to arrest 
seven thousand of us, mosUy 
illegally, storve us and freeze us 
and mace us. I never knew I 
could run so fast. 

I wasn't busted. 
Over on Connecticut Avenue. 

SMndwdy had a k ^ to open the 
circuit boxes on tr:.ffic lighte. A 

lady across ttie street kept watdi 
for us while we got it cpoi, but 
our vdre cutto^ weren't big 
enough to do any-real damage to 
the thick cable we found inside. 

Further on down the Avenue a 
bus sti^iped for an obstruction. 
Somdiody ran over to the back 
and opened up the bus, exposing 
the works, prepared to wrendi 
tooose sMne vital wites and stop 
that bus. 

Out came the busdriver, fire in 
his eye. fire extinguisher cradled 
in his muscular limbs. Ihe 
Ixother stood his ground, tiien. 
ducked while the busdriver 
squirted foan into his own engine. 
And the busdriver stood shodc-
still while the toughing hippie 
ran. 

Like they said on TV. we didn't 
stop the government but it wasn't 
a normal day. And we learned 
from the experience. Now 
everybody who reads OP knows 
how lo make a street-trap, knows 
how to slop a bus. Watch out. 
Washington. The hippies are 
gaining on >iou. 

Whenever anybody stores at 
me in the street I give them a nod 
and a friendly wave. I want 
peopto lo like hippies. For all our 
stangeness we are their army of 
liberation. A truly outr^eous 
percentage of them want us to 
stop kUling and gettii« killed 
over there for nothing. So many 

have tost thdr sons. SMnetimes I 
feel, like I'm Uieir son. their 
laighing avenger. 

The irffidals from Waditogton 
get on Uie tube and say teriMe 
tilings about me, about my 
brothers and sisters. I love when 
they do that. America watches 
tiiem. hears Uieir foul nonsense, 
and it ttiinks, Uiese men kiUed our 
sons. I love when America's 
enemies say nasty thi i^ about 
me. because it means that I'm 
America's friend. 

Across Uie street from Uie 
Washington Hilton, a la<|y leaned 
out that morning from her 
window. She was still in her 
curlers and her nightdress. We 
had just done something illegal 
on Connecticut Avenue 
again.(that's my street) and 
zoomed around the comer, dmng 
sixty, feeling good about our
selves. 

"Wait!" she shouted, up in the 
sky. and we hioked up and saw 
her. "Don't you-all nm down th^ 
way Uie Man is waitii« for 
you there. 

I fdt good in Washington on the 
24th. wiUi Uiat half-million. They 
all Uiought I was right, tiiat I've 
been right ail-along. Theydithi't 
care how I look or how I dress or 
what I moke or how I smdi. 

And I fdt even better on May 
3rd. To be doing it, and m the 
road! 



ROLLING STONES - Sticky Fingers 
Mick J..gger is not now and has never been Saton. Oh, 

there are those among us who envisioned massive orgies 
and bloodbaths in the streets, accompanied by Jagger 
bellowing out "Sympathy." But it just ain't gonna happen 
Sorry peopte-Sorry Mick—Soiry Mayslcs Brothers. 

Al Aronowitz noted that the failure of Altamonl lay, in 
part, with the economic interests involved in staging the 
concert. When 300.000 people gather in one place to listen 
lo music, somebody's got to get something out of it. Thai's 
good old American knowhow. So lei's say what took place 
at Dick Carter's Altamonl Speedway, could have occurred 
at a James Taylor concert, given (he right conditions. 
Jagger was merely an unfortunate victim of the system, 
the media, el al. He's really a nice chap ("We all need 
someone we can lean on/And if you want lo, well you can 
lean on me."). 

Mick claims tiiat Sticky Fingers is the Stones' greatest 
LP since Beggars Banquet. Whal in hell does that mean? 
Actually, Uieir latest release is a collection of musical 
styles the Stones haven't utilized in years, as well as an 
exploration of new techniques which will, undoubtedly, be 
copied by other artists in the future. 

ApparenUy by getting away from the "Midnight 
Rambler/Sympathy" concept, Jagger is tiying to 
eradicate the image given to him by so called pop critics 
and housewives, who testify Uiat he rapes fourteen year-
old girls. Still, ttiey're ttie Slones.unmistakably the 
Stones. 

The death of Brian Jones had a shattering impact on the 
group. While the "theme" of Let It Bleed was life at its 
most desperate levels, ttiis album makes very serious 
anti-drug references. "Sister Morphine." which Uie 
Stones declined to record for three years, is the most 
obvious example. Jagger's hainting voice denotes Uie 
"scream of ttie ambulance" ("I don't ttiink I can wait Uiat 
long/Oh. you see, I'm not that strong."). The sound is 
acoustic, and somewhat mysteriously hollow, augmented 
by a stirange piano, ptoyed by Jack Nitzche of (>azy Horse 
fame. 

"Dead Flowers" is another song ladened with stiwig 
anti-drug material. This is Uieir standard counUy piece 
for the album—sdace and comfort with a needte and a 
spoon. Sheer despondency, we all know it. but after all. 
Uiat's what it's all about So, tiie notorious "Monkey Man" 
finally meets his fate at tiie hands of Sticky Ftogers. 

"Can't You Hear Me Knockii^" is a fine rocker, 
reminiscent of early, early Stones. It's definitely one of 

Ihe stronger cuts on the record. There is a finely 
developed mixture of jazz, r & b and rock on this song, 
with Billy Preston proving his capabilities as the finest 
session organist around. 

Of course the Stones reinforce their tradition of doing 
one blues number, composed by one blues man. and doing 
it very well. Their offering is "You Gotta Move," written 
by Fred McDowell. The Stones have proven that they can 
handle the blues. In fact, Jagger almost sounds as if he's 
paid his dufei and just up from (he South, steel string in 
hand, ready to play. On the last album, the Stones 
brought Robert Johnson o6t from a relative obscurity, 
hopefully, as a result of this record, more people will turn 
on to whal McDowell's been doing for the past twenty 
years. 

Then there's "Wild Horses:" 
"Praiseless lady, you know who I am. 
You know I can't let you 
Slide right through my hands. 
Wild horses couldn't drag me away. 
Wild, wild horses, couldn't drag me away." 
This is one of those tearful ballads that Mick spoke about 
on the radio. There's a scene in Gimme Shelter in which 
the Stones check into a motel room down in Muscle Shoals. 
Downing a quart of J & B, Jagger and Richard pound out 
this song. It's hard lo determine exactly what that scene 
did for the movie, but it was one of the high intensity 
|)oinls of the film. There was one other. 

Finally, the Stones have Paul Buckmasler. string ac
companist for Elton John, weave some astral melodic 
patterns into "Moonlight Mile." For ttie first time since 
Flowers was released, the Stones employ poetic images 
and apply them to some serene and beautiful in
strumentation. There's much more to the song than that, 
but this is a track that shouki not be analyzed or dissected, 
just listened to in a dat* room with the windows open. 

John Cale 

The RolUng Stones have taken a sharp turn, musically, 
fnmi the directions in which they were headed a year and 
a half ago. when thdr last album was recorded. They have 
taken a sharp turn psychically, also. Jagger has con
verted to Catholicism and married a princess. Is this any 
way for a self-respeclii% devil to behave? 

Now ttiat ttie Beatles a-e (unforbmately) temporarily 
out of Uie picture, Uie fieM is wkle <̂ >ai for Uie Stwies to 
emerge at the forefront of the music wm-ld. Just another 
US tour should do it for them. 

The Stones have washed their hands of btood and 
damnati<m; they've got no expectations lo pass that way 

^^'" kcnny winUcoff 

John Cale's first album, Vintage Violence (Columbia CS 
1037), wasdefinitely OTieof the most underrated albums in 
the past year. I didn't know what to expect when I pur
chased it, since his work with the Velvet Underground 
gave me a new meaning to the word noise. Yet his work in 
arranging and producing iwo Nico albums thrills my 
senses with new feelings of eerieness and mystery. On 
Vintage Violence, one hears more sides of Cale besides his 
morbid and destructive quality. Most of the songs are 
fairiy conventional. "Gideon's Bibles" breaks from a 
rather mundane melody into a harmonious climax, 
similar in style lo the Beach Boys. Big White Cloud's 
music definitely gives the feeling of floating on a big white 
ctoud. "Adelaide and Celo" are fairly simpto songs, 
dealing wiUi simple love themes. "Charlemagne has a 
fiavoring of counU7 music, Uwugh not to the extent ttiat 
ttie Byrds or Dead have gone. "Amsterdam" and "Ghosi 
Story" are two hauntingly different songs. Amsterdam is 
sung by Uie lover of a young giri who journeyed to Am
sterdam and fdl in love with men of a higher breed than 
her lover. Up«i returning, ttieir old relationship couldn't 
resume, since she was used to bettw Uiings than her love 
could have given her. Yet. he still bdieves "Uie journey 
did her well." Ghost Story creates a feeling of a dark and 
coric night by ils use of cold and brittieorgan playing. 

On his more recent dfort. Church of Anttirax (Cblumbia 
C 30131), he receives ttie aid of Terry Riley. Riley plays 
piano, organ and soprano saxophone. C l̂e ptoys bass, 
harpsichord, piano, guitar, viola, and organ. The music is 
anything but conventkmal. The title track Church of 
Anthrax, can eiUier be ttwught of as one of ttie greatest 
ttiings ever recorded, or one of tiie biggest pieces of trash 
ever heard. I agree with the former opiniwi. The piece is 
one of the most complex pieces of rock-classical-jazz I've 
ever come across and<memusthear it to bdieve it. Ides of 
Mardi uses two exciting jazz ptonos and some <rff-beat 
drum playing lo achieve its off balance effect. The other 
selectkms on this album are aU of the same un
conventional quality. All are instrumentals. e x c ^ "The 
Soul of Patrick lee," which sounds more a^in^iriate fw 
the first album. Cale's talent may not be recognized now. 
but in the years to come he may very weH be given the 
recognitkm he deserves as an innovatiNr of modem music. 

arUinr dtomond 

Scruggs Bros. 
Gary and Randy Scruggs are their fattier's sons, and 

everyone knows Uiat. but on ttie strengUi of Uieir album, 
they are becoming known for what Uiey can do on their 
o«m. 

They have played behind their fatho-. Eari of Nashville 
banjo fame, on records and mi stage for Uiree years, in
cluding Uie massive peace rally in Washington in 
November 1969. Now Uiey have begun ptoying smaU clubs 
and colleges as a brother team. 

"I sing but I'm not a pidcar," Ckiry. who is 21. told an 
interviewer recentiy. "Randy's a pkker. but he don't sing 
a whde tot. There's a whde lot Uiat I don't like Uiat he 
likes, so we complement each other." 

Randy, who is just 17. handles Uie banjo and guitar, 
acoustic or electric, quite well. He denumstrates his 
fingerpicking on songs like "Foggy Mountam" and 
"Earl's Breakdown." which the senior Seniles wrote. 

At Uiis point. Uiey wiU have to devekip Uidr own brand 
of counby rock. None of Uie material Ui^ do now is 
original. On Uie album. Uie tunes range frmn the Beatles' 
"Let It Be" to Joan Baez' "Sweet Sir Gatohad" to the 
traditional "Black Mountam Rag." But Uie arrai^ements 
of some of the songs have been over- produced and (heir 
voices tend to get tost amidst all the instruments 
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You can afford it while 
you're still young enough to enjoy it, 

Having the want is one thing. Having the 
wherewithal is another. The trouble with being 
young is that all too often you have Ihe one 
without the other. 
But the 1971 MG Midget is something else again. 
Here is a true sports car for under $2500*— 
the lowest price you can pay for the real thing. 
In this case the real thing includes a race-
winning 1275 c.c. engine. Racing-type rack-and-
pinion steering (2.33 turns lock to lock) for cool, 
crisp driving. Heavy-duty suspension for 
superb road-hugging. Disc brakes up front for 
straight-line, non-fade stops. Twin reclining 
bucket seats. And full sports car instrumentation 
with an electric tach. 
Which only goes to show that, even though MG 
has been engineering sports cars for over 40 
years, there's no generation gap. For the name 
of your nearest Austin-MG dealer and 
information about overseas delivery, dial 
(800)631-1971 except in New Jersey (ikt^ 
where the number is (800) 962-2803. KVCr 
Calls are toll-tree, of course. 

2:1 
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JET TO-^ 
EUROPE & ISRAa 

Inexpensive fl ights 
throughout the year 

Lowest Fares, choice of 
1 way or round trip 

STUDENT HOLIDAYS 
40 EAST 54th STREET 

NEW YORK. N.Y. 10022 
212 / 832-6844 

FORMING HOCK GROUP-Ruitar-
Ists. dniniiner.H. oreanists. Hut-
ists who arc into orlciiial and 
Cioshy Stills Nafdi Yonne. Beat
les. Rurrittos. etc.-emphasis mi 
Ucht hamonies. Please leave 
messaec for Peter in OP ofQco. 
room 336. 
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34Nobel 
Prize-winners 
called the 
Universitvof 
Chicago noma 

\bucantoa 
The University of Chicago is 
one of the world's great 
schools, and this year the 
Summer Session is open to 
part-time, visiting, and transfer 
students. Wide variety of 
courses, on campus and off. 
day and evening classes. Full 
University of Chicago aca
demic credit. Distinguished 
faculty includes sdiolars and 
scientists of international rep
utation. New library of almost 
three million volumes. Hous
ing, athletic and recreational 
facilities. The Summer Ses
sion: June 21 to Septembers. 
Write or call for the booklet 
with full details today. 

This summer, you can call UC 
home. 

312/753-3139 
Summer Session 
The Universily of Chk^go 
1307 East 60th Street 
Chicago. Illinois 60637 

Gentlemen: Ptease serul me 
complete course listing and 
applkmtion information. 

Name 

Addtess 

Cily stale Zip 

The University 
of Chicago 
Summer Session 

Nor^eko introduces the micro-thin head* 
Shavesiipto44%closer,50% fester 

than ever before. 

New super Microgroove'" 
0.09mm-thin heads shave 

you up to 44% closer than the ones 
that beat the blades. ^ ^ 

New 90-slot design ^ Q l shaves 
you up to 50% faster.^^^and far 

smoother than last year's. 
Whichever TVipleheader III 

you buy, cord nwdcl or 
rechargeable, you get 

new micro-thin 
heads—plus all the 

proven quality 
features of 
the world's 

favorite. 
Rotary 

action for 
smoother 

shaves. 
Floating 

heads to follow 
your face. 18 
self-sharpen

ing blades. With 
pop-up trimmer for 

sidcbums. AIHI metal 
travel wallet 

0e«uae Jrifitttieaaet in. 
Recruritejbie model 4SCT. 
DHivrrs up M twice ttie 
siMve^ pe* c h a t e o« anv other 
recturoealiie. Use il wWi or 
•ittwuT the cord. 

0 1911 HoithAntarlcwi M M p o CtpcnUm, 
100 C*»t 4 2 « * StMot. Now Vo«*. N . V. 10017. 

(jeiirFutttie 

MCAT 

ISA! 

iDmavmoAT 
!GK 

AIGSe 
* Preparation for i»st$ requirad for ad

mission to post-graduate schools 

* Six and twelve sessiott courses 
* Small groups 
• VohimirKMis Study material for home 

study prepared by experts in each 
field 

'Lesson schedule can be tailored to 
meet individual needs. Lessons 
can be spread over a period of 
several months to a year, or for 
out of town students, a period 
of one week 

•opportuni ty for review of past 
lessons via tape at the center 

Special Compact Courses during 
Weekends— Intersession 

Summer Sessions 

STANLEY H. KAPLAN 
EDUCATIONAL CENTER LTD. 

lUIOniNC ANO CUIIMMCE SIMCI MM 
HItCM I t * SliMl •MoUta.D V Sac: 

(516) S38-466S 

TW r«taraw&tao4 with ikt KliommUr lUfmulim 

5111 Reliable Year 
EUROPE *11 JETS $1S9 

GENE FECHTER 56&-83IT 

Local Planned Parenthood 
(best for late pregnancies) 

777-4504 
Local Clergy Consultation 
Setvices (best for early 
pregnancies) Women's Lib
eration 744-5640 691-3396 

691-2063 
for more information, wr i te 
to Women's Health & Abor-^ 

l ion project 
c/o Women's Center 
36 W 22nd St. 
New York. N.Y. tOOlO 

Ssrvico Obsorvaiion R D S I 

FACULTY! RENT YOUR 
HOUSE TO $190 PER MONTH 
IF W/IN 90 MlNa BRONX. 
POR JUNE ONLY. OR JUNE. 
JULY. AUG. 212-99'3-2549 
CCNY FAMILY 

'̂ A BEAirriFDL. MEMORABLE 
AND STIRRING FILMIBT FAR 
THE BEST AMERICAN MOVIE 

rVESEENIN197ir 
—Ilox Rood. 

Holiday Magazine 

HALWALUS 
P R O D U C T I O N from Hie 

RED SKY --
AT MORNING 
starring as THE YOUNG ONiS 

eiCNAROTHOMAS-CillNEIilE BUftNS-DESI MNAUL 
sUrring as THi ADULTS 

iilCfURDCDENNIi-CLiilltE BLOOM JOINCOlil»S 
UHRYSMilOIIIO-siMiiEiiUTui-inEiiuPEisiff 

sauvuTifiiwaKiinc timn.mtmmimiptKmmmi 
wcmnMKSOUSnK tnocunwgucoPWllMHNl f>«M(ii.iMlB millS 

A UMVtinM. nCKME ICCHMCOUMT 

starts May f2th 
I BEEKMAMI \ IPARAMOUMTI 

^ 

i 

file:///bucantoa


<IO-?l U6l 'H AVW happy summer-OPeople 
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