
Rikers Island: 
Looking Through Bars at Hell 
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By MAKTiN KKNT 
The norms of homosexual culture within Hikers Island 

are quite different from those in the outside world. The 
most obvious contradiction lies in the fact thai within the 
prison culture, one who takes on the male role in a 
homosexual act is not considered "queer" in any degree 
by the other inmates. It is the one who assumes the 
passive or female role who is beaten on, raped, and 
ostracized. 

Often, if a heterosexual appears weak, or in any way 
effeminate to the other inmates—i.e. long hair worn In a 
pony tail, he becomes the object of homosexual 
mistreatment. Within the prison culture at Rikers, gang 
rapes are not uncommon. After being sodomized, if an 
individual is emotionally ignorant, he will tend to accept 
the label of "homo" and usually conform to it. But if the 
inmate is already a homosexual when he comes here, the 
conformity is severely enforced by the other inmates 

RONELLE 
Ronelle is a homosexual awaiting trial for the last seven 

months at Rikers Island. Like many others of his kind, he 
is segregated from the general populatim of inmates—for 
his own protection. Within the "quad" Ronelle feels free to 

.ex|H-ess his perscmality and lifestyle without fear of being 
raped or ostracized by the other inmates. He expresses his 
attitudes in the way he speaks, acts, and dresses. At this 
point in his life, Ronelle an>ears to be well adjusted to 
being a homosexual within the confines of Rikers Island. 

I first met Ronelle when he and' a group of about eight 
other homosexuals were walking along the corridM- of the 
annex (o P.S. 189 in the Adolescent Remand Shelter at 
Rikers. "Come along girls," said the guard who was 
escorting (hem. I walked into the ENGLISH classroom, 
once they had bean seated, and one of the femmes said to 
me, "Hey, whose dealing around here anyway?" 

"O.K. class," the teadier said, "This Is Mr. Kent. He'd 
tike to talk to any of you who fed like talking. He's a 
writer." Raised eyebrows and a bit of whispering but no 
one responded. They b^an the lesson and I sat down, 
waiting fur smnething to haî pen. 

It was strange sitting there-I Mt like I was in the zoo. 
But nmie of them seemed uncomfortaUe with me there as 
an observe- so after a while I didn't feel so strange... or 
fooli^. They referred to one another by their last names 
with "Miss" preceding them. One othon. viho turned out 
to be Ronelle, sat there, staring Uankly into space with 
the open book face down on his desk. "What's wrong 
Ronelle?" the teacher inquired. "I have a headache," he 
responded meekly. 

"Would you like to talk to Mr. Kent?" 
"O.K." he said, getting up. 
I mechanically stood up, not quite knowing what I was 

going to do. "Uhhh... maybe we could nnd a vacant 
office," I said. 

"O.K." he said, smiling. 
I walked out of the room and Ronelle followed. Outside 

the dom-, (he guard stood closeby, looking very bored. 
"We're going to use that office down the hall." I said, 
pointing. 

The guard looked at Ronelle, then at me, and asked, 
"Who are you?" 

"It's O.K." I said. "I spoke to Captain Caldwood about 
it. "Oh." he said mechanically, as he followed us to the 
vacant office and unlocked it. 

Now I felt even stranger. Here I was—alone with (his 
weirdo, with his hair all (eased up, and one of (hose low-
neck skinny-rib pullovers. No( (hat there's anything 
wrong with^wearing them, (f even own a few) but on him it 
made me nervous. 

In an attempt at getting things together. I began by 
asking him his name (which I had fn^otten) and wri(ing 
i( down. "Listen," I said. "I want to know what your whole 
trip of being a hmnosexual is like here at Rikers Island." 
He looked at me. and then away—then he looked at me 
again. "I want (o know the history." t added. (A( that 
moment I felt I was asking too much of this guy. Why 
dxwid he even bother to talk to me at all? But (here I was. 
with my pen held over my notebook, waiting for Ronelle 
(RONELLE for crying out loud!) to spill the beans—to a 
lota) stranger.) 

'The first lime I came here was two years ago. I was 
sixteen then. I was scared half to death because you hear 
stories about rape and sodomy and that kind of thing. I 
was a closet queen (hen but it was getting noticeable 
because there was (his homo I knew off the street who 
came in one day and when she saw me. she called mc 
'MissThii^' and put her arms around me. After that, the 
fellas approached me. What are you going (o do for me?' 
they said and I always said. 'Nothing.' 

"This one boy. Louie, he used lo talk to me and I sUrtcd 

l« like him iKt-ause ho said nice lhing.s lo me. He was real 
nicT lo inp. As liin«' went on. when I used lo lake showers 
iho follas would make remarks and sometimes they tried 
stuff bul I was very resistant. One day i went to •lock-
in' I'll never forget it--this boy who locked in with me 
.said 'What arc you gonna do for mc:' and I said 'Nothing' 
so he hil me. I was frightened--he said if I called the of
ficer he'd kill me, so when Ihe officer came around to take 
ihe count I didn't say nothin'. After he left, this boy told 
me lo take my clothes off . . . so I had sex with him." 

At this point I stopped writing and looked up at Ronelle. 
"What was your reaction," I asked. 

"It was enjoyable." he continued, "but I really didn't 
want to do it. Afterwards we talked about it and he told me 
why. He said he'd been in here a long time and he was 
tired of masturbating. After (hat we locked out for chow. 
The others found out and so they started to get more 
persistent for me to have sex with (hem. 

"So one day I was (aking a shower—this Spanish boy 
who they called 'Mad Dog' came up to me. He wanted lo 
have sex with me in the shower—he kept talking and 
talking but I resisted. Then he grabbed me around the 
neck and threw me down on the shower floor. A boy in 
(here came over and storied him, and then told me lo dry 
olf and come out of the shower. After I did that, the boy 
went away. Then (he Mad Dog came back with fifteen or 
twenty boys and grabbed me in the choke hold again. I 
was struggling to get loose but I couldn't because there 
were so many of them grabbing me. They took me over by 
Ihe slop sink and they ripped me off (raped me). There 
were about ten or fifteen of them. I don't know how long it 
was . . . it was a long lime. Finally Louie and this other 
boy came along and slopped I hem. Louie told me to take a 

me. After llial Ihpy asked me if I would do it and I still said 
no. so I hey loft lue Jilone. 

•'Afler I locked back out. I went up front and told the 
off jtiT what had liaptM'iu><l. I told him I wanteda transfer to 
Ihe other side, lie said, 'No cither you sign homo papers 
or I'll put you back.' So afler I signed Ihe papers 1 asked 
him what he was going to do about the boys and he said 
'Noihin'- he said I should have told him that I was a homo 
in Hie first place. Bul it was my first time in jail and I 
didn't know 'ha; ihey had separate quarters for homos." 

"How are lhii;«i: :K>W?" I asked. "This is my second 
lime here but.. It's all righ'.. I suppose it's pleasant in 
the quud I'd rather be in general populaticm, 
though.- wi;h ',H: fellas. This way you can hook up with a 
husband and have a relationship. You can hook up in the 
quad but >ou don't irfixc a large variety to choose from. I 
have one now . . h.; s r.Ice but I never have sex with him 
because he's on Ihe sentenced side and I'm on (he trial 
side. He's a great conversationalist (hough—I admire him 
a lot. I have two otlicfs outside the quad but I would 
characterize them as associates. We're supposedly 
having a relationship . . . Ihey bring me cigarettes and 
stuff that I need. But I'm not in love—the man I love went 
upstate to a different institutim." 

At this point the guard came in and simply said to 
Ronelle, "O.K. let's go." Ronelle got up and walked to (he 
doorway and said to me as I was making some last minute 
notations. "So Icmg gorgeous." 

THE WALLS OF HELL ARE PINK AND YELLOW 
The hospital was what the cul-ups and hang-ups longed 

for. It was supposedly a better place to be. Frankly, it was 
a great place to rot. 
They were filthy, ugly, profane, they were mad. I was 

sick. I couldnl bring myself to talk to Ihem. What could I 
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shower. Later he asked me what happened and I told him. 

"After that day I got tighter and tighter with him 
because he was protecting me from danger. He used to 
come to my cell evwy night and talk to me and nobody 
would bother me anymcnre. And so one day I had sex with 
Louie on my own free will. 

"One day the block locked in and this offiv-er stopped by 
my cell and asked me if I was 'stuff (homo). I told him 
'DO' and he said, 'Are you sure? Because if anything 
happens let me know.' A few weeks passed and I was 
getting along until me day this boy Al locked in my ceil 
and I had sex with him on my own. Then the rumor got 
around that I had oral sex with him. which was a lie. A( 
that lime I wasn't into that. Now I do it occasiimally but I 
have to be deeply, deeply involved. 

"One day I locked out and this boy approached me and 
loM me to suck his . . . heh h d i . . . you know—so I said 
'No I don't do that.' He said 'You did it for Al.' So I said. 
'No that's a lie!' After that I got in an argument with Al. I 
said. 'If I did (hat then I'll say that you ate my ass.' So 
then he wanted to fight me. He told me when I locked out 
(hat he was going (o (brow me off the tier. When I locked 
(Nil everyone told me to fight him '. . . and I was going (o. 
bul I/wie stom>ed us. After that me and Al made friends 
and started conversing after that. 

"Afler thai, boys would come lo my cell, telling me to 
.suck iheir dicks, but I would always refuse. One day a 
gang of boys came lo my cell when I was locked in. Louie 
was in court. This short, bald-headed boy named Larry 
i«»ld mc i had lo do it or he would hit me with (he mop 
handle. So I said no and he started poking at me. I 
managed lo .̂ K̂olch (he stick from him and I called the 
officer, but he didn'i come. Then ihey got a bucket of hot 
water and ihey threatened to scald mc. I still said 'no' so 
Ihey threw the hot water al me. hut I din't get burnt 
because I held up a blanket lo protect myself. They did it 
again and this time some of it got on my back and burned 

expect them (o tell me that their faces and gestures didn't 
already show? Then there was the guy who lay there on 
his steel cot—dreaming, plotting. A c<^y of "The Rise and 
Fall of the Third Reich" lay on his table. I was tM that 
(he week before he'd finished reading "Eva Braun— 
Hider's Girifriend." 

"He's been fightin' again?" I heard a guard say, as he 
hustled a creature past me. The guard whispered to the 
fighter and gently prodded him on—his arm around his 
waist. 

They extended their hands, snakelike, out of their 
cages—requesting cigarettes. They all seemed to be 
missing most of Iheir teeth. Those who had cigarettes 
would smoke until Ihey ran out, inhaling deeply, not 
bothering to exhale before taking the next drag. One man, 
straight out of a William Castle movie, smtricing a rolled 
cigarette, began saluting me. saluting the bats, saluting 
Ihe smoke, as it came fuming out of his mouth. 

Some of the cells were \argar than those in (he general 
housing units, accommodating three inmates. These cells 
were painted yellow, pink, lavender, tangerine, and 
raspberry—raspberry bars! One would think that you 
could eat your way out of jail! 

In contrast to the cells, the men wore green priswi 
fatigues. The reason ihey weren't allowed to wear their 
street clothes was that they would mess themselves up 
and consequently have nothing lo wear to court. These 
[M-opIt' wore misfits among misfits. None seemed to take 
any pride or care in the appearance of their cells. The cots 
wore not made and ihere were dirty pieces of white bread 
piled on their shelves. But up here in the hospital things 
were quieter than downstairs in general pi^lation. These 
men played cards, or watched t.v. and paced . . . t>ack and 
forth, back and forth. TTiese men were burnt. 

TOVCH THERAPY—THE ONLY KIND 
Out of curiou.si(y and fearles.sness (stupidity). I asked 

(Conlinued on pagf $) 
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Nixon Names New Cabinet 

in his c<ms(ant reshuffling of the cabinet. Nixon has named two new 
cabinet executives. Angelo Boceaccio (i.). has been named Assistant 
to the Attorney General. Angelo ("Fat Angle"), alhis. "Angle the fat," 
has been active in community-police relathms in New York. In the 
mid-thirties. Angie was a liqnm- distributor In Chicago, it was here he 
met Nixon, who was the local distributor at WhiUler College. 

Arlo Fugue (r.) has been named Assistant Secretary of Health. 
i%ducation and Welfare. Fugue has spent (he last forty years travellfaig 
across the country by rail and Is said to be the world's foremost 
authority on woodgrain alcohol. "A quart a day." said Fugue at hb 
first press conference. "Though yon can't get the cood stuff 
anymore." he added. 

All artists, friends of artists, 
lieople who once dreamed they 
were artists, straight line 
(Iniwers. crooked line drawers, 
aiKl people who want to learn to 
<iiaw stuiuid come to Ihe Live 
M<MIO) Drawing sessions every 
Thursday from Noon to 2 P.M. in 
I'.'isncr 101 
The Art Students Society would 

lovo to have other programs 
t̂ oiiiji on. hut we have a problem. 
Uc iuM?d ideas! We want 
;uiybo(ly. no matter what their 
major is. lo come down and say 
hi'llo. and talk about their in-
Kiists in I lie art field. Be it 
<i;ifts. painting, printing, ar-
( hiU'tiural design, doodfing 
<lM-niimer and advanced), ad 
itiiiniiiiiii. there are other people 
u ho like Ihe .same things as you, 
;uul who would probably love to, 
;nul are just waiting for you to 
work with tliem. We all know how 
isolaling the artistic concerns 
ran liccome, so why not come 
t<M>king for fellow soul mates to 
create with. 

A gcitcral meeting will be held 
Uie second Thursday of the new 
term to discuss plans for the 
(oining term. Plans for a possible 
art magazine will be discussed, 
do you have any drawings, 
graphic designs, or print of any 
sort lying at home, just waiting to 
be reproduced? Then maybe you 
slHHild come lo our meeting. We 
cannot have a magazine without 
work to put it. 

Come and see for youself. 
Maybe you'll even discover 
where Eisner Hall really is. 

Madelein Trachtenberg 

Mr. Porn KnowsHis Audience 

E 

O 

By JAMIE FRIAR 
Mr. Pom was eager to have me come. 

He met me at the door <̂  his studio and 
ushered me in. His studio was a single 
basement room, in a dilapidated brown-
sUme al<mg the waterfnmt. His set—a 
semen soaked double bed. 

I was here to interview the man who 
transforms the act of creati<m into a 
flicker on the screen, travelling at 24 
frames per second. Now I was here in the 
studio; in the same room where hundreds 
of porno films were consummated. 

Either he was late or I was early for the 
interview. By the time he arrived, I had to 
shit so bad I couM taste it. Festering in the 
back of the sbidio was the discarded set 
from one of his films—a toilet. Mr. Pom, 
thirtyish, with long thinning hair and an 
overindulgent belly, apologized for lack of 
p n ^ r toilet facilities on the set We sal 
down and he told me about his first job. 

"The first fucking thing I did was still 
pictures, you know. It was five people, 
three girls and two guys and-uh i was 
really excited about the idea. I just had a 
fuckii^ hard-on thinking about it for days 
befm-ehand. I was gonna get five people in 
there, I would tell who to fuck who, and the 
girls were going to do things together and 
there was gmna to be an orgy. I knew one 
or two girls. I remembered I had fucked 
one of them before, so I figured I'd gel 
turned on and get in there and fuck her 
afterwards or something. Too much work 
for me to just get in there and fool around. 
I was very aroused 'oy the whole idea. I 
shot it in an apartment, and it was five 
people, and for the most part, it was five 
people crowded into one wide single bed. 
Strange, laying kind of width-wise, just a 
mass of clutter, and it really was really 
interesting because I was innocent in those 
days." 

"I got into patterns of shooting the same 
things over and over again, the same way. 
so I was inventing each shot and findii^ 
really amazing combinations of mouths to 
cunts, cocks lo asses and everything an-
d- -uh- -I found what the great chailerige in 
pornography is. and that's nothong.. . uh. 
the great and most important thing to a 
pomographer is a staMe of studs-it's the 
essence «rf doing these events—guys with 
big cocks who can get it up. keep it up and 
come once, two or three times, at least 
twice, in a shooting. That was my first 

lesson, and I'll tell you in those days it 
didn'i matter whether you had a hard-<m. 
It was pornography if they were touching 
and eating and putting fingers in. we got 
some fucking and we faked s<Hne. It didn'i 
matter if it was good and dirty and 
raunchy, and I could gel away with it in 
those days. Watchii^ people fuck, it's an 
arousing thing except when I'm having lo 
worry about exposures and angles and 
things; making sure the guy doesn't come 
too fast so I can gel it on camera, and 
footage and background and getting ex
pressions out of them that even though 
Ihey may be enjoying themselves. Well, 
sex is a very private thing and to gel them 
to express the fact that they're enjoying 
themselves on camera is work and 
prodding and directorial and.—and it's 
doing it all with your head, and your words 
and you're not really abk? to just sit back 
and enjoy i(. Sometimes I'll find I've shot a 
session (haCs really wild and after it's 
over. I'll think aboul i(. y'know. and I'll get 
really turned on and I'll fuck my <M lady 
or something, and it'll come back to me 
what I'd .seen that day. you i now people 
doing all kinds of greal things, you know, 
and (hen I'll get turned on remembering 
an dd erotic experience." 

What do you think <rf your audience? Do 
you have a person visualized in your mind 
that you try lo make your films for? 

"I respect my audience lo this degree 
that I. you know, it's coming about finally 
that masturbation has been always 
psychologically respectable. Secretly, all 
of us men are still at a point where we are 
ashamed of masturbation, and still I don't 
think we've been able to break that great 
parental shame. Well, none of us think 
we're going to go blind from it anymore. 
No man can ever experience com
pletely his .sex fantasies. I don't 
care how itandsome he is, or you 
know, a movie star of stuff. Still in your 
entire relationships you have complex 
things. Each of you have tiie omKMlunity. 
tlMr time, witere if you can open up a book 
or look at a movie and see 20 people and 
you can vicariously go in and see another 
movie, you can have orgies witlwut 
commitment. .Maybe you can only come 
once or twice, but if you can watch a movie 
in which there is five or six or (en climaxes 
and all kinds of (hings. well you can feel as 
if iCs hai^ning (o you. Vou can ex(end 
your sexuality way beyond- -in (he fantasy 
world -way beyond what you are capable 
of. even if the opportunity was there. And 

you don't have to worry about making Ihe 
girl come. You see all these things— 
voyeurism, removes you from all the shit 
that girls pour into your f uckin' head about 
how you have to love them, because that's 
still going (m. You know, we're still fuckin' 
animals. If we had our way, uh, we'd be on 
our knees, sniffin' around the dresses of 
the women as they go by, instead of just 
making remarks and shit, you know? I 
think the closest thing to the truth is, un
fortunately, what we're all about is the PR 
on the street or the Iowa- cbiss tiruck 
driver who says "Hey, you wanna suck me 
off?". It's an extension <rf dogs sniff each 
other up and we still got that. We can deny 
that we're not like Uiat, but that's what 
we're like because we're animals loo. Sex 
is an animal instinct. It's not, as the Bible 
would have us believe, something of a god
like nature. It comes right from the 
fucking groin." 

How do your fantasies differ from those 
of your audience? 

•I fulfill them." 
The Hoor bell rai^ and a couple walked 

in. They had come to audition for one of 
Porn's features. He looked at them and 
said that they should do very well. A black 
guy fucking a while chick is always a 
profitable commodity. 

The couple said they were from Stony 
nrook. and what a hassle it was to drive all 
the way into the city, but they were lovers 
and needed Ihe money. Mr. Pom explained 
their duties. They told him they would only 
have coitus with one another, bul wouM 
engage in simulation with other people. 
Porn told them it was lo their economic 
advantage lo do it with others. He looked 
at the guy. smiled, and .said it might be fun 
too. 

Pom asked the guy if he couM get it up 
and keep it up. "I think so." he replied. 
Porn then told them to take <rff their 
clothes so he couW take some Polaroid 
shots, as a screen lest. I asked if I couM 
leave Ihe room, and Porn said. "Sure, but 
they got lo get used to doing it in front ot 
people." 

I (hanked .Mr. Vorn for the interview, 
put away my microphone. As I left. I said 
good-bye to the naked couple, but they 
didn'i hear me. They didn't even know I 
was ihere. 



BY BRUCE M. BERMAN 
Silence and perspiration dominated (he 

room. Mr. Bread turned lo Professor 
Membrane. The U.S.M.C. laloo on Bread's 
left cheek tightened. His stomach trem
bled. "What can be done?" he sobbed 
frantically. 

A longpause.Deep 
breath.. "EHEM!" All faces toward The 
Professor. Eyes fixed, ears ready, breaths 
held. 

"Nothing, I'm afraid. Nothing at all." 
Cut To 
THE TRAGIC LIVING ROOM: 

Lcvon Bread scratches eagerly. If he 
survives he will be fifteen next year 
(Virgo). Temp' will be twelve. 

"Isn't there anything more stimulating 
on television?", MoUier Clara roars. "Just 
look at that crap!" 

A thirteen year old albino is simulating 
Ihe rape of her Siamese twin sister by a 
spayed Russian Wolf Hound. It Is on 
I^von's color set. "Temptation and the 
Speech llierapist." Twenty-eight tm (he 
Neilsoo. 

"Just fudc-off, Arlene." Levon reptits. 
He fingers his pim|des until be is certain 
Mother Clare has wheded herself out of 
THE TRAGIC UVING ROOM. And then 
he floats... 

You got a nickd, I got a dime 
Let's g ^ together and bqy some wine 
S«iie buy a pint, some buy a quart 
If you bu^ a half galkw you're ^ y i n ' 
it smart 
Wine, wine, whie 
Pass yiat bottle to me 
Wine, wine, wine 
EMerberry 
Wine, wine, wine 
Ck»-n <»-sherry 
Wine, wine, wine 
Swe^ Lucy 
Wine, wine, wine 
ThunderUrd 
Wine, wine, wine 
Pass that bottle to me 

THE GREAT QUESTION OUELUNG 
BATHROOM: 

Heavy breathing: " inbaleexhale 
inhakiexhalrtnhali'rKhaleiiaialeeKhale. 
C'mon Arlene! Come oo Honey! 

inhateexhaldnhaleexhaleinhale. 
. . oh! inbaleexhale... yes! 
. . . INHALEEXHALEINHALEEXHALE 
..OH! 
inbaleexhale... yes ! . . . inbalee 
xhaleOHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!! 

The door muffled the mudcOe sounds 
from Clara. The lode on the door was a 
Yale (like the college). The Yale 
"Locksmith One-Ninety"—The 
Locksmith's Lock. Levon had a great 
affectMN) for this particular part of the 
apartment One m i ^ say he bad a fifty 
dollar per day habit After all, Clara had 
the bedroMn and "As the Worid Turned" 
until Father came home from the 
business. He wasn't vry fond of tele or 
any other kind of vision. Twice this month 
Mr. Bread had put lus twenty percent 
disabilitied. Purple Heart bestowed foot, 
Ihrou^ both the T.V. and Mother Clara. 
Twice. 

'Don't chu know I been to church?" 
• • 

"Lode, Professor Membrane"—Chinese 
laundered hankerchief mê iping a dark 
brow—"supposin* I threw forth forty or 
fifty gees in The Doc's direction, <M- maybe 
a couple of dancin' girls I once hdped out. 
You know, just suMMSin'? Think he'd do 
one a dem wire surgeries?" 

Professor MemlMrane didn't attempt to 
suppress a chuckle. "Doctor Myth?!" he 
exclaimed, his homed rim glasses now 
fogged. "I have never encountered such 
folly. The Most Emminent One has not 
shaped his Bundi Binding-Wire Process in 
nHMne than half a doxen years. He cannot 
and will not be affected by conventions. 
'MalignantBamades'—tlieultimate visual 
experience of the age—must be 
documented if posterity is not to differ. 
Don't you see. Mr. Bread?" 

"But ain't this special. Professor?" 
"%)ecial? Everything is special Mr. 

Bread." 

Eyes to floor... deep breath; head up. 

Experts Jftuttered... 
CMMren Wept 

eyes jnoist, voice tight— 
"But my boy, he'll... he'U... " 
Half closed eyes. Aloof. Irritated. 

Callows. Professor Membrane in
terrupted: 

"I have already informed you of the fact 
that no one and nothing in Saint Sanity's 
Domain can hdp your boy. Depositing him 
in a Silvor Sanity's Domain can hdp you 
boy. Depositing him in a Silver Screen 
Sanitarium, "H" or perhaps "Q** rated, is 
my humUe suggestion. Doctor Myth. I am 
certain, will inform sinularly. However, if 
you insist, you may. hear The Doctor 
speak. (Security is just a phone call 
away') Reverse charge phone calls are 
accepted between 1:12 a.m. and 4:S« a.m. 
every fifth Tuesday of every other leap 
year. 'Currency is secondary to true 

Cl ick-
bzzzzz bmzz bzzz bzzz.. .bz-
Discouse. 
Formalities. 

SmaUtalk. 
Discourse. 
More discouse... 
"I figure thirty thou'." 
"Thirty thou'! Look Bread, the ctMiier 

candy siore went out with holla-hoops and 
suppositories. Make it forty tbouand 
ddlars in negotiable <3«rman securities 
and you have got yourself something to put 
on your mantle |Mece." 

"Thirty-five! you mercenary son<if-a-
idantalion owner!" 

"Deal. But I'll be there after six. I have a 
deal pending for two hotels, Marvin 
Gardens and the west wing of The 
Louvre." 

Pubic hair had been shaved. Straps cut 
into the acne on his back. Nurse breasts 
danced wickedly in fitmt of his face, 
"oh.. . OH! " 

He tho««ht aboul his bathroom with its 
cod, white tiles and Yale "Locksmith One-
Ninety" protection. He thou^t about the 
T.V. he wouM miss while in Our Mother of 
Hashish Memorial Hospital. Herman 
Munster wouM never allow this to happen. 
A single flex of his mighty bicep would set 
HIM free. Levon's arms were like indoor 
T.V. antennae. 

An emerakl green AsCon-Marttn DBS 
down shifted to a half in front of Our 
Mother of Hashish Memorial Hospiul. 

"Why green. Doctor Myth?" a reporter 
inquired as the smartly attired champion 
of medicine strdled down Fifth Avenue 
Uking in the Tree. He turned. Ex-
(inguished his Dunhili on Ins chauffeur's 

eyelid; swallowed. 
"wniy ffreen is the color of a smile after 

it ceases to exist." 

"Knock, knock." The door? 
"Come in!?" Lights on. Panic. 
"Really hon', it's just for a few days." 

Pain. A doud of hair sprayed haveni over 
his face. Queen of the Cossadcs in full 
regalia. 

"Doctor Myth is jdtfaig in frmn Rio right 
now. Your father and I spoke to his agent 
just a few minutes ago and he assured us 
that The Doctw will be hne to take care of 
you any minute now, and just as soon as 
your father and I get bade frwn our V^as 
junket I promise we'll al l . . . " 

• • 
Vegas junket VEGAS JUNKET! 

• • 
Sliding smoothly out of surgical gkives. 

Operating Room odors. Masks, gowns, 
frowns, linen, cotton, bright white stares. 

Location: Sputum, South Dakota. Home 
of Minnesota Twin relief pitcher 
Fergueson Blaincalf s 417 unit Holiday 
Inn. 

Reason: Sterility. 
I t . 

"Not bad," a nurse remarked looking at 
her stopwatch. 

"Fourteen hours, twdve minutes, and 
forty-three seconds. Damn dose to the 
Russian recwd." 

II 
LONG SHOT OF CORRIDOR, slow 

DOLLY FORWARD: 
The doors of the O.R. swing ĉ ien. The 

DOCKNT steps forward. Rqiorters nose 
around. Saliva trickles out of the comers 
of thdr mouths. Everyone is dated. 
Questions are asked. Statements made. 
Notes scribbled. A banqud. 

"Who do you like in the third at 
Aquedud?" 

"How many extinct banana fish can a 
hd dog devour in six and one half 
minutes?" 

"Who actually discovered the forty-five 
bkKk kMig Great BaUoon d Fourteenth 
Street?" 

"Can chameleon grins be aborted 
without danger?" 

"Danrn congmial." some termed it. The 
Doctor answered even Ihe most probing 
questions with acumen befitting his 
rank."We're with you aD the way." 
several members of the press shouted. 
Doctor My th smiled. He bdd up one finger. 
Three cheers were hoisted. Media men. 
associated editors and drunken 
typographers included, carried him into 
Ihe lodter room on their shoulders. 

• • 

Seconds, minutes, hours, days, wedts. 

Time elapsed. The fdwlous Doctor was 
heralded throughout the Immediate 
Universe. He was being prompted by 
several prominent musicalities and at 
least two syndkated fascists to occupy the 
democratic senatorial seat from the state 
of his birth. 

His papert>ack book, MouMalns I Have 
Moved, was on Veronica Svdte's gift list 
for Christmas. A foundation offered to 
fund the remaining footage ot "Malignant 
Bamides." On a fountabi hi Southon 
Greece, The National Bowl and Lower 
Intestine Foundry enshrined him in 
bronze. His fouth grade biology teadier. 
Miss Upsdutz, appeared ona network taft 
show, "celestial Suns and Mutual Funds," 
a four album set of the Dodors' personal 
daily journal over the last four years, was 
in Ihe offing. Things, it could have been 
said, were going well. 

• • 
The Western World: 

A BegfaMhig. Middle, and End 
Literature, mudi like life, exists only 

when an individual, dther consdously or 
unconsciously, elects to impose his or her 
perception on a given entity in Uie hope of 
investing that entity with some linear, and 
cdlectivdy recognizable order, greater, 
hence, mmre "perfect," than that fimn-
lessness which eternally and naturally 
infaabils one, and to which an individual is 
constantly subject without choice, by 
virtue of his or ho- very conscious being. 
The essence of the imposition d lo^c on 
seemingly structureless or alinear forms, 
for Western Man, has become a virtual 
exercise in the experience d modem 
cdlectivdy, l a i ^ y devoid d subjective 
and creative vision which so dlen per
petuate an inherent spontaneity obviously 
unique to his narrow and severdy 
Aristdelian literary Wdtauung, and to 
which mantfesUUons of "alien" sdiemas 
or structures are. . . 

• • 
Compassion. Vision. Insight 

• • 
Levon, however, was a trifle more 

reserved about the project's success. 
From what hxiked to be a comfortable 
sitting position he mumbled somethii^ 
about the fate d the "existential enigma in 
judao-christian confinement" to an 
assortment of season ticket holders 
surrounding his bed. To weep would be 
unAmerican. < 

One morning. Levon awoke. 1>KO tiny \ 
poote of urine were resting atop his eye * 
sockets. There was nothing he couM do. He I 
opened his eyes. I 

It was all too much. M 

They would have preferred "Once upon S 
a time.. . " M 



"Six Months, No Parole..." 
BY TOM MCDONALD 

Dear Friends: 
I was riding Uu-ough the black and filUi 

of the New York underground on the D 
train; barely noticing the dha- pec^Ie 
around me, lost deep in Uie effort <rf 
psyching myself up for my course in 
Modem Fiction 89. Most Profs get to see 
my face abou two times a semester, but 
okl Fred Karl was actually entertaining, 
and I graced him with my presence for a 
record six times. 

However, as entertaining as old Fred 
was. attendance was a supreme effort. If 
Ihe teacher doesn't bore you to tears your 
fellow classmates will usually do you in. 
This class came complete with one 
disgusting "A getter" who never shut up 
aboul the lairing waters on the l.ake Isle 
of Innisfree, and "the heavy William 
Butler Yates." Lord, where did I get the 
strength? 

Walking up the stairs from the tirain 1 
was fogged out in thoughts of what I was 
about to go through. Being in such a 
condition, I was a little slow d feet and 
mind, which soon gd me into trouble. 

"Hey dig man, I'm lost, how do you get 
to W. 8th Street?" 

Now, normally, when two guys give you 
that kind d line. It's time to leave, but 
being dumb, I fell for the trap. In the midst 
of a clear and concise ex|danation of how 
to switch to Ute IRT, the first Black, who 
shall be referred to as Mugger tl from 
here on in, grabbed me by the shoulders 
while mugger #2 stuck a knife in Uie throat 
d muggee n (that's me). 

I had always tdd myself that when the 
time came In get mugged, I would simply 
hand over the money and forget about it. 
No need gdting killed for a 'few budcs and 
a Timex. Wdl, that plan dkln't work too 
good. Imroediatdy upon seeing the knife, 
the muggee tried to jump out d his own 
skin. Mugger §1 attempted to maintain his 
firm grip on the shoulders of muggee tl 
and a mdee was soon in progress. 

The action bdng described happened on 
the steps of the subway, n d Uie best |dace 
in the world to hdd a main event, but it 
would have to do. The two junkies who 
tried to toke me df were so spaced out that 
thdr reflexes were about nine seconds 
behind their brain impulses. The guy 
hdding Uie knife was so wrecked, that 
when he attempted to follow the movement 
as I grapfded with his parUter, he fdl Oat 
on his face. His friend didn't do so well 
dther. In Ihe midst d an exchange d some 
heavy Idts and rights he went down, and 
bdng on subway stairs he didn't stop going 
down until he hit Uie bdtom of the landing. 
End d what Polie Commissioner Murphy 
rders to as a minw street crime. 

The whole thing took less than a few 
seconds, and within a few minutes the 
station was full d pdicemen who were 
busily taking, down ndes and rounding up 
the survivors. 

"Any injuries lo your person sir?" Cops 
say funny things like that all the time. 
Before I could answer no his partner said, 

"Yea kiok al his arm." Looking down I 
was surprised to see that my fcNrearm was 
gashed wide open. 

"They must have cut you with the knife; 
you bdter have that looked after." 

The City Cdlege medical department is 
about as df icient as the French army was 
in Vid Nam. All I gd was a dash d 
peroxkleand two bandaids. What the hell I 
thought. I can wait until I g d home. 

the class was beautiful, in fact 
everything in the next few hours was 
beautiful; so fantastic that it took me a 
kKig time to realize exacUy what was 
gdng on. The Iwo peo|rie who tried lo mug 
me were junkies, everything they touch 
gets some herdn <H) it- (he knife had 
heroin on it. and somehow the stuff had 
gotten into my bloodstream. Here I was a 
junkie. 

Never having been a h«-dn addid 
bdore I panicked. All I couM think d was 
ooM turkey and having to go to Pheniox 
House. Who wouM want to sit around and 
have some other junkies tdl you you're 

shit for a few months and then send you out 
to sell chances to the next jambor^ on 
Harts Island? I could really see myself in 
Pheniox House. 

"Dig yourself junkie you ain't shit, you 
just look smack to be cod like all your 
faggd friends." 

"Now wait a minute, you got it all 
wrong. 1 was on my way to my Eng. 89 
class minding my own business and... " 

In my own confused state 1 didn'i think 
the whole thing out too clearly and opted 
for the easiest choice. 1 sought the teenage 
pusher in my neighborhood and bought a 

Who lo rob was the problem. Old ladies 
are easy, but the dd bitches usually drop 
dead from fright. White people on the 
whole are so goddam parandd that you 
can never tell if they have a collapsable 
machine gun stuffed down their pants, so 
they should be avdded al all costs. Then it 
hit me. The two guys who gd me figured it 
was the easiest way because I could never 
identify (hem, I mean they all look the 
same. Well, we all look the same lo them, 
so why nd? Hold up blacks and Puerto 
Ricans. 

The first day on the job I held up an 

few decks d white lightning. 
There is no need to bore the read«- wifli 

the sad tole d how a req>ectatrie English 
student sliM)ed aU the way down into bdng 
a hard core junkie (I won't even be a 
typically boring junkie and blame it all on 
the man), but in short time the money was 
gone and I was a prisoner d the street 

When all the green was gone, I was 
stupid enough to think that my teenage 
junkie would be nice enough to give me 
credit. He was standing across the stred 
from the local highschoool, his usual 
hangout, when I approached. 

"Listen Wendell, I'm a litUe short today 
can you trust me for a few decks?" 

"I don't give credit," Wenddl said "and 
besides I clean right now." 

The last stotement was total bullshit. 
Wendell was never clean. 1 figured he was 
just a punk kid and if I gd tough with him I 
could take some stuff df him real easy. I 
so(m found out that the junkie life had 
taken something off d my fighting ability. 
I actually surprised Wenddl to the point 
where I had gdten my hand into his coal 
pocket and locked my bony fingers around 
some of that precious powder, but Wenddl 
wasn't about to let me lake df with the 
shit. 

As we were rdling around in the gutter, 
two of the New York's finest pulled around 
the comer in their kiddy car. Wenddl and I 
were so freaked out that we bdh Id go of 
the heroin at the same time. Neither one d 
ndiced that at this pdnt. we had rolled 
right in front ot a storm sewer, and. 
well.. . at least the rats gd st<med. 

Wendell was pretty sharp, but nd sharp 
enough, or better yet. I wasn't quite fast 
enough mysdf. When the two c<^ g d out 
d the kiddy car to see what was going on. 
they were omfronted by two wild men 
pdnting to each dher and screaming "He 
tried to stick me up." s i 

The cops couldn't deal with the stereo 
accusations. "Take a fudiin' hike you two 
degenerates." they said. 

At this pdnt I became a junkie without a 
place to score and nothing to score with. 
Oh! how I hated the black guts d those two 
t>astards who put me into this position, but 
now I was faced with the same iKoMem; 
steal or sweat. 

assortment of fourteen blacks and Puerto 
Ricans in various parts d town. My net 
result was 14.15 in cash and eleven por
table AM/FM radios. I q>ent Uie I4.IS 
taking the radios to various hock shops all 
over town. 

I was a littie desperate so I kept pushing 
on. Late in the afternoon I found mysdf in 
the I37lh Stired station d Uie IRT. 

This Puerto Rican was leaning against a 
pillar with a radio headsd on. I waited 
until a train pulled in on the dher side, so 
that any shouts would be drowned out and 
then 1 moved in. 

"This is a slickup man." "HEY. I said 
this was a stickup." 

"La la la la Never, no never in my life, la 
la la " 

"What's (hat man. you know Malo's on 
you'll have lo speak a little louer." 

"This is a stick up!!!" 
"WHAT?" 
•I SAID THIS IS A FUCKING 

STICKUP." 
I had gotten so carried away that I 

hadn't noticed that the train, which was 
supposed lo cover me. had long since 
pulled out and my vdce was now booming 
all over the slaliwi. 

What came next seemed like a dream. 
From one end d the station to the other all 
these little punk white kids from Music and 
Art and City Cdlege were layii^ down 
their handbags and wallets and backing up 
against the wall. "Just don't hurt me. 
(haCs all. just don't hurt me." 

There was so much shit to pick up that I 
never thought I wouM gd away with the 
(hing. but I did. I had to borrow one kid's 
book bag to put all the stuff in. When I hit 
the street I made it for Riverside Park to 
count all the loot. 

When I was done counting I had turned 
over four thousand ddlars in cash, twenty-
two different credit cards, a pound of 
smoke, five different brands d birth 
conlrd pills, two diaphrams. and a yeirs 
.supply ot Cotex. 

The four (iMusand heated (o remove (he 
paranoia (hat forever surrounds a junky's 
constant search for the money to buy dope. 
Fun filled, sky-high days fdlowed. but Ihe 
easiness of my escapades at the t37th St. 
subway went to my head. Jesus, if I couM 

get money that easy why nd get more; as 
much as you can? Why just steal to sup
port your habit? Get money for new 
clothes and a stereo and anything else your 
little heart desires. 

So, with that thought in mind. I decided 
lo become a professional street mugger. I 
learned my lesson, the hell wiUi blacks and 
Puerto Ricans. hcrfd up white chicks; it's 
easy. 

My first venture was along side of 
Central Park in the 70's. If you're gonna 
mug someone, mug someone who has a 
pretty good chance of having some money 
on tliein. 

I was standing over by the park and 
keeping my eye out for the uptown bus. 
The basic idea was to wail for a likely 
looking prospect and follow her home from 
the bus stop. I didn't have lo wail long; a 
bus pulled in a fat lilUc chick got off. She 
looked around for a few seconds and then 
she slowly crossed the street and headed 
towards Ck>lumbus Ave. 

This is just too easy to believe, 1 thought 
to myself, and I began to fdlow her at a 
distance. The best place to mug someone 
in the open street is about half way down 
the block, that way you can run in either 
direction when you have to make a get
away. 

I picked up the pace d my walk so 1 
could cut down the distance between us. 
My prey continued to walk along 
seemingly uncoicemed. She had a big ass 
and very fat legs. She almost kxiked like 
an elephant waddling along. 

When the moment d trath came, I 
pounced on her; I tried tograb her around 
Uie shoulders, throw her to the ground, and 
yank the pockelbook df her arm. 

Immediately after I i^ced my arms 
around her shoulders there was a ringing 
sound in my ears. I soon realized that the 
ringing had a direct relationship to the fad 
Uiat the back d my head had just been 
slammed against the cement d the 
«dewalk. My head was slammed against 
the pavement because my fat fonale 
pigeon turned out to be a three fod, two 
hundred pound, male. Italian cop in drag. 
"Hello, 100 Center Street?" 

100 Center Sti^t is Uie Manhattan tedc-
up for anybody arrested that day. At 
Onler Street the judge sets the bail and a 
trial date. If you make the bail, you go 
home, if you can't, you cod your heals on 
Rikers Islands until your trial comes up. 

After the paper work and red tape d 
being booked each arrestee gets a dime tor 
one phone call. I could make bail prdty 
easy, but all the money was at home; so I 
had lo get hold d someone and have them 
show up at night court with the money. 

With this in mind I called my good friend 
Arthur who Uves in Manhattan. There was 
some static in the line and a cacophony d 
dialing sounds, hums, squawks and the 
like. Finally the phone rang. "C^me on. 
Arthur, be home you bastard." I pleaded 
with myself. The phone rai^ three times 
l>dore someone picked it up. 

-Hello? Who is this?" said a litUe okl 
lady on the other end of the line. 

"Is Arthur Uiere?" I asked. 
"Who?" "What number do you want?" 
"Is this TW 6-7172?" 
"No. it's not. this is Pheniox 3-4069." 
By avy chance, am 1 speaking to 

someone in Pheniox. Arizona?" 
"Yes. you are." 
"Well listen. I'm in jail ri^t now in New 

York City, and I was trying to readi a 
friend d mine lo come bail me out The 
only problem is thai I gd you on the phone 
instead. We only get one phone call so 
could you please do me a big favor?" 

"What?" 
"Wdl. if I give you the phone number d 

my friend in New York, could you call him 
and tdl him what happened? If you give 
me your name and address. I'll promise to 
send you the money for the call when I g d 
out of jail." 

"Are you crazy? I'm living out here on 
my late husliand's social security checks, 
god Mess his soul. I'm sorry, sonny. I can't 

(Continued on pat* *> 



By BRUCE M. BERMAN 
thir'ty col'nmn (thur'ti kd' um), n. (AS. 

Uuitig, Uuittig. OF. & L.; OF. cdumne. fr. 
L. cdnmna.) I. MUltary. A formation d 
ships, sddiers, d c , consisting d thirty 
articles. 2. Journalism. (Frmn "thirty": 
Fuial, end, finish, kaput, finis.) The final 
column of a journalist's sojoum with a 
0ven publication. A excluding article 
especially given to appreciation, 
nostalgia, and the author's farewell 
musings. 

APPRECIATION: 
(1) To Dan Leary, Richard (Goldstein, 

"Crazy" Irving Malin, and Uie rest of Uie 
"mental mobsters" over at M-4 (sounds 
like a rifle, doesn't it?). Thanks f4M- the 
bullets and keep up the front. Good fidd 
generals are as difficult to locate as 
printer's editions of the Old Testamen-
t . . . 

(2) To Fred TUten, artist (first), gen
tleman, and scholar extraordinaire. 
Thanks for the vision and strength, you 
«dio have given more to my spirit and 
mind than Jesus, Buddah, and Bob Dylan 
combined. To my eternal teacher, the J. L. 
Godard Mem<Hial Citation for excellence 
in the communication of insightful ex-
perieiice and insfMratkinal tirades. A fine 
man. An instructive instructor 

(3) To Steven (Charles Foster) Simai 
("Rosebud! . . . Rosebud! . . . ") , who 
occasionally saw fit to allow my alter ego 
to run wiM in the pages ot O.P., (and Uie 
Peters, and Kenny, and Tom, and Ed, and 
Uie re s t . . ) 

(4) To Miss Ollie Hubbard and Hfrs. 
Clara Payne, two of the sweetest people 
and secretaries the world has to dfer. A 
kiss for the su|N%me humanity they 
display every day, and for the kiving way 
in which they pass it on 

(5) To Laura, from M-4: Thanks for 
bdng so pleasant 

(6) More 

"The boat will be pulling out soon. Time 
to say goodbye. Will I too miss this land 
that has made me sulfa- so? I answered 
that question bdwe. Neverthdess. I do 
wad to say goodbye to those who once 
meant something to me. What am I 
saying? Who stifl mean swnetkfaig: Step 
forward, won't you. and tet me shake you 
by your hand. Come, comrades, a last 
handshake! 

"Up comes WiUiaro F. Cody. Uie first in 
line. Dear Buffalo Bill, what an 

ignominious end we reserved fw you! 
(Goodbye, Mr. <?ody, and Godspeed! And is 
this Jesse James? Goodbye, Jesse James, 
you were tops! Goodbye, you Tescaroras, 
you Navahos and Apaches! (Goodbye, you 
valiant, peace-kiving Hopis! And Uiis 
distingui^ed, dive-skinned genUeman 
with the goatee, can it be W. E. Burghardt 
Dubds, Uie very soul of black fdk? 
Goodbye, dear, honored Sir, whiat a noble 
champion you have been! An you there, Al 
Jennings, once of the Ohio Penitentiary, 
greetings! and may you walk through the 
shadows with some greater soul than 0. 
Henry! 

"Goodbye, John Brown, and bless you 
for your rare, high courage! Goodbye, 
dear old Walt! There will never be another 
singer like you in all the land. Goodbye 
Martin Eden, goodbye, Uncas. goodbye, 
David Copperfield! Goodbye, John 
Barleycorn, and say hello to Jack! 
Goodbye, you six-day bike riders I'll 
be pacing you in Hell! Goodbye, dear Jim 
Londos, you staunch little Her
cules! . . . Goodbye now, you members d 
Uie Xerxes Society! Frates Semper! 
Goodbye, Elsie Janis! Goodbye, John L. 
and GenUeman Jim! Goodbye, dd Ken
tucky! Goodbye, dd Shamrock! Goocttiye. 
Montezuma, our last great sovereign d the 
old New World! Goodbye. Sherlock 
Hdmes! (Goodbye, Houdini! Goodbye, you 
wobblies and all sabateurs ot iMxigress! 
Goodbye, Mr. Sacco, goodbye, Mr. Van-
zdti! Forgive us for our sins! 

"Goodbye, Minnehaha, goodbye. 
Hiawatha! Goodbye, dear Pocahontas! 
Goodbye, you trail blazers, goodbye to 
Wdls Fargo and aU Uiat! Goodbye. 
Waldon Pond! Goodbye, you C3ierokees 
and Seminoles! Goodbye, you MississiHii 
steamboats! Goodbye. Tomashevsky! 
(kwdbye, P. T. Bamum! Goodbye. HeraM 
Square! Goodbye. 0 Fountain d Youth! 
Goodbye. Daniel Boone! Goodbye. 
Grosspapa! Goodbye. Street of Early 
Sorrows . . . everybody . . . goodbye now! 
Keep the aspidistra flying!" 

Goodbye! . . . 

LAUNDRY: 
—3 underwears (shorts) 
—4 pairs of socks (with hdes) 
—a "T" shirt (I Uiink) 
—one half of one handkerchid 
- a partridge in a pear tree... 

NOSTALGIA: 
—The Cafeteria 

—Buttenwiser Lounge 
—The Mott Huts 
—The O.P. Office 
—Saint Nicholas Terrace 
—April. 1969... 

"Greaser's Place, unlike the primitively 
logical and painfully competent 
melodramas that have flooded the screen 
since the realization of the c<mimercial 
pdential d "The Western," is fresh. 
Drawing, if not consciously, spiritually 
from such innovations as Fellini's 
Satyricon (image, characterization, 
pacing) and Resnais' Last Year at 
Marienbad (pid presentation), as well as 
from the prose d satirist Donakl Bar-
thelme. Greaser's Palace is every bit a 
contemporary eff«Ml; a cinema that lends 
itself more readily to inference and in
tuition rather than linear logic. 

"Downey wrought Greaser's Palace 
with a rhythm inherenUy perfect for the 
texture of the film. By rdying on a 
minimum of dialogue as a vehicle to 
progress the narrative from <me image to 
the next and thus creating a visuaUy 
articulate tempo, subdued yet int^ral to 
the film's devel<^>ment Downey has ex-
caped many d the cliches... " 

READING 
—The SatyrioMi (Plutonius) 
—Season in Hell (Rimbaud) 
—Mdn Kompf (A. Hitter) 
—Mindy's Seven Sultry Sins (Dr. Climax) 
—The Voyeur (A. Robbe-Grillet) 
—some Dostoyevsky, Gertrude Stein, 
Milton, Dante, eto. 
—reread: The BiWe. ZAP #2. . . 

QUESTIONS: 
(1) Typewriters: 

a—generally type 
b—oc cass ionally sk skip 

c—are better than pencils 

d--may be interesting and/or more 
persuasive than television 

e—none d the above 
12i <)uestionaires (eers): 

a—tend lo be the decadent 
b—nuy cause vioeol nose bleeds 
c—are mainly for odogenarians 
d-2 4ib 
e—a & c , 

(3) This cdumn is: 
a—artifidal 
b-another one d O.P.'s distasldul 

pranks 

c—grounds for a separatimi 
d—taxing 
e—colorfi4 

X ĵ.Relief pitcher Luis Arroyo's 
replacement might have been: 

a—Mickey ManUe 
b—Ezra Pound & T.S. Ellid 
c—a knuckle-balling Albanian giraffe 
d—Miguel The Hot Dog Boy 
e—Norman Mailer (on alternate Sun

days) 

"I worked fw newspapers. 1 worked for 
newspapers at a time when I was nd 
competent lo do so. I rep(Mted inac-
curatdy. I failed to g d all Uie fads. I 
misspelled names. I garbled figures. I 
wasted copy paper. I pretended to un
derstand things I did nd know. I pretended 
lo understand things beyond my un
derstanding. I oversimiriified. I was 
superior to things I was inferior to. I 
misinlerprded what took place bdoi e me. 
I suppressed news the management 
wanted suppressed. I inv«iled news the 
management wanted invented. I faked 
stories. I failed to discover Uie truth. I 
cdored the troth with fancy. I had no 
respect for the truth. I failed to heed the 
adage, you shall know the tiuUi ind the 
tiuth shaU make you free. I put lieiin Uie 
paper. I put private jokes in the papa-. I 
wrde headlines containing dodile en-
tendres. I wrote stories wdiile drunk. I 
abused copy boys. I curried favor with 
advertisers. I accqited gifts from in
terested parties. I was servile with 
superiws. I was harsh with people who 
called on the telephone seeking in
formation. I gloated over police 
photographs ot sex crimes. I touched type 
when the makeups weren't hioking. I took 
copy pencils home. I voted with 
management in Guild elections." 

HENRY MILLER: 
I owe a great deal to Henry Miller. 

Perhaps mere than I owe to anyone dse. 
He went to City College too. <in 1909). He 
lasted two months. To his credit are over 
fifty vdumesd some d the greatest prose *^ 
in the t'nglish language. He will be 8! $ 
years oM on December 26. I owe a great p 
deal to Henry Miller. He knew how to Q 
say 

goodbye. I 
"RHYTHMIC HANDCLAPPING r* 

SLEEPING 2 
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BY DAVID SCHWARTZ 
Bach day on the stiied a new color swam 

into sight. Then, week by week, a shape or 
two would meekly stand up and bow 
where, in growing acquaintance, pant d 
interest had finally fixed itself. To Cari Uie 
passing scene v/as a moving hieroglyirii, 
full of portents scarcely glimpsed at and 
sacriligiously ignored, whose secret 
design required careful decoding in order 
to reveal the hidden whole. Pursued, 
sunken forms could rise and speak through 
the surface mist. Carl dedicated himself to 
this forbidden, often foreboding task. 

Cynical graffiti, coupled names and 
pointed obscenities formed only part of 
Carl's Hebrew alphabet. A cabbalist of the 
broken glass jewelry gutter, he moved in 
an undisputed realm of abandoned bd-
tlecaps, odd bits <rf plastic, runaway candy 
wrappers and old pieces <rf metal Im
pressed by younger tire treads. Like their 
arehaeological cousins, these discarded 
members d society pointed to Uie crucial 
invdvements of the time. An Mtlinary 
matchbook, for example, prophecied great 
journeys in Uie future. The unsucessful 
akhemy d cars, pedestrians, storefronts 
and ddivery-trudcs became transmuted 
into Uie evocative keys of this master's 
own hand-drawn Tarot. Yet no matter 
what their images evoked in rand<»n card 
play, on ck)6er look human beings 
exhibited fixed patterns of im
poverishment. Hardly was a persmi en
countered, bul loosely outfitted ones would 
loudly career forth prepared mondogues. 
For this reason, Cari communed sdely 
wiUi Uie curbs. Rarely did he com
municate wiUi other admirers of Uie lively 
concrde as these feltows are few and do 
not expose Uidr secrd calling. 

At least these notions are what C!arl liked 
to believe. What other reasoning could 
explain his frequent trouble with his shoe
laces? Halfway down every block, be 
would have to stop, crouch down and re-tie 
them. Yet this chikiish faux pas, secretly 
an arranged affair d the heart, afforded 
him moments of what, in affectionate 
esteem, he called the "kw-eye view." On 
one knee, however, Uie dose proximity d 
the gutter made him giddy; only a 
disciplined mind prevented him from 
swooning entirely under its influence. 

Plainly young CbrI possessed a sarcastic 
flair for finding the absurd in any en
vironment. What some called his way with 
words au^nented this visionary gift. But 
uncanny poets of the situation go 
unrecognized by Uie authorities. Befwe 
him, at school or at school, were always 
Uie stq)s of some Statue of Liberty to 
climb, another endless stairway quite 
justiTuibly sidestepped by his own ex
periencing. Yet onty after a series of such 
climbs could he recdve dtizenship and 
gain entry into ttie land d wisb-fulfiUment. 
All oUier routes were destined for Never-
never Land. Carl couki n d I d Uie Mood 
ftow; the existence ot capillaries, arteries 
and vans fvst needed iwod. Since ottiers 
did n d favor his energy, hekept it in check 
and exercised it only in iMivate. As a 
result, be a^ieared as many do, seemingly 
indifferent and expedii^ nothii^. The 
failure of feelings was what the age 
demanded. Carl suffered because he was 
faithful to his fedings. 

Now Carl began to fish for his life wiUi 
more alacrity. A montti ago be kf t Uie 
house of his parents; after another year 
coH^e wouM leave him. When his eyes 
were n d anxkwsly starii^ at some pat-
toing personage, U i ^ sauntered fi«dy 
down Uie ruined streets. Evoy object on 
Uie face of that sea floated like a botUe 
wiUi a message in it that never reached 
civilized shores. 

Into the Passage 

Trees, branches, the beginnings of 
thought: you notice things move, cause 
your attentimi. A rock gave us occaskm to 
throw ourselves. That kid in Physics 
complaining about Uie experiment to 
perform at home,—I was gdng crazy 

^ trying to find Uie radius of mysdf! L d us 
^ go Uien. you and I . when history is str«l-
,£ died out like a patient dherized on a taUe. 
t ! Let us go and make our own food. Don't 
^ hick, know: I'm sneakering this out even 
p while wearing shows. Messy on the Iwidal 
^ paUi. What went by was a white horse 
O when consdousness rode on it. Don't 
^ forgd to dream tonight But I can't dream 
«B tonight I've gdthinfs to do. Those papers 

due. Sorry foV the delay, but it was too nice 
a day. T. G. I. F. The story ot my life. 

All the time I'm finding things. Even the 
past has n d stopped. Someone on 
yesterday's bus said:—I can't tdl for the 
Ufe in me. Yes, Uiat's right I was left in a 
basket on the doorstep of ah abandoned 
building. Another tdd a younger one, 
females,—I'll have to help you, but I don't 
know why I should. On Uiis highway you 
just g d taken. Did you? Walking. jUp late 
in the afternoon again. No school now. 
Nights spent in novels. My education: 
reading. Look: gar-bling for okl teeUi, Uie 
students sit weaving baskets. Impatience, 
Uiey say, will not g d you a basket Cutting 
a class at this very moment In the earlier 
grades you felt Uie fear of some operation. 
Always subtracting yourself from the page 
and getting those problems all wnmg. Sun 
is very difficult to have. I'll never get that 
basket done now. 

His eyes only found the occasional 
pennies. When you don't think about 
money, that's when. They wanted me to 
save. I should swaUow quarters to keep Uie 
money inade me. Sorry, I don't like mints. 
Butsomehow, remember. Reaching into his 
pockets, fingars came up with a summer 
postcard from Paris. In big Idters: I 
LOVE YOU. Signed smaU: susan. The 
joker. At sdiool I asked her:—Of course 
not Like going into the store,—No change, 
n d unless you buy someUiing. He 
remembered a subway scripture: Man on 
the moon/on earth yoiu* mama is hungry. 
To Uie cent he added some stranded wire 
smashed into a frozen explosion. To make 
a mobile of sired pieces. Yes in my room. 
So big hanging down you've g d to slide 
under it togd in. Presentty the opposite: 
my junk all over mountaining up. Who 
walked Uie mind like a museum? Uke 
you're in a room full d mobiles: you must 
be mindful of the mobiles. Where can you 
without your head disturbing something? 
Cardul n d to disturti the constdlations, 
Uiey're heM by such loose Uveads, so 
many kiose Udghs. Son, Uiat's how it 
works. So Uiat's how it works. So who 
knows what! Travd with your mind, who 
is he anyway? A: The man who lives his 
thinking. Minn your own madness. The 
bareheadvs.U2buttoned-upbody. You'd 
better take M your hombnrg. What dkl 
Jack say? He has a brain like a good piece 
of hash: hard to light, but when l i t steady 
and really far out—You've g d to stop 
playing out your parents' phantasies in 
your mind. POM- boy. akeady thinkii^ of 
existence, picking up a piece of 
quKksilver. The mirrM- says you are 
there, but what does it care? You: trustii^ 
in images. A matchless matchbook 
reminded him There's Power In A Bdler 
Vocabulary. Overthrow, underthrow, 
throwup. When are you going to grow up? 
Once I stop throwing myself around. As 
soon as. ̂ U w a y . words, on an index card 
he wrote: I can't promise you (hat this will 
be real. My oU home, where I used to live. 

has been torn down. It's n d there 
anymore; it hasn't stopped going. Maybe 
I'm cmnii^t down too. 

Along the highway, it's rule of thumb. 
AnoUier ride:—Hunts Point?—O.K. I will 
be in my old neighborhood Uiis way, no 
matter. Andher dropout tirucking. Get a 
laugh by Uie Broken Boulevard Traffic 
Cirole:—Isn't it a shame, they're tearing 
down the highway to make more room for 
the cemetay. The cab is laughing hard 
too: all those bumps. Step out into bumt 
coffee smell.—Have a good day. 
SviiivUuiig underfed: a glove. An orphan 
runaway from a Renaissance painting. 
Empty index finger pointing up to <3od. No 
Adam in sight. Wanted: no exp. necessary, 
hours to suit, wear gloves. Clerk position: 
mind garden; don't touch anything. Clouds 
to be filed away, horizons to be typed on. 

Stamp me with various dates 

I'll put in an appearance 
with the horizon, my time-dock 

Al least I eared three lines. Last job, two 
weeks now. Memories <rf money. Five 
dollars too much for books leaves five too 
little for tomorrow's rent. A hde in my 
shoe. 

Staring at a small card taped to a ktft 
dow: I N T R A N C E . In some neigh-
bortioods, nothing is spelled right En
vision, envision visiai: Phxida! where 
each mmning oranges are ddivered fresh 
to your door. He lowered his head, white 
boy in a non-white area. Here men remain 
home not minding babies but this coun
try's best, cans irf beer. The two hands stay 
in Uie same place gdng nowhere. 
Salvation wears a watch Uiat does nd 
work. My youUi kildy wwks Uie curtiskles 
in decades: ten, twenty. Negro men are 
nice for me. i^y dominoes, fm^et in the 
dust in the stoofHrows in the centuries. 
Where did I come frmn? Nicdy bea- cats 
tinkle. Hoe Avenue, is ttiis safe? Women 
carrying their year-oM babies. Revdving 
hdids down and around. Uie little ones 
squirm in thdr mothers' arms. Expectant 
girls nod smiling at young men they re
cognize passing. Nodding, sad yoang men 
kill Uiemsdves angrily. This girl has a 
OMner <m Uie fruit market Up eyelkb. 
peek a boo. —Wanna be my boyfren? 
Down eydids. shame on you. P a ^ died 
in that fire-escape place where I once 
lived. Now someone else walks talks so 
shiny it's dirty. Thdr teeth are goki, but 
they do not speak our language wdl. Kkis 
renuin glued to Iheir places on the rooves. 
Who wouMn'l let Uie cat out of Uie bag, he 
died. This is someone else's movie, wait 
for s<mieone else's bi^. This is Freeman 
Street you can't expect a soul to stay. But 
these cherubim won't come down 
anymore. The dealer motions: angel 
promdioas. Why youtti shouM want to die. 
I was nd bom. I was toM. Wre already 
grow*. He's speaking from inside 
baUoons. Comics. And Che eyes ia his bead. 
At fifteen you were first happening. Now 
Uie skies of buikiiafi are spdted wiUi 

tioasewives staring out over windowsiUs 
warmed by their folded arms. Elevated 
trains pass on their way to bdter uptowns. 
Where I should be? Below hydranU are 
iicshly ravaged by dogs. Before me an old 
colored lady puis lier heavy shqiping bags 
<lowa lo rest. I used lodo that for quarters. 
(a iry your bag, Mr. or miss? Special 
rttiisidci-ation one Saturday got me. first 
iiine. a sui-prising fifty cents. Movie 
money (io directly to Tlie Last Days of 
INiinpeii. Preserved in lava. Daily 
Imsiness. Stoned. It's the last day before. 
(Jetting dark cariicr. Better go around 
Bronx Park. A drunken bum was ddng 
push-ups on the bikcstand outside a bank. 
Carl stopped at a comer ixH-dcring on a 
better neighborhood and watched as an 
army of ragged kids caiverged beneath a 
red traffic light. Armed with dirty sponges 
and bdtles of Windex filled with water, 
they assaulted the slipping winddiields, 
scarred them with streaks of transparency 
and solicited contributions with out-
stirelched palms. Cdns from the lords and 
ladies. On their way to distent lands. 

Seeing dlen animals dead in the street. 
Notice a bird by a U=ee in cement Pin
ching himself to see Uiat he did n d 
respond. But I do. I ahvays look. By all this 
this. Where's all Uie magfe hi this 
magictown? More orphans by the road
side. Need a hand? We step on Uie gift. One 
slmng-out shoe. One uptight umbrella. A 
ripped hooray. Where is Uie good time Uiey 
said could be found? Hunger. In a window: 
pouring cups and spooning bowls. The 
day's march into the mouth. She's making 
dinner. HeUomuch. A slave to eyelashes.' 
Don't turn away. A long lode, so pretty, 
between us. TTie flicker care care care 
befwe falling back. Cdisciousness fell 
back beneath B A R . Rubbing the (yawn) 
eyes. Neon light stood up like an okl man 
with shivering bones. Makes an electiric 
ghost of me. to glow in Uie dark. Like fnmt 
rows in the big movies: all of it cones in. 
Or peaking on mesc: all <tf it comes out. 
This evening ot my fluorescence. If they 
only kaewww. Freaky until Uie virtM^tiofS 
stop. He walked <MI, attention charmed by 
energy cmcified in alternating current. 

Can't go home without thinking they've 
already g d Uieir share d it. Tight. Where 
can I g d five doUsrs or something? Across 
the street many went and came by a white 
way. A lk]uor store. Friday night, means: 
money. Me? Today's Post hmxiscope saki 
You have the right answers to improve 
your image. Yes, |Ht)ceeding to panhandle. 
Here? Near Uie enhance d . The 
abashedly bourgeois boy. But I'm a poor 
student. Go on:—Can you spare any 
change? A: No, I keep aU my chaises f«r 
myself. Could just see that happening. 
They look at me funny. Pick-up. Haven't 
storied yet. Everyone must think I want to 
g d a bdUe. As Uiey do. Hdp me out. Yes. 
O sure! My image, Uiis is funny on Uie 
face. Just asking. What if simiame I knew. 
Do I look seriously out d hand? Just have 
to:—CouM you spare any chai^? That's 
it, four seventy-five togo. Can't ask the oM 
fdks nor the wdrdlooking ones. Bottles in 
the window on thdr way out snuggly 
carried between arm and ixeast With this 
package I Uiee wed. Radius: from me to 
them.—Only pennies. —That's fine. 
Sevaity-dght cents so far. Why are bla<± 
pa^le more responsive? Even whea I 
hitoh. A ddlar fifteen. Boy. can I ask her? 
Disappointed Uiat young Uiing. No wonder 
she wants a botUe. And with a girlfriend in 
a new car. Lots of kkJb drive up. tots of 
podeets. I can see why the stred fieak 
pros stay downtown. No chdce. You can't 
think too hard while ddi« this. Cough iqi. 
gdtokeepstideingyourface into someone 
else's fidd. lining Uie pavement The 
same feeling when I hitchhike. Why nd? 
Even a dime. A short ride in your handC-
mon peofde. But Uidr hard-earned. Pdk:e 
car passing. Another illegality. Nervously 
looking for the imagined angry 
stMeowner. What am I waiUi^ for? If 
worse comes to worse. Signal aUdear. 
They're smuggling Uie stuff across to me. 
unseen by Ihe coast. One more and n i ^ t 

Next minute a blade man got out frtm 
the back of a private cab that pulled up. 
Wearing a scruffy, open army jacket, 
sneakers and a fisherman's hat. A real 
bapper. But Uie cab's waiting! Doesn't 
kiok Uie type except for a boule. You can 
never tell. Fhwting toward the store and 

fCont jfiticd on page $) 



The Walls of Hell Are Pink and Yellow 
(Continued from page I) 

Ken Goode, a psychologist, if I could si( in on a group 
therapy session with the psychotics. He lifted his 
eyebrows for a moment and said, "O.K." 1 sensed Uiat he 
was trying lo think of a reason why I shouldn't go, bul 
couldn't c<Mne up wiUi anything. 

We walked through a long corridor which adjoined the 
Ranand Shelter with Uie hospi(al. We took an elevatw to 
(he secimd floor and upon getting out, we were greeted by 
a guard who said, "They're absolutely wild today. They 
must have gotten out of the wrong side of bed or 
someUiing." The psychologist tumed lo me and smiled 
nervously, as if tosay, "Well, you asked fw it" 

Inside the cellblock, they were all mulling aboul 
aimlessly. One of them was hammering away at the 
frame of a window. "What Uie hell is he ddng with a 
hammer?" 1 thought to myself. I was alone in here. Ken 
was df in a comer talking with one of them and as far as I 
was concerned I was alone. No guard, no walls separating 
us . . . nothing. And gunk, gunk, gunk—there was this 
madman wacking away at the window with a hammer. 

One d Ihem came up to me and I freaked. "Arc you a 
psychologist?" he asked accusingly. "Uh . . . sort of," 1 
quickly responded. 

"You want to interview me?" he said. 
"Yeah, sure . . . I guess so." 
This guy was really weird. He started rapping to me 

aboul his wonderful ability to do interviews and 
demanded Uiat I write down aU the information (hat he 
was about to give me. He began wiUi his name, his exact 
address at the institution, his charges, and all that sort so 
I loM him Uuit it really wasn't "absdutely necessary." At 
Uiat point he bacame angry and demanded Uiat I "do Uiis 
property!" So I b^an to write again, not wanting to upsd 
my new friend. Finally I was saved—Ken came by and 
tdd us to "come on over and sit down with Uie others." 

So Roy Davis and I went to sit on one d the two parallel 
benches: I sal down on one end and he sat down on Uie 
other end and cmtinued babbling about how cheated and 
unfortunate he was. Within moments the rest d the group 
was seated but no one could get a ward in because of Roy's 
persistent chatter. (Meanwhile the guy wiUi the hammer 
was gdng as strong as ever.) 

"You're an idiot!" said this big barrd sitting ai the 
( îposite bendi. "An imbecile!" he added. 

"Wait a minute," said Roy. "Which one? An idid or an 

imbecile? After all . . . I'm emdionally disturbed, nd 
mentally iccompetent." 

"He was talking about how demanding you arc" said 
the shrink. Meanwhile the guy with the hammer and 
chisel came over and stood behind the guys sitting across 
from me. He was wearing shades, so I couldn't tell whom 
he was looking at, but Roy and the barrel were into Uieir 
own thing. 

"I want to stay here," said the barrel to Ken. "1 dwi'l 
want a transfer." 

"Are you a part of the problem, CHT are you a part of the 
solution?" said Roy. "If you're part d the problem Uien 
you're not a part of the sdution. If you're not a part of the 
soluliim then you're a part of Uie problem. Huh? Which 
are you? Vm part of the solution." 

The "barrel" got up and removed his outer shirt, while 
saying, "We are finished with Uie verbal part d this 
session—now Uie physical." He walked over, Franken
stein style, to Roy and grabbed him by the chest. I was 
sure that Roy, who looked like the original ninety-eight-
pound-weakling, was about to be pulverized. Ken placed a 
firm hand on Uie "barrel's" forearm and said to Roy, "No 
Roy.. . you're a part of the problem, nd the sdution. 
You're a problan." He then gave the "barrel" a furm bul 
genUe midge in the direcUai d his seal. The "barrel," 
rductanUy went back lo his seat and b^an to rap about 
the "advantages of physical communication as opposed to 
verbal." 

"Once I was in the Bronx House of Detention," he 
b^an. We had no newspapws. no books, nothin'. We were 
only allowed two showers a week. So with things being bad 

enough, this correction dficer woukl come around and 
show us Mack power books la antagonize us. One day he 
came to my cell to give me my towel. When 1 reached out 
to get it, he threw water at me. The next day I did Uie 
same lo him. That night he came to my cell and threw a 
buckd d hd soapy water on me. He knew that I wasn't 
going to stand for that so he brought the deputy around to 
straighten me out. Right in front d the deputy I started to 
whup this guard until he just ran away... and never came 
back. So you see . . .it jus(has(obe." 

"Right" said one of (he dhers. Firs( you talk . . . but if 
that don't jyork . . . pfft." 

"Talk, but if d-t don" work—stab 'em. Dafs what I been 
doin' for years," said a short chubby one. 

But as the "Ciers began discussing their general 
agrecmtni of tiie situation, Roy and the "barrel" were 
still disagreeing. F'-»aliy, Ihe "barrel" got up, grabbed 
Roy. dragged him ô r the beiich, and slugged him. I sat 
ihcrc stunned . . . as if it had been I who'd been hit. I 
watched Roy get hit a few more times and turned to Ken 
who remained seated, yelling "Terry! Cut that out! Do 
you hear me?!" Appareraly not. But Ken remained cool 
as Roy got his block knocked df. I guess it wasn't a good 
idea to mess with the "barrel." Finally, Roy was backed 
lo the end of the cellblock, by Ihe television. "Oh no!" 
shouted the shrink. "The television." At Uiat moment I 
envisioned the barrel smashii^ Roy's head into the t.v. 
screen. At that moment I ran down the cellblock and 
jumped, piggy-back, onto (he "barrel." Ken ran over and 
got Roy out d the way and by this time Uie guards had 
come so I gd down from my pereh and made distance 
betweai mysdf and the barrel. Af^renlly, (he session 
was over. 

The shrink and I Idt the block and g d in the devatar. 
First it went up—lo the third floor, where the psychotics 
go when they first lose control. This tall, well-dressed, 
compldely baM man walked by as the elevator dear 
opened. "Oh by the way," Ken said to the man when he 
tumed his head in our direction, "What have you been 
giving Roy Davis?" 

"Oh we're keeping him up there," the bald man 
chuckled, his eyes flashing, "Keeping him down on 
thorazine didn'i seem to wark." 

"That was Uie head psychiatrist," said Ken as the door 
closed. 

The Junkie 
(Continued from page 4) 
do any favors like that fa- a stranger, 
besides you shouldn't g d into trouble in 
the first place." 

There was no need in even bothering to 
tdl Uie desk sai^eant about Uie phone call, 
so I just foi^ot about making bail that 
night. 

If you can't make bail, you can't make a 
lawyer's fee, so the court appdnts a 
lawyer for you. Most court lawyers are 
young guys who haven't found a job wiUi a 
firm yet. One of the saddest parts d Uie 
legal system is that a good lawyer can get 
anybody df the hook fa- anyUiing. The 
meaning of a good lawyer is any guy with a 
very high fee, who can afla-d lo have a 
whde siring d lackeys lo leg work for him. 
Uie lower the lawyers fee the poorer your 
chances, and when your lawyer doesn't 
charge anything. Oh brother. 

As it haniened, my case was picked out 
for rapid dispossal. The city deckled to use 
my case for publicity in their drive to clean 
up the courts. My trial was set for the next 
day. 

As we stood in the wings and wailed for 
my case to be called, the lawyer tumed lo 
me and sakl: 

"I think we have a chance to get you df 
pretty easy. I've looked through your 
family history and I think the judge will be 
lenient considering your mdher and all." 

Bdore I couM ask him what the hell he 
was talking about, our case was called 
bdore the bench. 

The next few minutes are still a haze to 
me. The clerk read the account d my 
arrest in about a second and a half, hardly 
pausing for air. The judge tooked me over 
carduUy and (hen (umed (o my lawyer. 

"You've heard (he testimony of the 
arresting dficer, how do you plead?" 

My lawyer cleared his throat; here was 
the big mwnent 

"Your honor" he sakl. "My client pleads 

guilty with an ex|^nation." 
WHAT??!! 
"Your honor, my cliait is a poor un

suspecting co l l i e student who was un
wittingly tumed into a heroin addict by his 
associates. He never would have attacked 
the officer if he had known he was a 
policeman, and besides, his mother needs 
him. She's an invalid and she needs 
someone lo go lo the store for her all the 
time lo buy food, and it's u|4iill bdh ways 
to the stare." 

There was silence. I thought he was 
thinking of a new line of thought, but there 
was continued silence. "My god is that it?" 
The clerk looked at him in disbelief. He 
shodi his head. He tumed to the judge, but 
(he judge was asleep. The clerk kicked (he 
side d (he bench, anid (he judge sa( up. 

"Six months, no parole." 
They look me to Rikers Island in a 

profound stale d confusion. 
There was a boxer a few years ago 

named Frankie Dc Paula, who spent ten 
years in the slam. De Paul's summation of 
his time spent in prison was "If you can't 
do the time, then don't do the crime." 

Dc Paul also felt that the only way to 
survive in prison was lo walk up to the 
biggest guy in the place the first day you 
gd there and kick the shit out of him. 
nobody will bother you after that. 

As soon as I gd lo the Island I foltowed 
Frank's advice. The only thing is that 
Frankie never mentkmed the part about 
being put in an isdalion cell for bdng a 
hostile prisoner. No wonder nobody 
bothered him. 

Well, here I am in isolation, and a prison 
trusty is sneaking these notes out for me. 
He slips me the paper and I |riace the ndes 
under the dirty dishes on my food tray. 

Thb note is just to let all my friends 
know what happened to me. and if anybody 
runs into my mother, tell her to hdd on. I'll 
be out in the spring and I'U goto the store 
for her. 

SCHWARTZ 
(Continued from page 8) 
mc. Politely:—Could you spare any 
change? Hands in pockets stof^ed bdore 
the door. A wrinkled young face shd 
around and. with a searching smile, stoned 
maybe, quieried:—Change!? as if he 
hadn't heard, but he did. —Could you spare 
any change? —Don't worry. I'll take all the 
children, were the only words 
decipherable. On into the store. That is. 
what I heard. Sounded spaced-out. 
Another wait until on the way out. No one 
dse coming. After a minute the inivate 
cab honked. Another minute later the 
same cat came out with a small bag Indeed 
into a side pockd. Hdding out. in one 
hand, a ten ddlar bill! —Th-̂ 'iks;. tot. Cari 
wanted to say but the crazy smile 
spr*c:—t i!te i toM you. I'm nd going to 

lake it all. I'm gang lo leave some for the 
children. 

Feeling moved on and df. but around 
and around all over that face like light on a 
movie marquee. The black one kept out his 
open palm and they shook hands. Both 
stood as if loo full: the boy stooped slighUy 
as if a wave had just broken around him; 
the man scrunched down into his coat and 
sneakers like a farmer standing in mud 
and sun. Again the green jacket reminded 
him:—Like I loM you. I'm not gang to 
lake it all. Then walking back and driving 
df in that cab: who's gdng lo bdieve this 
one? Strange cat. Withdrawn, like earth, 
but there. One who kept on this crazy place 
taking care d everything and everyone in 
contact with his skin. What else could you 
say? For the time bdng. this one will do. 



HOUSE PLAN ASSOQAHON 

HUMAN RELATIONS 
WEEKEND 

CUDDEBACKVIUE,NX 
iAli20-23,SATURDAY-TUBDAY 

APPUCATIONS AVAILABLE 317 YDVLEY 

ROCKNOSE 
IS A BAND FOR 
HIRE 

874-1689 

I couldnt get King Kong to give me 
a whir l . But when I turned on to 
AKadamaPlum(thellp-$macKlng grape 
wine with the natural plunn flavor) all 
the College Men started turning on to 
nr>e. Thank you. AKadama Plum, for 
turning the prom glom Into the bees 
Knees. MB _m B^a Akadama Plum 

The toast of the campus. 
imported Dy Suntory internauonai. Los Angcies. Calif. 

SEGONDWYNDE 
rook band 

After their siicresHfnl 
shouy last hVtdayat 

Biittenweiser Lounge 
are now available 

for hire. 
CALL 568.1367 (eves.) 

THE HEBREW UNIVERSITY OF JERUSALEM 
Proerams for American Students 1973-74 
• iX. B.Sc. PROGRAM-for high school graduates. 
• ONE YEAR PROGRAM - lor college sophomores 

and juniors. 
• REGULAR STUDIES-lor college transfer students 

toward B.A. and B.Sc. degrees. 
• GRADUATE STUDIES Masters and Doctoral programs 

I SUMMER COURSES- given in English h 
fr- for application* and intormalion: , 
• OFFICE Of KWm\C AFFAIRS / AMERICAN FRIENDS OF THE HEBREW UNIVERSITY I 

11 EAST 69 STflCET. NEW YOM(. N.V. 10021 / 212 - 9M-M00 | 

:J 

vioatscsansimMMioatscwcKM 

PROFESSIONAL TYf>ING 

A M , ACADEMIC WORK .TERM 
PAPERS. THESES: BUSINESS 
WORK: MANUSCRIPTS: T A P E 
XR^'!f§£.R'PT10N. FAST. AC
CURATE. REASONABLE. 

628-7291 

- STEREOS - I 
DEBB STEREO CO. 

offers substantial discourits 
on a l l brands of stereo 
and 4-channel equipment. 

Contact Mite 6IH032 

THE NEWALBUM 

Musicians 
Wanted 

Auditions for the 1 st Experimental 
College All Music Festival. 

Register todayll 
Rm346 Finleyl-Sdaily 

LEGAL ASS'T 
III only 3 months 

College graduates and otiier qual'lied persons (male and fefflaleX-our in
structors (all practising lawyers) witi train you to lieconw a lesal assistant 
to perfomi paralegal services under a lawyer's direction and supervision ( M 
not » a legal secretary—in fact you too will use the services of a legal 
secretary). Attend classes days or evmings for only .1 monttis. Kousine tc-
commodations are available al an eitra charge. 
rJ^^J^fL*^"^^""' P^ac'ica'. "»»* to" tnfomialinn and techniques on COR-
S 2 2 J l ? 5 - ; . X ^ " ' f ^ RE6UIATI0N . ICGAL AND NONI EtMl RESFARCH. 
? 2 S F * J S ^ ^ c " ^ „ ' i ^ V ^ S^ ^""IS . MERGERS AND ACQUISI-
2 2 5 1 . 1 ^ ™ 5 ? *"? ^ t ^ ' ^^ ^ * ^ • "̂ 'W '̂C ANO PRIVATE 
FIIWNCING • and mucli. much more. 

• Enter a M W am6 •xcifms fUM oad bMoow mnatv^d 
Oo faMfMlin* fMMRfc. MMl|r«i>t. Jhtmtmg om* wririiif 

Accapt m y i f c l B i y 

• A$«ocial« w M lowyw* « N I tiMir dimH 
• hKfMM yoOT l i M w M s * <HMI pMMrtiot 
• M M « * O tkia»4 OMI vohrabW port of l U srowMff i*««l ndMlfy 
(MSSES ARE NOW FOmiNC: HfPlY F0« ADMISSION RI6IIT AWAY. 

Coi l or w r i t * 
for F R E E 

BOOKLET 
NY (212) 
964-4705 ! 

C**n % ftttltlil IMHM'r 

PARALEGAL I N S m U T E , c p , . 4 0 
132 Nassou Street. New York, N. Y. 10038 

I Name. 

] Address _ . 

City State-

Phone 

Apt 

Bp _ I 
I 

^ 
. # ^ ^ " % 

E 

^ _ 

1/1 
United Artists Records and Tapes 

to MAHUMANOV GUITARS 
3Sbt4fMtt.N.TX. 

67S-2157 

•UY-SCU-TRAOE 
Lots of t l d MARTINS ft GltSONS d l set 

p*HKt fcy MMII Man. 

SageGlaiYwiP^^ 



PAIWKIOUNT PlCIur)FS|XC-scfit<; 

JAMESMASON ROBERT PRESTON 
BEAUBRDGES 
^CA/DMERFCKSHOOUOOI 

8ase(lon»<eeroa(K»airi>iaybir ROBERT MARASCX) r^oduoMonuieSroadwarStagsbyOAVCMERRO< 
'<aocMf>nAK»0HMtKMXHJEm M U S C - M C H A E L SMALL a»«» M0«i>8 APWWMOUNT PCTO»« 

WORLD PREMIERE NOW THE F i M B iirt5'~<g 

6RAD OFFED FIFTH IMIE 
An automobile radio belonging to Student Senate 

vice president Peter Grad was stolen from his car 
on Tuesday evening. The car had beeo parked on 
Convent Avenue and 133rd Street for a few hours. 
Upon returning to it Grad realized immediately that 
something was amiss. After determining the nature 

of the dastardly act. Grad quickly took decisive 
action. "They todc my radio again. That wasn't 
nice. But on the other hand, I had no right leaving it 
where it would be sure to tempt someone. But then 
on tlie other hand " 

This is the fifth radio Grad had lost in two years. 

^if^fmw 

OP'S 
XMAS REQUESTS 

BY KKN W'.MKOFF 
Tis Hie .season to IKS merry, and nobody's merrier 

liian the luilion's toy manufacturers who once 
iiguin, lui vc I he opportunity to flood the market with 
such novel games as "Allack," "Freedom's 
Journey," and "Miss Personality." The latest rage 
is a game called "The Boss." in which you too can 
l)e a corporate fucker. It gives a chance for blue 
collar workers to hie and fire their friends at will, 
and reaffirms faith in American ideals. Imagine the 
look on vcur i>rother-in-law's face when he learns 
you sold hill. <MI! 

Anyhow, here's tl:is year's OP Christmas List for 
those who have everything, but deserve nothing: 

«;i>f>UPI: Urgan Games 
Tlie <'ypsy Cabbie: This game is intended for 

th(Ki«> wiii; strong Leaits. The object is to run a 
battery-driven tar down a major city street. You 
accumulate points by hitting various obstacles in 
your path: a dog, a tree, a police car, an old lady. 
Bul no cheatirig. Prints are determined by the 
nuihb^ of dents on your cab. If your car is totalled, 
you automatically win. and the-winner gets to set a 
model medallian cab on fire. Fun, eh* Cucuillo 
Toys. Inc. $15. 

Spare Change?: Contestants get to choose from a 
number of choice locations: The East Village, 
Upper Broadway, The Automat, The Academy of 
Music and various subway stations. This requires 
ingenuity, for the better your ex<!use for needing 
spare change, the more you get. One example is: 
"Hey, I gotta visit a sick aunt in Scotch Plains 
(White Plains, the Plain rrf Jarres)." Whoever 
tallies the most silver gets a six-pack. Stakeout 
Industries. $5. 

A Day in the Bookstore: This game is really easy. 
Players have IS seconds to steal everything in sight 
from under the nose of the little old prt^rietor: an 
electric eye. The key to this game is distractiwi. If 
you catch the attention of the electric eye, your 
partner can clean out the Science Fiction section in 
say. ten seconds, Ripoff Toys. $10. 

Back !>oor Man: This game isn't as much fun as 
the others, but it requires skill and coordinatimt. A 
battery-operated bus pulls in front of your local high 
school. You job: to get as many wooden students 
into the back door before the'bus pulls away. 
There's one catch, though: the door is lined with 
razor blades. If it does oa your man, you lose him 
(for good) and forfeit your turn. Noxious-Fumous 
Toy Co. $4. Extra riders: $2 per dozen. 

GROUP II 
TOYS FOR DOPERS: 

Magic Match: This match is guaranteed to stay lit 
until you are. Two magic words known only to you, 
will extinguish Ihe magic match. Not recommend 
for acid parties. Eternal Flame Mfg. $5. 

Murray the Dealer: IHdl the string on this cute 
little doll and he'll recite such catdiy phrases like; 
"Sure, it's good stuff. I tried it myself."; "You can 
trust me. I'm in the phone book." and "Listen, I 
ain't making no proTit on this." And for an added 
surprise, put a quarter in his hand and he 
mysteriously disappears for a year. Fly By Nite 
Ctorp. $10. 

Toolsie Rush: For those who bite off more than 
Ihey can chew. Looks just like individually wrapped 
chocolates, but each candy is treated with five 
milligrams of pure speed. Each has a surprise 
center: a capsule of thorazine. Bite 'em for that 
seesaw effect. Box of 100 S7.S0. Crash Candy Corp. 

White Lightnin: Looks like smack, but it's really 
good old NaCI. Watch your friends when the stuff 
hits their veins. Good-0 Novelty Corp. 25< per 
pound. 

observation post 
Voice of the Student Body. Conscience of the Admiaistratioa 
Watchdog of Human Rights. Keeper of the Sacred Flame. 

Guardian of the Holy Grail. Defender of the Weak. 
Protector of the (^pressed and Helper of the Poor 

since IM7. 

The Beavers of City College gnawed their way to a biting upset victory over the unbeaten and nationally ranked Rams of 
Fordham University. Well... at least to "half' of a victory. The half-time score at Jerry T. MalHXiey Hall, a division of the Paul 
Winchell Science Building (Hey! Where's Knucklehead???) found the Lavendermen on the broadside of a resounding 34 to 26 
lead. Tight defense and deft ball handling contributed to the Beavers surprising first half victwy. As for number two... well, 
that's another game. 

On Monday night the Beavers took on the highly touted Blackbirds of Loi^ Island University. LIU is lead by Ruben Rodriguez. 
Itasketball's first Puerto Rican si^iersUr (the fact that he is the only Puerto Rican l>asketball player over six feet has nothing to 
do with it). The game was marited by the Beaver's repetition of their first-half heroics against Fordham. The Lavendermen led 
LIU through most of the first half, only to squander their lead and eventually lose the game. 

More important that the loss to the Blackbirds was the fact that Raymond the Baseman (B.P.P. 7i) failed to appear for a 
game for the first time in memory. 

Pictured here is the charged up Beaver squad bursting out of their artificially surfaced locker rown. led by the BagMwaver 
and their morally elevating Lavenderettes. The Beavers were met by a crowd of several hundred enthusiastic bagleeaters. 

R. Seltzer 

YaOMa 
Quarler? 

9 
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