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S5-Million Budget Skash Drasﬂcally
Cuts the Faculty, Staff and Services

By JOSEPH L. LAURIA

With 46 instructors dismissed from the classrooms, 48 members dropped from the ad-
ministration, no psychological counselors remaining, and nearly 3,000 students gone from
the campus, the academic year began here Wednesday.

The College’s dramatic reductions in teaching adminstrative, and staff personnel came in the aftermath of the
devasting fiscal storm which dragged through the City University system for ten trying months before petering

out—for the time being—this summer.

The crisis left in its wake a
Liniversity  system  with  $28.6-
million less in resources than it had
last September. The final budget
slash, announced last  June,
amounted to $69.2 million, $4.68
million of which came from the
Colicge’s budget.

Exactly where these cutbacks of-
ficially had taken cffect here had
not yet been outlined by college of -
ticials as late as Friday.

Alice Chandier, the College's
Acting Provost, said Wednesday
that President Marshak is
preparing a detailed account of the,
cutbacks and that the report would
not be ready before next week.

Chandler and other College of-
ficials refused 10 discuss specific

Arrest Fvein Reglslrauon Boycott;
Free Tuition at CUNY is Demanded

By FRANKLINS. FISHER JR.

Five persons were arrested and charged with criminal trespass here Wednesday during a
demonstration calling for reinstatement of free tuition and open adminssions at City

University.

The demonstrators blocked for three hours the scheduled registration of 4,000 students. But there was no
violence, and registration began shortly afier the arrests were made.

Taken into custody were Mosses
Harris, 44, of 302 Livingston
Street, Bklyn., and four other

Boycott Seen as
e

Futile Effort in

By JOSEPH L.. LAURIA

For the thousands of
students who were kept out-
side while demonstrators oc-
cupied the registration area
in Mahoney Gymnasium
Wednesday morning, the
widespread feeling appeared
to be one of annoyance and
resentment of the protestors,
and an acknowledgement
that their long and ardous
fight to retain Open Ad-
missions and free tuition was

over.

Although several students said
they agreed with the protestors”
demands **in principle,” they fely
that the reality of the watuation
madc any cleventh-hour atempi 1o
reverse the circumstances  tatile,
and  several chose colortul en-
pletives 10 descitbe the frustranen

See COPING, Page 2

members of a group called Black
Economic Survival (BES); after
they refused 10 leave Mahoney
Gymn where registration was 10
take place. Harris is executive
director of the group, which
represents minority workers in con-
struction and other industries. Thai
group, the Student Senate and
United Peoples were joint sponsors
of the protest.

United peoples is an affiliate of
the Student Senate and includes in
its membership a number of scnate
cxecutives,

Black Economic Survival in-
cludes in its ranks construction
workers and community leaders
who took part in the North
Academic Complex construction
riots of May 1975.

Also arrested were BES members
Juan Villa, 20, of 2145 Mapes
Avenuc, Bronx; Oscar Fombay. 36,
of 323 Carleton Avenue, Bklyn.;
Elisha Bapuiste. 47, of 481 E. 94th
Strect, Bkyln., and Natalic Davis,
24, of 2175 Cedar AVenuc. Bronx,
police reporied.

The five were booked at the
W.126 statonhouse at sbout §:3)
then  released.  Arraignmeni s
scheduled tor Sept. 27 in Manhat-
tan Cninnnal Court, police said.

Besides calting 1or sestoraiion ot
tree imtron and open adimissons at

CUNY, ihe

represciiaines of

protcstors blasted the recent layoffs
of black, Hispanic and other
*‘progressive’”  facully members
from the University. They also
charged that the Tuition Assistance
Program would fait to meet the
tuition needs of most students.

The delay in registration began
about 7:30, when about 15 mem-
bers of United Peoples entered the

Sce BOYCOTT, Page 2

budget reductions on campus until
the Marshak report is released,
citing the *“*‘complexity” of the in-
formation.

Howcver the ncarly $5-million
slash—which puts the Collcge’s
operating - budget below  $47-
million—has put into cffect much
of Marshak’s controversial retren-
chment proposals, which were
prepared last December in an-
ticipation of cutbacks of up to $7-
million.

Attrition and Retrenchment

The report recommended that
with a $5-million cut, $671.000 be
saved through attrition of boih
professional and non-professional
staff. The College, in fact, saved
about $2.71-million through the at-
trition of 56 civil scrvice workers,
50 adminstrators and their staff
and 92 members of the Colicge’s in-
structional staff.

The other major cost-cutting
proposal in tast crms’s report was
an  ‘‘across the board retren-
chment,”  saving the Colicge
$1.967-million this yecar with a
$468,000 cut in Student Affairs,
$48.000 in the Library and iis staff,
$265.000 in Buildings and Grounds
and $229,000 in the administration,

The retrenchment actions tran-
slated into the firing of 69 civil
services workers—secretarics and
office personnel. . It also dictated
the firing of 57 full-time faculy
members, 10 of which have been
reinstated through a $250,000 grant
from University Chancellor Robert
Kibbee.

All told, 93 instructors and office

See RESOURCES, Page 2

Cite BiomedBias;
College Officials
Hiea Lawyer

By FRANKLIN S. FISHER Jr.

President Marshak and
Alfred Gellhord, Director of
the Center for Biomedical
Education, hired a lawyer
last week. The two men,
both defendants in a Federal
reverse discrimination case,
have retained attorney
Maurice Nessen to advise
them on the legal intricacies
of the case, Marshak an-
nounced last week.

Nessen  in 1974 represcented
author Clifford Irving, who with
his wife was jailed for writing a
bogus-autobiography of billionaire
Howard Hughes.

Both officials arc  currently
represented by the Corporation
Council of the City of New York,
which is required under the City’s
charter to provide cily officials
with legal council, according to W.
Bernard Richland, head of the Cor-
poration Council.

Nesscn is currently scrving in an
advisory capacity only, but Mar-
shak and Getlhorn may seek 10
have him represent them at an up-
coming irial where a Federal Judge
will determine whether they are

hable for damages for their role in
Sce BIOMED, Page 2
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Police checked alt those entering registration immediately after arrests. Line of students stretched

Biomed Race Bias Cited b
Marshak, Gellhorn Hire

BIOMED, From Page 1
the 1974 Biomed case.

Also named as defendants in‘the
case arc Robert Kibbee, Chancellor
of City University; Alfred Giar-
dino, former chairman of the
Board of Higher Education: and
three institutions — the B.H.E., the
City University, and the College.

Manhatian District Judge Mar-
vin E. Frankel ordered the second
phasc August 17, after finding the
defendants guilty of establishing
racial quotas for admission 1o the
1974 Biomedical freshman class.

7 .
OPhoto by Tony L.ec

President Marshak.

Frankel is expected to decide 10
whom and in what manner dam-
ages may have 1o be paid. The class
action suit was filed by the Anti-
Defamaition Lcague of B'nai Brith
in January 1975,

In his 49-page decision, the judge
ruled that College officials had
practiced *‘intcational racial dis-
crimination”™ when they shut out
“solely on the basis of race™ 19
white and Asian applicants and a
sccond group of 14 aliernites who
in 1974 sought admission to the

OP. wiLL novp rrs
NEXT STAFF MEETING
ON THURSDAY.
SEPT. 16,12 2 P\

IN FINLEY RM. 336,
AL ARE WELCOME

to Sheppard Hall.

program.

While the racial quota was never
officially sanctioncd, admissions
personnel favored black and His-
panic applicants in efforts 10 create
2 50-50 split between minority stu-
dents and those of other ethnic
groups who sought admission 1o
the program, the Judge ruled.

Each of about 25 students arc
sccking  damages in  excess of
$10,000, for the loss of onc year's
time which they say resulted from
their rejection by Biomed admis-
sions officials.

Frankel also desciibes in his de-
cision how minority representatives
both outside the College and with-
in, exerted strong pressurc on Bio-

Y
Own Attorney

Judge,

med officials to admit to the pro-
gram large numbers of black and
Hispanic students.

The judge noted in his decision
that the 1974 admissions practices
infringed uvpon the ““duc process’
and “cqual protection™ rights of
the white and Asian students.

College officials carly in 1975 re-

vised those procedures after the
press reported extensively on the
1974 admissions situation.

The Biomed program trains stu-
dents to become doctors in six years
instcad of the usual cight, and rc-
quires them upon graduation to
work in medically under-stuffed
arcas of the city for a minimum of
two years.
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Science and  Physical Lducation
Building and barricaded themselves
in by chaining 19 exists throughout
the building, according 10 Albert
Dandridge, Dicector of Security.

The students left an hour and a
halt later just as security gaurds
arrived with bolt cutters and moved
through the building  cutting the
chains from the exits, Dandridge
reported.

But a tew minutes kater, some ten
BES members ranging in age from
their carly 20°s to their mid 40°s
filed into Mahoney, and as security
guards and adminstrators looked
on, overturned the dozens of
registrations tables set up around

the gymn and announced: “No

registration today. Everybody go
home.* ’

Minutes later, Morton F.
Kaplon, Acting Vice President for
Adminstrative Affairs, informed
the protestors  that they were
“illegally trespassing on Colicge
property,” and asked them to
leave.

Mcanwhile, reporters inside the
gymn met fisst with Harris, who
outlined the protesters demands
and later with Congressman Her-
man Baditlo, the Bronx Democrat.

Calling the imposition of tuition
“‘the worst decision the city has
made,”” Badillo endorsed the
protest and said “‘the fight should
continue.”

Badillo said that the college’s
many successful alumni had been
“silent’* on recent retrenchment,
and called on them 10 lend support
in restoring free (uition at the
University.

About an hcur and a half later,
around noon, 30 policemen from
the Manhattan North Command
quictly entered Mahoney and
arsested the five BES members.

Registration began an hour later,

shortly after 1 p.m., with police
manning barricades  outside  the
building.

$5-Million Cut;
Faculty Reduced:
Enroliment Down

RESOURCES, From Page |
personnel have been fired, and bet-
ween 50 10 60 of them are now ap-
pealing their cases with the College,
according (o Prof. Rodmilla Milen-
tijenic (History), the faculiy and
staff union represemative  here.
(Page 3).

The department hardest hit by
retrenchment  was  Student  Per-
sonnel Services, which was disman-
tled after losing 21 members of its
staff.

The academic department har-
dest  hit by retrenchment  was
Physical and Hecalth Education,
where 50 percent of the personnel
was let go and course offerings
were reduced by one-third. Only
coaches Floyd Layne (basketball),
Janie Fagelbaum (vollcyball), and
Nerman Johnson, an instructor,
have been reinstated from the thir-
teen full-time faculty members
axed last spring.

Earoliment Down

Kibbee rcleased siatistics Wed-
nesday  which showed that
enrollment at the University had
dropped by 32,294 students.
College officials maintained Wed-
nesday that the decline in
enrollment here would not rise
above 20%. However, Robert
Carroll, the Vice President for
Communications and Public Af-
fairs reportedly 10ld leaders of the
demonstrators who interrupted
registration Wednesday that
enrollment here would decline by
35%.

Students Pay Tuition and Denaun the Boycott

COPING, From Page 1
the registration delay had brought
them.

““It’s a bunch of shit,” said Lisa
Unger, a 22-year old senior, *‘l
took a day off from work to
register, and now look what hap-
pens.”

“1"'m pissed off,”” declared Vic-
tor Torrez, a 2k-ycar old senior, **It
makes no scnse. The only people
that arc being hurt are the studen-
ts.”

One veteran student, who asked
not to be named, said that instcad
of  keeping  students from
regisiring, the protesters  should
havc begun a drive for students 1o
come to the College. ““They're
talking about cducation, so why
keep students away from school. In
the future when they ask  for
student  support.  studenis  will

remember thas and nught sav no,”™

he said.

The  demonstration was
organized by the Student Senaie. a
campus  group  called  United
Peoples, and a gromp of con-
struction workers who were mem-
bers of Biack Ecolonic Survival, a
commumity-bascd  organization
which has fought for increased
minorty hinng on the campus con-
SMTRCIGR SHON,

Another student, lrenc Wiely, a
22-year old scnior typified the
mood of acceptance among the
students when she said: *‘1 don't
think anything will be ac-
complished by this, because the
whecls have been set in motion.””

Paying tuition, what the demon-
strators had hoped to prevent the
students from doing, was not
described by scveral students as
being an unmanageable burden.
Nincty-five per cent of students at
the University have filed for some
type of assistance plan, and cvery
student interviewed here this week
had donc the same.

I mad: Columbia but couldn't
afford the tuition, so 1 came here,”
remarked entering freshman John
DiPalermo. who said that afier
tition assistance he had 1o pay jost
S200.

v got to pay S380 the vear,”
said  one ~student iather
Fackadancally, ““but 1 worked ali
suimmer so d can attord ™"

One studeni, who descsibed him-
self as an activisg from e Late -
foes, saids R s the hiesn e i
the tive years since 1've been here
that | did not support a2 demon-
sranon. It was ndiculois, wor-
thless and made e ~pead four
hours to regnter.™

RIS

Securily guards turn away two students who came toregister Wed-
nesday morning.
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Students and faculty about to sample what Saga has to offer.

Management Found for Cafeterias;
Search Delayed a Year by Dispute

By MICHAEL ROTHENBERG
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60 Instructors Chalenge Layoffs

By SOSEPH L. LAURIA

About 60 of the laid off administrators and faculty members arc appealing their cases with
the College right now, and the union that backs them is prepared 10 go as far in the judicial
system as nccessary to get their jobs back, according to Prof. Rodmilla Milentijevic
(History), the faculty and staff union representative here.

According to Mileatijevic, the College has Tired more instructors in relintion to thie size of its budget cut than
any other branch of the University. She charged that the College had put equipment and supplics ahead of faculty
members’ jobs. “*What good are books without the prolessors 10 use them 1o teach the students,” Milentijevic

asserted.

She said that the Professional
Staff Congress, the faculty union,
was particularly incensed about the
firing of seven prolessors who were
duc to reccive full tenure on Sept.
1. She said that, in addition, the
union was working especially hard
10 reinstate 14 lecturers—cight in
the now defunct Student Personnel
Services Department, five in the
Department of Physical and Health
Education and one in the Alternate
Siwudies Program—who had con-
tractual tenure with the College.

The union, through negotiations
with the College, had been able 10
rehire 10 lecturers with certificates

Operation of the College’s three cafeterias was awarded last July to Saga Dining Hall
Services in the wake of a controversy over the bidding for last year’s cafeteria contract.

Saga, a nation-wide concern, assumed operation of the North and South Campus cafetcrias, and the Finley
Snack Bar, Sept. 1. The contract requires Saga to maintain food prices untit next June at their Sept. 1975 levels.

Saga is also required 1o improve
the appearance of the cafeteria; re-
tain on a trial basis the present
cafeteria staff; and give the College
am annual rebate of 2.5% of gross
sales, or $20,000, whichever is
-higher.

The College sought an outside
contractor last summer, after the
Business Office operated the cafe-

- teria at a substantial loss.

However, the bidding process
bogged down in controversy afier
the College reversed an initial de-
cision to award the contract to the
Hora and Hardart Corporation,
and gave it instead to Blanchard
Management, a politically connect-
ed, black-owned firm.

The reversal followed a series of
phone conversations between mem-
bers of the law firm representing
Blanchard Management, and

* Robert F. Carroll, Vice President
- for Communications and Public

Affairs. Each of the men involved
had backgrounds in politics, and at
least one reportedly knew Carroll,
who is a former Lindsay Admini-
stration official.

Responding to the allegations of

political patronage, President Mar-
shak impaneled a Commitice of
Responsibility, and charged them
with investigating the bidding pro-
cess.
After the Committee tossed out
both bids, the College formed a
Food Services Committee which re-
opened the bidding to five food ser-
vices contractors, which inctuded
Blanchard, H&H, and Saga.

Under Saga, food prices at the
three campus eateries will be ad-
justed to uniform levels. Compared
with last term’s prices, food will
now cost less at the North and
South Campus cafeterias and molre
in the Finley Snack Bar.

““The snack bar prices would
have gone up anyway,” according

to Edmund Sarfaty, who as Direc-
tor of Finley Siudent Center has
responsibility for operating the
Snack Bar. *‘lt was losing fast year
because 1 didn’t want (o raisc the
prices,’’ Sarfaty said.

of continuance, Milentijevic said.
The money came trom a special
$250,000 grant from University
Chancellor Robert Kibbee.

The union representative  also
said that one instructor from the
Pucrto Rican Studies program in
the  Departmenmt  of  Romance
Languages was rehired this month.
The department fired S faculty
members last December and had
hoped to replace them all this mon-
th, but could only accommodate
this one’ professor, who Milen-
tijevic would not identity.

Milentijevic has a list naming
evey instructor who was fired
during July, but would not relcasce
it because she said the College had
not officially presented it ‘to her.
Dcan Morton Silberberg, Associate
Dean  of Adminstrative-Faculty
Rclations, refused Wednesday to
disclose the list, saying that cven
though it was a public document
“*‘many of the professors would not
like to have their names show up in
the Cotlege paper.”

One laid-off instructor who has
done much 10 publicize his case is
Paul Minkoff, of the Aliernate
Studies Program.

Minkoff, who in 1971 won an
appeal to get his job back when an
arbitrator ruled that he had been
dismissed on grounds of ‘“‘political
beliel,” is charging that the College
had “‘political motives” in
dismissing him this year.

““Itis my contention that the thin
veneer of ‘educational® reasons for
this move are merely @ pretext for
an action that is viotative of my
constitutional, academic, and
human rights to freedom of ex-
pression and  political  activity,”
Minkofl' wrote in a letter to
President Marshak dated July 28.

Prof. Ken Eisold, who with
Minkoff helped create the con-
troversial  Alternate  Studies
Program was also fired in July,
leaving the program with just (wo
course offerings this term.

Students  learning of Minkoff
and Eisold's dismissal at
registration Wednesday, where
described by one faculty member as
being ““outraged.””

Women's Studies was affected,
according to Milentijevic, because
several professors from the English
Department who taught women’s
studies course were layed off.
Milentijevic pointed out that of the
12 English Departmeat faculty
members o be fired, 10 were
women, which “‘puts Affirmative
Action out the window."’

Everyday, for the past six weeks,
four 10 six hearings have been held
on appeals and should continue for
another 10 days, Milentijevic said,
at which time the PSC will decide
what actions to take next in rein-
stating those professional workers
here who have challenged their
dismissals. -

Chandler Acts as New Provost:
Brenner Leaves for B.H.E. Post

By MICHAEL ROTHENBERG

Alice Chandler, the former Assistant Vice President for Institutional Advancement,
became acting Provost Sept. 1, after her appointment by President Marshak. She replaced
Egon Brenner, who became Vice Chancellor ior Academic Affairs at the Board of Higher

Education the same day.

Both appointments are subject (0 approval by the B.H.E. on Sept. 20, but this is viewed as a formality, and

approval is easily expected.

A search committee charged with
finding a permanent Provost is ex-
pected to be formed by the end of
the month, according to Prof. Saul
Brody (English), Chairperson of

OP Is Now Looking For New Wiriters

About this time of year, The Observation Post usually begins a search for new talent, and
this year is no exception. Several of our editors and reporters graduated last June, and we are
anxious to see them replaced with new faces.

OP is beginning its 30th consecutive year of publication and several changes in our format will ring in our third
decade. The newspaper has become a weekly publication, and will include for the first time a new section called
The Observation Post Magazine. (See Page d.]

Because OP is now a weckly, the
news department has expanded its
coverage of campus acws. We need
a staff of dedicated news and
featurc writers (o take on the new
workload. Workshops are planned
for beginning reporters.

The Observation Post Magazine
is secking cxpcricnced creative
writers as well as aspiring new jour-
nalists and studenis who are serious
about lcarming both. Ut dcsires 1o
asscmble a solid staff of writers
capable of completing assigned
magavzine articles about the
Collcge. In addition, the magazine

will be open to contributions from
the student body as well as the
faculty.

Our Arts section will continue 10
cover both on and off-campus aris
events, and is looking for writers
on film, theatre, dance, music, and
books.

We arc also looking for
photog-aphers capable of handling
news photos and assignments for
the maga-inc and aris sections.

Also welcome are sportswriters
~ wc inicnd to begin a sports page
once  agaia — cartoonists and
graphic  artists, and most im-

portantly a Business Manager.

In the past, The Observation
Post has been the training ground
for scveral professional writers.
such as Slywen Raab, of The New
York Times, and the creatos of
“Kojak”. Ralph Damhcisser of
Reuters News Service, Noe Gold-
wasser of the Village Voice and
Bob Rosen of Rush Magavzine.

OP will hold its first general
mecting on Thursday. Sceptember
16 at 12:00 p.m. in Finlcy 336.
Anyonc interested in jeining i
urged to attend.

the Faculty Senate Executive Com-
mittee. Chandler, whose salary in-
creased 32,000 with the ap-
pointment to $36,700, would not
say if she planned to submit her
name to be considered by the com-
mitice.

Brenner said in a phone interview
from his new office at E. 80th
Street, that he 100k the B.H.E.
position because *‘1 was invited (0

‘do so and decided to do so.’” He

said that he thought the offer was
‘*interesting.”*

Brenner first joined the College
faculty in 1946 as a professor of
electrical enginecring and held that
position until hc was madc dean of
the school of cngincering. In 197}
Breuner was chosen by President
Marshak after a scarch commitiee
had considered scveral other can-
didates, including Chandler, then
an English professor.

Chandlcr is replaced as assistant
Vice President by Theodore Gross,
the Dean of Humamities. Gross will
now bhe paid $39.225 a vear.

Marshak is  seportedly  con-
sidering Prof. Marianne Cowan
(Germame and Slavice 1 anguages)

and Prof. Edward Quinn (English)
as Gross’ successor, according to
sources in the administration.

Chandiler has been at the College
for 15 yearss, two years at her last
post, and the rest as an English
professor. Before working here she
1aught at Skidmore and Barnard
Colleges, completed several books,
and wrote articles for scholarly
journals.

Brenner is  replacing  Father
Timothy Healey who left in May to
become President of Georgetown
University.

OFmzoy Toen Lee

Alice Chandler.
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The biomed fiasco

A federal judge ruled recently that College of-
ficials were guilty of “‘intentional racial
discrimination’* when, in 1974, they shut out a
number of white and Asian applicants to the
Biomed Programn, admitting instead Black and
Hispanic students who, in some cases, were less
qualified academically than those at whose ex-
pense they were admitted.

These officials, according to Manhattan
District Judge Macvin E. Frankel’s 4%-page
opinion, reacted to pressures from the black and
Hispanic communities, which clamored for “‘at
least a 50% quota’’ of minority admissions to the
Biomed program. .

While we support the concept of the Biomed
program-the training of students 10 serve as doc-
tors in mediccally understaffed areas of the city-
and while we applaud any fair and sincere action
opening to minorily groups those opportunities
which have traditionally been denied them, we
can only deplore the frightened and hypocritical
behavior of the 1974 Biomed admissions per-

 sonnel.

Their actions, which violated the due process
and equal protection rights of those white and
Asian students denied admission, reveal, at best,
a warped sense of justice and a muddlled concept
of what constitutes the public interest.

At worst, their pliability and unfairness under
pressure points to a disappointing lack of back-

bone, compassion, and truthfulness.

The terrific irony bhere is that while acting, at
least ostensibly, to counter racism, these ad-
ministrators committed the very same injustice
which they claimed to oppose.

As we see it, the bottom line in the Biomed af-
fair is the fundamentat lack of integrity which
seems to pervade the Marshak administration.

We think, for example, of the ease with which
some administrators permit their secretaries to lie
about the boss’ whereabouts - on the surface a

most petty consideration perhaps, but one which"

at base is as dishonest in character as the more
significant transgressions it gives way to. As with
the heavy-handedness and double talk which
characterized the administraation’s dealings last
winter with the CCNY Veteran’s Association.
Or, 10 cité the most significant example yet, one
which has gone beyond Convent Avenue to
become, literally, a Federal case; the Biomed
fiasco.

While Judge Frankel is expected 10 announce
in the near future a date for a second phase of the
Biomed trial, at which he will decide if any of the
defendants are liable for damages, we hardly ex-
pect that any legal decision will prompt the
college to correct its behavior.

Rather, a shift to integrity can only come
when college officals resolve to make that
shift, in and of themselves.

OP’s new look

With this issue, Observation Post embarks
upon a new course in its 29-ycar history. Foun-
ded by disenchanted World War 11 veteran’s on
campus, O.P. evolved from a politically oriented
special interest publication into a conventional
campus newspaper during the fiftics, and, more
recently into a lively and widely denounced
“‘radical and pornographic’® underground jour-
nal.

Observation Post finds itself in 1976 with a
new format, a new scope, and a ncw sensc of
purpose.

This issue of O.P. represents our new direc-
tion: 2 blending of the controversial O.P. of the
sixties with the strictly objective campus
newspaper of the fifties.

Observation Post has become a wcckly

publication, and coverage of campus news and
features will be expanded. To preserve the
unusual flavor O.P. has acquired in the past, a

bi-weely " Observation Post Magazine will be
published in cvery other issuc, providing a
literary forum where students at the College can
display their work. The Magazine section, which
will also be open to contributions from faculty
members, will print short-story fiction, poctry,
essays, literary criticism and new journalism,
with 3 page devoted to national news.

In those issucs where the Magazine does not
appcear, O.P. will publish a new Op-Ed page—a
forum for in-depth discussion of campus issucs.
Contributions from the studcat body and faculty
membecrs arc again welcome.

OBSERVATION POST IS LOOKING FOR NEW STAFF MEMBERS
STUDENTS INTERESTED IN NEWS REPORTING, MAGAZINE
AND ARTS WRITING, PLEASE COME TO FINLEY 336 ANYTIME

-ALSO NEEDED ARE PHOTOGRAPHERS
AND A BUSINESS MANAGER

NO EXPERIENCE NECESSARY

By FREDERIC SEAMAN

While standing among the reporters, and photographers assembled in
front of the Science Building last Wednesday morning, waiting for the an-
nounced takeover of Mahoney Gym to stop registration, | realized that
this protest action was going (0 be just another throwaway media event de-
signed to draw auention 10 CUNY s plight.

Shortly after 9 AM those gathered outside entered the building and for
several minutes accompanied various College security guards who, armed
with a pair of bolt cutters, proceeded 1o clip the chains that the protestors
had wrapped around numerous exit doors carlicr that morning.

Just when the journalists milling around the *‘liberated gym** were
beginning 10 feel they had been cheated out of what was to have been an
exciling news story, a group of 15 burly construction workers trooped into
the gym and proceeded 10 overturn the tables set up for registration, an-
nouncing that there would be none.

When the reporters crowded around Moses Harris, the angry leader of
the demonstrators, they were met with an emotional barrage of poltical
grievances. As Harris blasted a wide range of international, national, and
local poltical ills, linking the takeover of Mahoney gym to *‘the struggle
for liberation of she black brothers in Zimbabwe, known to you white
folks as Rhodesia,”” many of the assembled journalists filming, taping,
and writing down his remarks scemed to grow increasingly skepticat of the
connection Harris was making between the U.S. Government’s support of

. the white minority regimes in South Africa and Rhodesia and the imposi-
tion of tuition at CUNY. They also questioned the protestors® apparent as-
sertion that a takeover of Mahoney Gym would lead 10 the restoration of
free tuition. And besidcs, what were the construction workers doing there
in the first place?

Moses Harris was not, as some of those who watched his emotional per-
formance grew to suspect, a dangerous psychopath. He was an angry man
making a poinl.

That point was that the elimination of free tuition is a basically racist ac-
tion, becausc a disproportionately higher number of minority students will
not be able to afford tuition and will thus be excluded from the University.
““If my kids can’t go to school,” Harris repeatedly stated, ‘“nobody goes
10 school.’* The man has a point. .

The ties between the construction workers and student activists at the
College daic back to 1he takcover of the North Academic complex last
year, when several student groups on campus actively supported the con-
struction workers” demands for increased minority hirings. Harris, 'who
heads an organization called Black Economic Survival, was one of the key
organizers of tast year’s construction site shutdown. A scasoned veteran of
many years of struggle against the exclusionary policies of white construc-
tion unions, Harris and his construction workers brought a measure of
professionalism to last. Wednesday's protest action.

After it became apparent the construction workers were not going 10
vandalize Mahoney Gym, and that Cotlege administrators were not going
1o panic and do something stupid like call in the police, the initially tense
mood in the gym became more relaxed, and the media ciscus could begin.

Quite obviously, the delay in registration did not bring about a reversai
of the decision 10 imposc tuition. Was it, at least, as Harris stated, *‘the
start’” of a CUNY-wide fight against tuition? | doubt it It was, as [ fear-
ed, only another short-lived propaganda stunt designed 10 draw attenti
to the rape of CUNY. And attention it drew. But nothing was changed.

{ don’t know whether the students who organize these protests believe
their own militant rhetoric. 1 only know that actions remain without im-
pact. They do not, as student activists are fond of saying, **help build the
struggle,”” or ‘‘educate the masses of students.’ in fact, the disconcerting
truth is that the majority of students neither care about, much less support
such militant protes1.

Student radicals must come to grips with the realization that organ-
izing efforts among CUNY students have not been successful thus far,
1argely due 1o a lack of leadership on the part of the University Student
Senate, as well as a fundamcental disregard for political realities by most
other political groups opcerating out of the various CUNY campuses. Most
of these groups, including United Peoples, seem determined to act accord-
ing to their own radical political faniasies, rathes than work out a strategy
for resistance that might offer some chance of success. The cannibalistic -
infighting among many of CUNY s activist groups has traditionally work-
ed against the possibility of uniting around one common strategy. Had
there been such a strategy last spring, feee tuition may have been maintain-
ed. As far as the political sccnc on most campuses goes it’s still a radical
frec for all, cach group compcting for stud [

As this paper has pointed out in the past, CUNY’s zrch encmy is the
Siate Assembly which blackmailed the weak and indecisive Board of High-
er Education into submission. Now it is up to all CUNY students (plus
their familics and relatives) to make an all-out cffort to see to it that every
legislator who voted against CUNY is not re-clected. We know who these
legislators arc, and we have the clectoral clout to punish them.

Secondly, a drive must be started to resolve the free toition issuc in a
city-wide referendum. Only the tax-paying people of New York, whose
chitdeen stand to gain or lose so much, havc the right 1o end the City’s
tradition of frec tuition.

To accomplish these goals we need to unite around a sound strategy. |
still belicve students will listen if they are presented with a sound plan for
action that offers a promisc of success.

Take-overs, sit-ins, strikes and boycotts are valuable weapons — pro-
vided they are used intclligently as part of a larger plan of action. Isolated
proicst actions accompanicd by familiar radical rhetoric have accomplish-
ed little in the past, and wilt accomplish little in the (uture. Not eve > a well-
orchestrated media event helps “*build the siruggle™ if the resulting pub-
licity is targely negative, os misinformed.

Opinions expressed in this column do not necessanly represent
Observation Post's viewpoint
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My balls are as tight as leather. | have o
write this story in the next six hours (0 meet
the deadline, since this story is alrcady
scheduled for the magazine cover, and for
the last two weeks I've been shooting my
mouth off to everybody about how great
it was going to be.

“Looking forward to seeing your story
Rondinone,” they say. Welt, so am 1. | had
intended to write about my trip to Canada
this summer, but | wanted (0 avoid a
““travel piece’’ (as the journalists say). I'm
not a journalist. In the past [ have wrilten
Perverse Fantasies about armadillos and
ovaries, and wordy journals describing my
friends and my relationships to them. —
very pr stuff. Blessed with good
looks as a child has spoiled me: I’'m used 10
being the center of attraction. Enough
about that. There are people in the jour-
nalism department who would agree that
I'm not a journalist. Professor Boynton
who teaches latroduction to Com-
munications at one time refused 10 let me
register for any journalism courses because
one of my perverse faniasy pieces | implied
that the Journalism Department at the
College was bullshit. |1 admit that was not
very tactful, but all of the successful college
journalists | ever talked to agree that you
learn by doing. And there was another
journalism professor who went so far as 10
ask an Observation Post editor, Herb Fox,
10 write a term paper that should attempt
to answer the question: Why does Ob-
servation Post print Rondinone’s stuff?
won’t mention his name because he's
retired and unable to defend himself, living
in Florida ecating prunes. and riding
tricycles. In addition to this, there are Ob-
servation Post editors who seriously doubt
my editorial capabilities, and | have to ad-
mit — so do 1. I can barely edit, lay out a
page of copy, count headlincs, read, or give
out assignments. Why am | magazine
editor?  don’t know. Anyhow, a writer on-
ce told me that if you don’t let your readers
know what’s happening by the end of the
first paragraph they’ll siop reading, so |
assume if you've gone this far you'll trust
me and go on.

. e

My friend (who's been referred to as the
Ben Bradiey of Observation Post) and |
decided over a few drafts we would use this
summer to travel. We talked of the South,
going to Plains, Georgia to visit Jimmy
Car(er (maybe we'd drop in on Judy and
smoke a joint). But we went North instead.
Ben got psyched up somehow about sceing
the Olympics. He called me on the phone
and it sounded like a last ditch effort.

“We gotta go. The Olympics have
always been this great thing you sec on
T.V. I have to destroy that myth."””

We loaded our backpacks, and, with $75
in our pockets, 100k the Greyhound to
Montrcal. Ben sat aext 1o me with a stack
of New York Times' on his lap, trying to
caich up on the latest developments at the
Olympics as | read Kesey's ‘“Sometimes a
Grceat Notion.”* We both thought of our-
sclves as aspiring young writers and we
made it a point to remember (0 tcil
whomever we met. It’s disgusting, but it
sure as hell gets you a lot of rides and
places o sieep.

The bus ride was nothing to spcak of;
Greyhounds are boring. You can do things
for cniertainment: jerk off in the back

seat  or intimidatc the passengers. |
fooled with these two brats: one fai and
one skinny. | asked them if they'd donc
drugs or got laid. But they managed to con
mc into paying a guarker for a half a divic
cup of Hawaiian Punch. Nothing hap-
pened. No rasy mamas chased mic arouna

because ['ve planted roaches in the brains
of babes.
L N

On our first day in Montreal Ben and t
settled at a Youth Hostel for three bucks a
night. It was a Christian college, Vanier,
and cverybody tucked copies of the Holy
Bible (Olympic edition) under their pillows.
We also managed to get tickets to a Track
and Field event. But when we got 10 the
stadium we were disappointed to find that
the seats were 100 high, and we could bare-
ly make out the“athletes on the field. 1t was
also a very windy day and we had to jump
up and down to warm ourselves as we
heard obscure names, numbers and, coun-
trics announced faintly over loudspeakers.

That was an end of a myth.

Drugs could have made the Olympics ex-
citing (mushrooms perhaps? Get twisted
and tumble into caverns of frogs and kin-
dergarten teachers), but we had heard all
sorts of horror stories about the Canadian
customs so we decided (0 play it ccol.

As it turned out, the guards weren’t very
thorough. They asked the passengers (o
produce their 1.D.’s and simply declarc
everything illegal. They didn’t even search
the baggage.

I didn’t havc any identification on me.
Ben decided he’d let me use his Social
Security card and in an intense hiour as bor-
der guards went through the other buses we
hacked out all kinds of plans. 1°d sit in the
back and he'd sit in the front so the guard
would have a'good chance of forgetting
he'd scen the name before. But when the

guard arrived everything fell through. He
kept a list, so | came forward and con-
fessed the truth. The guard was very polite.
How boring. No hassle. Things have
changed. I didn’t cven get weird and shuf-
fle out of the bus muttering things like: the
pigs always come down on the people. [
just went.
LI ]

The best part of the Monireal excursion
turned out to be the sighiseeing and
meeting some very strange people. Sight-
seeing?

There was the Champ de Mar: a small
coruner of Montreal’s old city that is matted
with cobblestones and yellow pushcaris
overflowing with carnations and apples
and old people rolling Hashish and mint
tea into their tobacco. The music of ac-
cordion players filled the open air cafes,
and young people sang arm in arm clot-
ching bottles of Labott.

The city: a mountain, Mt. Royal,
surrounded by skyscrapers, where the more
affluent Canadians live in their mansions
surrounded . by private gardens, driving
around in their Rolls Royces, oblivious 10
the Times Square hustle of the business
district of Crescent Street where *‘all the
disco people go.” Oblivious to the slums:
the Eastern part of town where the working
class French Canadians live in decaying
Victorian flats with crowded terraces,
wood balconies and winding wrought iron
staircases.

And the anonymous sithouettes of
prairie villages: barns, tractors, and silos

prap B

- Faul Kondimone

Canadian Fantasies

“The car shipped into Quebec like

a pumpkin on wings as crystals
danced in the windosws of tiny
woodframe boutiques”

By P.J. Rondinone

that range across tufted foothills with co-
pses of stunted poplars, grazed by horses.
LN N ]

The night before Ben and § decided 10
tecave Montreal we walked aimlessly
through the side streets of the old city when
we passed a Toyota with Jersey license
plates. Like most New Yorkers, we passed
the car, giving it a casual glance . . . but
then my nose caught a whiff of smoke!
And it was down home America time.

‘““Hey man, can | get a hit,”” | siopped
short and bopped back to the car, as if |
was back on a strect corner in the Bronx.
Only t00 glad to hear an American voice
aflter days of speaking to French Canadians
the dudes in the car responded im-
mediately.

*‘Sure, man, come on over."’

Goddamn right. Come over, | thoughi.
This guy doesn’t know what he's in for. |
made myself at home on the curb. Ben
joined me. The dude’s brother joined us, as
well as some stray hitchhiker from Califor-
nia, who brought us his smiling face and a
warm beer. Instant party!

Eyeballing the sitvation, | realized it had
potential, and no sooner had this great
euphoric insight jelled in my head, in-
troductions went around: Dave, the man
with the smoke, and Lee, his brother. |
didn’t-care about the other guy. 1 was in-
terested in the driver of the Toyota.

““Where you guys headed?"’ | asked.

“‘Quebec.’* Dave said.

“*Oh yeah, and you driving?>’

‘‘Yeah,"’ Dave said, passing the pipe real
nice, very gencrously. *“Why don’t you
come with us?"*

I knew 1 had a sucker. That New York
hustle quivered in my bonc marrow. 1
looked at Ben and he had a shitty grin on
his face. Wc had a fucking ride! Right
here!

There arc about 100 miles between Mon-
tral and Quebec, sight miles of unpaved
road and a host of ‘“‘official beaver™
trading posts. So Ben and I rclax in the
back of Dave’s car, the dude from Jersey,
and take it ail in, sucking on botiles of
Brador and smoking hashish. Then the
of the Ch Fonti rise
from the road and appear like bronze Car-
vel from behind the walls of the old city.
Ben screamed when he saw it, crazy from
two slecpless nights and the flu: “That’s
the Chatcau Fontinaque! LOOK! LOOK!
My parcnls' went  there on  their
honecymoon. My parents.” Spit dribbled
from his chin and he grabbed my arm
violently.

< 1
&

The dudes in the front seat got nervous.

*Is he alright?”* they asked.

“Well, actually,” | said grinning, “‘the
way | scc it he's not alright. | would keep
an eycon him.”

And so the dudes bolied straight up in
their scats and took turns watching Ben as
he continuced to scream and his eyes moved
in his skull like rubber.

1 was very fucked-up.

My mind moved in and out like a jelly
fish. The car slipped into the city like 2
pumpkin on wings. There were mien in 7ed

French milisary garb who stood like wax in ;
doorways hooded with gas lamps; and

crysial and gold danced in the windows of °

tiny woodframe boutiques with black stove
pipcs bulging from their roofs.

Suddenly, Ben sereamed: ““Let.me out
That's the Chaicau’™

“Find a spot 1o park will ¥a."" Dave’s
brother kept saving under s brcath.

1 told vou vou goita waich him,” §

~aid.

lurn to Page 4\ &
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The DeJur Winning Short Stor

By Fergus M. Bordewich
The following is an excerpt from the journals of Giuseppi
Anaclerio (h. ? — d.1241), a Venetian merchant who was
among the first 10 exploit the Ceniral Asian trade route that
had been opened by Murco Polo some years earlier.

Being less accustomed to the feel of a quill than 10 the use
of my tonguc, 1 am not often given 1o lengthy recitation of
the tribulations which beset us from day to day in this
godless and inhospitable land. However, the curiousness of
what befell us yesterday demands an accounting less cursory
than that with which | trecat our bales of silk and cinnamon.

I shall attempt to set down the cvents in as full detail as
possible. The Lord has blessed me with a more than passably
good memory, which, unfortunately, more often than not
these days, has served (o torment me with the wares we have
lost 10 the heathen bandits which plague us incessantly in
these parts. But time is short, as we have only halied (o give
rest to the animals.

What 100k place last night was obscrved in person by
mysclf and by my companions Annibal Planocarpini and
Gian Lippomano. Andrca Lippomano and Pictro Brito were
keeping watch over the animals and therefore know of these
events onty by our telling.

We had made satisfactory progress in our journey south
from the wretched city (as the natives of the province are
wont to call even the most insignificant collection of mud
hovels) of Coundous and hoped to rcach Ghazni by night-
fall. But a great wind began to belabor us. There are no trees
hereabouts (o hold fast the soil, so that when a wind takes up
it whips the dust in all directions cnoygh as to scald the
flesh of any creature so unfortunate as to be caught in it. It
is a mosl proper torment which the Lord has scen fit 1o lay
upon the hecathens, but a most undescrved onc for good
Christians sucl: as ourselves.

The air roared around us like a great number of lions and
blew carth against all the cxposéd parts of our bodies,
causing us sore discomfort. As we were in somc haste to
reach Ghazni we prepared to test our endurance to the
fullest. However, since the Lord in His mercy saw fit to
place in our path an inn we agreed to abide by His will and
shelterourselves from the savagery of the elements.

The inn was typical of those found in this region. [t con-
sisted of a single large room turnished with a grcat many
carpets in which the patrons might roll themselves up should
they wish 1o stay the night. Our sad experience has proven
that such accomodations arc most generous in providing the
traveler with thec company ol untold specics of vermin. To
seek to allay thirst and hunger at such an inn is 1o cast life
and limb into the hands of God. for the best that onc may
hope for in the way of victualing is a glass of poisonous
strong tea and a lew bits of half-rotied mutton, and perhaps
an onion or a pepper. Civilized man is well advised to avoid
this fare, as it commonly produces a painful and prolonged
discontent of the bowels, and also loss of appctite.

Bcehind the inn lay a yard cnclosed by an carthen wall, for
the purposc of stabling animals. We drew lots in order (o
determine which of our number would be settled with the
}oylcss task of keeping watch over our own beasts. Andrea
Lippomano and Pietro Brito drew that labor. The other of
us made light of their ill-luck, for which they heartily cursed
us.
A small company was already gathered inside the inn,
having fled there, no doubt, in circumstances not unlike our
own. Each one was guzzling from a glass of black tea, a taste
to which they are much addicted in these parts and which
they indulge throughout the day. A large firc was burning
through a chimney built into one wall of the room. For this
we were exceedingly grateful, as we had grown cold in the
fierce wind. The proprietor of the inn brought us tea and
asked if we wished him (o prepare us food. This we refused
for the reasons I have already mentioned. -

The company comprised five men, cxcluding the inn
keeper and ourselves. Two of them were also merchants,
though natives of this region and of the sort who ply their
trade between towns that are no great distance aparl. With
these men we had some little conversation about the poverty
of the neighborhood and mcans of avoiding the royal tolls.
We were happy to discover that they were much in
agrecement with us on these subjects.

Another of the company was a pelty emissary from the
lord who claims to rule these parts. The emissary was of the
fawning sort that such pcople always arc. and we had some
mind to tcll him that his masicr was of a verminous species

Fergus Bordewsch was the major winner in last year’s
Enziish Department Awards. *"The RKidling of Mahmoud
Ghanzi®' was among the collection of short stories entiled
“Other Places'” that wor Mr. Bordewsch the DeJur Award
tor Creative Writing and the Goodman Fund [ oan Grant.
Mr. Bordewich, who has Ived in Furope and Asia, has done
treetunce work Jor magor publications, mcluding the New

i York Ttmes.
g :

who could not keep his roads safe for honest travelers like
ourselves. But with this man we exchanged only the
customary plcasantrics.

The fourth memeber was a young and haughty man

dressed in the garb ol a soldier. Since the wars such
creatures abound, who owe allegiance to no man and are lit-
tle more than homeless ruffians. As the condition of his
sword showed no lack of use, we saw fit 16 keep the rest of
the company between ourselves and him, until later events
made such caution a matter for mirth.

Ncarest to the fire sat an old man who appeared 1o com-
mand a certain attention from the others. At this we mar-
velled, for he was of ragged and filthy appearance and had
the pocked and pitted face of a thing that has lain out for (00
long beneath the clements. His beard, which was of great
length, was matted and tangled with all manner of cdible
refusc. No doubt it also contained a bautalion of vermin, as
he felt need of scraiching at it with great gusto and
regularity.

We were much surprised to discover that this old relic was
a tale-teller with no little fame in the neighborhood. With
that knowledge it seemed less wonderous that he had lived to
such a ripe age among these cut-throat tribes, for a story-
teller’s slippery tongue is quicker than a damascene blade in
disarming onc’s enemics. We were heartily plecased, for tale-
telling not only helps tis to forget the tribulations of the day
by filling our minds with uncommon images but also profits
our cducation by illuminating us as to the habits of foreign
places. .

1n addition 10 our company there was also a lackey, a red-
faced creature of singularly vulgar appearance, upon whose
back the inn keeper took considerable and justifiable
pleasure in placing his fist from time to time. This crcature
was kept {or the purpose of tending the fire and had at least
the good sense not to interrupt the conversation of his bet-
ters, as our Venetian servants are so inclined 1o do in this sad
age.

After the Musselmen had eaten their paitry dinner and
committed their godless souls to their Allah in their
customary manaer (during which time we adjourned to the
outdoors to find the wind grown yet more merciless), the
company seliled around the half-lit room and awaited the
pleasurc of the story-teller. After some time of scratching at
his beard and washing about the spittle in his throat, he
spoke:

**1 shall 1cll you a tale thal was (old to me by a beggar in
the bazaar of Nishabur, who heard it in his youth from a
cobbler at Heral. It is the talc of a man of perfect faith who
sinned in accordance with his faith. 11 begins far away from
here and it happened long, long ago. long before the grand-
fathers of our grandfathers first raised their cyes and hands
to the Onc and Only God."*

The ragged man recited in a way unfamiliar 10 us and that
is impossible for my meagre talent to record. | can only say
that it somewhat resembled a priest’s chant at vespers,
though rather more musical and nasal. It cast us into a sleep-
like s1ate, though our eyes and ears remained wide awake.

**In the poorest of valleys, in the deep gray shadow of the
Alborz Mountains,’” he began, “‘there once lived a young
man who did nothing but till his father’s stony ficlds from
morning to night. The family lived in great poverty. They
sweated in summer and froze in winter, as poor people must
do everywhere; they paid their taxes and they prayed only
for Allah 10 bring them a good harvest that they might sur-
vivc another year.

*“The boy was neither ignorant nor clever, neither sad nor
happy. In short, he was an ordinary young man. He knew
nothing of life beyond the valley.

**Until one day a troop of horsemen rode up 1o him where
he stood threshing with a wooden rake. The sunlight

gleamed on the strangers’ asmor and sprang from the tips of *

their lances. The young man was dazzled at the sight but he
was 0o simple to be frightened. He offered them a drink of
waitcr, which was all he had by way of hospitality. The
soldiers waved it away.

** *Are you a servant of God?’ the lcader demanded.

* *1 am but a dog at His fee1,’ the young man replicd.

* *Thenr God claims you now.’ .

““At this, three of the soldiers lecaped from their horses.
Two of them grasped the young man’s arms. Then the young
man fclt a sharp pain in the back of his head and darkness
descended upon him.

**When he awoke he discovered that he was bound 10 a
horsc. his legs tied beacath the animal’s belly. His cycs were
bandaged so that he could nat sce. He felt by the horse’s
motion that he was being taken higher into the mountains,
and presently. when the bandage was semoved. the vast,
grim panorama of the Albors lay spread out before him.
Yellow cliffs towered on every side. There was not 2 trace of

12 tilled ficld anywhere in sight. Clouds shrouded the highest J

peaks and in the distance thunder resounded like the clangor
of baule.

““For days the troop rode on in silence. The young man
[ did not try 10 run away. Where he could flee in this strange
tand? He comforted himself in the faith thag, afier all, God
Himself had chosen him for this inexplicable fate, and he
had no choice but to obey Him.

“At last they came (0 a fortress mounted with more
towers and entered by more gates than the world had ever
seen before or has seen since. A host of soldiers lounged
about, cach one of them clothed in rich accoutrement, yet
dark-visaged and silent. It was the lair of the Old Man of the
Mountains, the castle of the Assassins, the elect and the ac-
cursed, who rode far and wide 1o slaughter the doubters of
the Faith.

‘“The young man was led 10 a cell and its iron door was
shut upon him. He knew not how long he lay in dim
solitude, for no window blessed him with the sight of the
eternally spinning wheel of nights and days. He suffered the
_torments of every prisoner. He battered the walls as if they
-vere the flesh of his captors, and he wept on them as if they
had been his mother’s breasts. He knew the impossible hope
of release, and it died. He knew the senseless certainty of
escape, and then it died 100. He cursed and he moaned, but
in the end the four stone walls remained. .

‘“When the young man had lost all will and hope, had
forgotten even that he was a thing of flesh and bone born of
woman 10 toil upon the earth, a soldier appeared and han-
ded him, instead of the usual plate of gruel, a pipe. ‘It is the

will of God,’ the soldicr said. -
**Though it choked him, the young man drank down the
acrid smoke. His head grew heavy. The soldier's figure
seemed 1o flicker like a candle’s flame and then disappeared.
** *You have killed me at last,’ wailed the young man.
*Praisc be to God. 1t was for nothing, but praise God all the,
same.’
**A chill like a winter's night sceped through his veins.
Then it became for him as if the world had never been.
“When he awoke he found himscelf in a garden. Young
woman and boys spun around him, sang to him in voices}
that opened upon him like the budding of Spring flowers,
and they pressed to his lips fruits that were not of the same]
carth that he had plowed dencath the stones of his father’s!
ficlds. A colionade surrounded the garden and from its lin-
tels cascaded red and yellow roses like the tumbling waters,
of Assyria.
**The heat of the young man’s heart siowly swallowed all
-his scnses and then passed beyond um aliogether 10 become

the beat of all life. The garden seemed imities. The geatle

b e e - .
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scents which pervaded the garden refined themscelves in the
young man's nostrils into ever more rare fragrances. He feit
malc and female bodics move against him and beneath him.
Strange thighs and breasts touched him. Delicate fingers
fluttered over his face. All eternity seemed contained in each
leaf of ecach thin-boughed tree, in every undulation of white
flesh found by the young man’s hands. He breathed each
moment as if it were a thousand years, and each hour as if it
were a thousand generations. He was without fear, without
pain, without need of hope.

“*Suddenly, as if made not of flesh but of the stone itself,
the Old Man’s face seemed to emerge from one of the
columns. An implacable smile loomed like a crag upon his
sore and rutted visage.

** *You will kill Mahmoud of Ghazni,’ the Old Man said.
*You will know him by the amulet of lapis lazuli sewn into
the flesh of his wrist. Kill him. Then you may come back to
me, forever.” He touched the young man’s cheek and then
receded into the gentle oblivion of the garden.

“In time, sated with the garden’s pleasures, the young
man fell asleep. Upon awakening he found himself back in
his bare cell. Only for a moment did he wonder if the images
which: still hung Jike bright shadows before his eyes were not
the remnants of a dream. He felt an overwhelming joy. He
had walked in Paradise. He knew that the months or years in
which he would search out Mahmoud would be but a
moment in the eternity that was his already.

““Like a pair of 1ongs, the Old Man’s words drew him to

his feet. The words were a dearer gift than thé treasury of an
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empire or a king’s vast estates, and within them the )"oung
man's life lay embedded like a jewel. All that he had ever
been was mere preparation for the hearing and the obeying
of that command. The garden was Paradise and Mahmoud
of Ghazni was its gate, the gate that he would open with the
point of his sword.

““A soldier brought the young man a corselet and spurs, a
helm crested with a band of iron and a studded buckler. And
he brought him too a sword that curved like the talon of an
cagle. When the young man had armed himself the soldier
led him out from a gate in the batitements to where a horse
stood. He mounted and, without a glance at the great walls
behind him, he descended again inte the frozen soltitude of
the Alborz. And thus he was born from the mountains into
the desert, and from Paradise into the world of men.

“The mountains gave way (o rutied valleys, and the
valicys to the flat, burnt carth of the plains, and the road
swelled from a channcl of stones (o a path pounded smooth
by peasants’ feet. To ali questioners, the young man named
himsclf as a messenger bringing good tidings to a greah khan

of the East.

“*Girding himself with the memory of Paradise, the young
man set oul into the blasted furnace of the Dash-i Kavir, the
desert that knows no end. Day atier day the sun raised up
before him on the horizon of that lifeless sca quivering
forests of ‘minarets to lure him falscly on. The young man
plunged after them, only to find them recede forever away
from him, like the flecing of the tide. Yet he rode on.

“He knew ncither how far nor how fast he traveled.
Though he wrapped the end of his turban over his face, still
the dust and sand secthed in, encrusting his lips and eyes and
scraping at his flesh. The few straggling villages he found
were hardly discernible from the dead earth itself. He
begged only enough water and bread to sustain his life, and
he rode on.

“What flayed parts of common man still lived- in the
young rider cried out that Ghazni would never be found.
While he rode, Houshang schemed and plotied in the far
reaches of Corasan; Rashid Amadhi stood before the assem-
bled populace of Ispahan and swore that a reign of un-
breachable jusiice was about to begin; the fortress of
Angora fell and the Sword of the Prophet plunged into the
heart of Rum. In the lands most blessed by Altah the great
rains came that give birth to Spring, and Spring cbbed into
Summer and Summer into Autumn, and Autumn into Win-
ter.until distant skies darkened again with gathering clouds.
Peasants sowed and reaped, and sowed and reaped again.
Plague raped the cities of Sind, and then other men took up
the tools and lives of the dead ones, and it was as if the
plague had never been. Houshang named himself king in
Samarkand. Wasted by the exertions of his power, Rashid
Amadhi sank away iato the squalor of debauchery. In the
West, the thrice-blessed scimitars of the One and Oaly God
sped across the plains of Cappadocia.

““The young man’s memories of Paradise had diminished
and scattered until they were as the pebbles crushed benecath
his horse’s feet. The scents of musk and patchouli, the feel
of passionate hands were forgotten. The foretaste of eternity
had not been meant to steel him for his task but 1o torment
him with its impossibility. Paradise would have to be
wrested from the nothingness that was the desert and was
inexorably becoming his soul. Only the Old Man’s words
remained. They hung before the rider like a distant beacon*
“You will kilt Mahmoud of Ghazni.’

““The words alone drove the young man on, until, when
life itself had nearly passed from his grasp, a walled and
wonderous city spread itself across his path. Nor did it mock
him by fleeing at his approach. With his cracked lips he gave
thanks unto God.

*‘Never had he imagined such a city as met his eyes within
the gates of Ghazni. Houses that were rooms piled atop one
another towered over the streets so as to blot out the sun.
From every quarter, merchants cried for passers-by 1o see
their wares. Men tumbled and swirled about each other like
the curreats of the sea, dodging this way and that to escape
the rumble of bullock carts and the tramp of laden camels.
In the recesses of the shops men’s bronzed bodies gleamed
like the brass gods of the idolators.

‘‘Even the words that had borne the young man so far
nearly foundered in the splendor of the bazaar. Vendors
thrust at him hands full of sweets and fruit, spiced and
steamy meat, embossed blades and headcloths woven with
gold. The harlots shouted endearments to him and squeezed
their breasts like melons. All around his horse crowded
beggars crying for alms in the name of the Lord. The rider
scoured his gear for a coin and, finding one, placed it in the
nearest beggar’s paim.

“ ‘In the name of Allah,’ the young man said, ‘tell me
where 1 may find the palace of the most high and venerated
Mahmoud.’

““At this the beggar laughed. ‘Seeking your beard would
present greater difficulty,” he said, and pointed t0 a
luxurious house which stood at the crest of the citadel.

“The young man moved like a wraith through the
thronging alleyways. He was unutterably weary, but he bur-
ned with the knowledge that he would soon be released into
the bliss of eternity. After much searching, he at last found a
deserted corner of ihe ramparts that rose above Mahmoud's
palace. From his perch there he looked down upon a
spacious garden filled with intricatcly arranged flowerbeds
and surrounded by a collande. At the garden’s center stood
an ornate pavilion. Hidden in shadow, the young man
waited.

““Fach morning, cach noon and cach cvening he watched a
parade of servanis carry into the garden a sumptuous dinner
set upon silver wrays. The trays were placed in a never
varying order with the pavilion. Courticrs then appeared
and took the same scats in two rows before a silk-draped
dais that formed onc end of the pavilion. The last to enter

the garden were dancing boys and half-clad girls bearing

musical instruments. The gicls arrayed themselves beneath
the colonnade and poised their instruments 1o play.

*‘But cvery day the platiers were cleared away untouched,
the courtiers returned to the palace unfed, the musicians’ in-.
struments went unplayed. Many days passed and the young
man grew impatient.

“‘Memories of the women in the bazaar, of their swelling
breasts and ripened thighs, tormented him. Sweet and
pungent odors drifted to him on the breeze and mocked his
hunger. The sounds of men’s voices passing, hidden, in
nearby alleys fell like rain upon his barren soul. All of it
might be had only by the wanting of it in a moment’s
weakness. He fought away temptation. He lived on only to
fulfil his task. And thus he gazed down upon the perverted
garden and sharpened his blade.

*“‘At last he could bear waiting no longer, for he agonized
that sickness might—had perhaps already done so—carry
his quarry away at the Jast moment. In the dead of night the
young man slipped down from his aerie, making not a sound
to disturb the unseen guards. Silently he crept across the gar-
den and through the arched door from which he had so
many limes seen the strange procession come. He searched
the lavish halls and galleries until he came to a curtained en-
tryway amblazoned with the words of the Prophet and the
royal emblems of Ghazni.

*“The young man opened the door and strode forth into
the darkness. Feeling the gaites of Paradise swing at his ap-
proach, he breathed like a man already lifted from the slow
death thal is our life. He raised his sword over the royal
couch. . .

“And in that moment he faltered. The eternity that he had
sought rushed away in a stream, like water from his grasp.
He fled the royal chamber. He fled through the echoing halls
and from the walls of the palace, and from the walls of
Ghazni itself, into the desert, whence, in truth, he had been
born. And he searches yet, though he has grown old in the
seeking. He has seen many lands and lived the lives of many
men. He has known wealth 2nd poverty, and he has known
fame and despair. Time and again he has glimpsed Paradise
from afar, and he has forgotien it as many times over. But
never has he found Mahmoud of Ghazni.”*

At this point, as the story-teller had clearly reached the
end of his tale, | went outside the inn to heed the call of
nature, which | had sorely thwarted during the length of the
remarkable narrative. ] was scarcely outdoors longer than a
Persian needs to slice open a traveler’s wallet, for the raging
wind encouraged me to complete my business with some
alacrity. When | stepped again into the inn | saw in
amazement the company embraced by grievous disorder.

I saw my comrades clutching at each other like Hecuba’s
handmaidens and crying out each other’s names to no sen- |
sible end. The emissary wrung at his hands and cringed in
another corner of the room. Our two merchant friends were
on their knees, begging for their heathen god to protect
them, and the inn keeper was rushing about, suggesting in a
loud voice that we were all the progeny of camels. The
lackey was of course nowhere to be seen.

Cast like a high relief against the firelight stood the soldier
with his drawn sword, and facing him the story-teller. His
filthy beard stood out like a prophet’s and his scaly hands
were rolled into fists. Since he was unarmed | nearly drew
my own weapon, but with a moment’s reflection | thought
better of it. After all, | have more important goods to
protect than an old gray beard’s tongue.

““Liar!"" cried the soldier. ‘‘Commend your Godless soul
to Hell, for you are dead this moment!””

“Fool,” replied the story-teller in a level voice. ““You un-
derstood nothing."’

The soldier paused and | saw a fear loom in his eyes.

““At first 1 could see nothing in the darkness,’” the story-
teller said. **1 seized him by the beard and prepared to strike,
but as my eyes became accustomed 10 the dimness [ saw that
1 stood not in a royal chamber but in a naked cell. The jaw |
held belonged only to a gaunt and grizzted creature stretched
out on a pallet of boards.

_** ‘] am but the keeper of his memory,” the slave cried. ‘In
the name of Allah spare me, for Mahmoud of Ghazni is no
more. It was but a play you saw in the garden, a practice of
the court 10 blind the peopie to the truth and thereby keep
them in check. Many months and years ago Mahmoud cast
off his jeweled vestments and in the guise of a2 mendicant
fled Ghazni as the dead flce the world, and he set out to find
the One and Only God. There is no Mahmoud.® ™

**Liar and betrayer!”” cried the soldicr, in notably less
truculent tones than he had used carler, **Mahmoud was
seen not a week past doing obeisance at the shrinc of Hazrat
Alliin Mazar.™

“*As he was scen not a yecar past in the garb of a
whorcmaster at Mashad!™ bellowed the siory-tefler. “*And

(Continued on Page 10)
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'The Democratic National Convention:

JSrom Heavenly Heights... Acapulco gold...hoopla

 Hot water

HE
DEMOCRATIC
RARTOLILHE,

UNIREDSTATES

IN[CONVENGION

Robert S. Strauss/Chairman
New York City
Madison Square Garden
July 12-15,1978

or Garden Security men seemed 10 know
where people were supposed 1o sit. At one
point, an entire section, which included a
brother of Hugh Carey, the press, and
members of various State Legislatures,
thrcatened to revolt when told (0 move
because their seats  were reserved  for
Honored Guests, not Guests.

‘“Hey.’" one Guard picaded 10 the poten-
tial cutthroats, “*do you think 1'é¢ make
something like that up.'* His efforts were
soon made casier when an unidentified
suitcase was discovevered under a seat, and
everyone scurried for cover.

For an out of town delegate things must
have been particularly tough. They were
often lost, and remarks like, *“You mcan
y'all tow away cars herc?’’ were not un-
common. It was reported that when an

By Marc Lipitz

lowa del was asked by a hooker
whether he’d go out with her;: he replied,
““No, but thank you for asking."*
- * *
Of the many_booklets issued to aid in
del survival, my favoritc was the

- would be somcthing akin 1o 2 mecting of

. Ralph Kramden and Ed Norton Lypes
" carousing in

“‘Say cheese, Hubie."’

That's what it’s all about, you know.
Having fled Madison Squarc Garden,
standing on the corner of 34th and Seven-
th, my press credentials fapping in the
wind, and running into ol¢ Hubert and
Muriel out for a leisurely stroll: to an
American, that’s pure unadulturatcd
mother’s milk. Holding a Japanesc-made
camera up to one cye and calling out 1o the
old pro: “‘Say checse, Hubic.” What clse is
there for an American?

“*Say cheese, Hubie.”” And he did.

> &

Ever since the film “The Best Man,”
with Heary Fonda and Clff Robertson as
two grizzled politicos vying for the number
one spot at a national convention, | have
longed 10 be there. The camera seemed (o
catch something so pure, so quintessential,
that | could almost feel the adrenalin
oozing from the Guam delcgation.

I'd always figured that a convention

the local order of the Raccoon Lodge with

aisles  overflowing  with
balloons, noiscmakers, champagne bottles,
mounted bodies, and half-chewed cigars. |
would spend hours in my room practicing
my moves in preparation of dodging hot
water bottles and the bodies of one-time
front runners tumbling from hcavenly
heights in the Swatler-Hilton to a splatiering
finish on Seventh Avenue.

But that is the stuff dreams are made of.
This Democratic convention, as scems the
case in all political conventions. was purcly
a media event, an unpaid political ad-
vertisement.  Oaly  this  time, the
Democratic heavies finally got the smarts
and managed 10 keep things under 2 tight
rein. Even the acceptance speech was held
before three in the morning.

Alter all, when was the last time you saw
a paid political commercial with the can-
didatc relating his message while steeped in
balloons and other hoopla? It just doesn't
scll properly.

But of course. not cverything went so
smoothly. As Will Rogers once said, *°l
don’t belong 10 any organized political par-
iy, Pma Democrac.”™

Needless to say. there was a great deal of
confusion, especially on the first day. Sur-
privingly. though, most New Yorkers and
ity police were well behaved. and at times
cven cordial. According to one soutce. the

“Unotficial Declegate’s Guide 10 New
York.”* From the Guide’s calendar of even-
1s:

* Mon., July 12—A More Wholcsome
Congress’* sponsored by the DAR, 8AM,
at the Martha Washington Hotel. Guest
speaker: Gore Vidal.

® Wed., July 14—Frce Ride Through
IRT Subway’” from 4 to 5 AM. Sponsored
by the MTA.

* Wed., July 14—Fcce screening of
documentary film by Abrabam Zapruder
at 34th Sircet Cinema at 6PM. (No one
scated after frame 48.)

® Wed., July 14—The NYPD presents
audio-visual demonstration: *“The 1968
Chicago Convention, a  Retrospective.™
Presented at the Tombs.

The Guide also included a description of
how to get from the Statler-Hilton to the
Garden, via the South Bronx.

. & 8

During onc¢ of the many ho hum floor
lights, an irate Jackson delegate an-
nounced that he had a last diceh plan to
halt a first bailor Carrer victory. He sind he

through without having it metal tested or
examined.

There was  similar  concern at  the
Republican Convention. One Ford floor
captain actually told a network reporter,
“We have 10 be concerned about bombs
going off. That could take away some
delcgates.

L

According to an AP article last Satur-
day, Carter commented that, yes, his sons
were once marijuana smokers, but that his
daughters-in-law had been a great influence
in getting them to kick the praciice. *‘1
think their wives have had more of an in-
fluence on their abandoning the habit than
their parents,’* he said. At the Carter staff
party on the final night of the Convention,
however, daughter-in-law Judy offered two
O.P. cditors use of the candidate’s suite for
some scrious dope smoking—providing
they come up with some. A desperate scar-
ch of the lobby turned up no Acapulco
gold, or cven New York shit.

At the same time, she offered no deniat
when a friend standing a1 her side claimed
that Jimmy had *‘smoked pot.”” In the AP
relcase, Carter is quoted as saying that he
has never tried the stuff himseclf.

* o8

And then there was Sam Donaldson,
ABC floor rcporter and soon to be White
Housc correspondent. Donaldson, who
was stewed 1o the gills and had a lady
friend who claimed o be the daughter of
Mayor Daley, cornered at d4am in an
Americana Hotel elevator, repeatedly blur-
ted into his dead walkic 1alkie, *‘And now
back to you, Harry."

LAk 2

One night, after missing our bus 1o the
Bronx, several of us decided to chip in for a
axi. All went well untjl some joker an-
nounced 10 the cabbie that we were
delegates from Oregon staying at the home
of a friend. The driver promptly took a
detour through Central Park.

" s e

I'm still at a loss to explain how much of

the Convention's business could be carried

for Carter. Many delegates professed (o be
on the “*Bandwagon.’” Et seems certain that
had Carter been stopped on the first ballog,
someone else would have emerged as the
Party’s choice.

A young Florida man presented an in-
teresting rationale for supporting Carter.
“Ah’ saw him make a speech two years

ago.” he 10ld me. **After the speech the
cops wouldn’t let me shake his hand. But
Carter saw me and said come on up. He
shook mah hand. Ah’ve been a Carter sup-
porter ever singe.””

In the movie *“Linda Llovelace for
President,”* the story line is similar. The
sex queen becomes President of the United
States with smiles and promises of love. At
the end of the movie, the whole country
gets screwed.

out with alt the ballyhoo caused by

Marc 1 patz

poiice were actuadly from Ceniral Casting,

T one dingunned as bovals were imported by !
T onght fram from the Midwest, and the
4l New  Yorkers were bang hept in i

Lrawaton camps on Stadea and.

insade the greai arene. tew Searet Servige

would start a rumor that while in the men's
room, Carter, standing at the next stall,
had touched his knee. The only problem,
we reasoned, was that security was so strict
upstairs  that they never would  have
allowed Carter, or anyone without proper
credentials, into the mezzannine men's
room.

Being a disciple of the concept that
significant political decistons in this coun-
Iy are mose apt (o be made through ihe
barrel of a gun than at the November polls.,
I was parnculardy sensitivie 1o just how
eood the secuniy would be. | owas o
willing 10 one s domban the name of che free
press. I was no gecat comtort, then, when
A opart ol aa oy L maaced to

saeele a discreet reasy barees and Hies

delcgates, working press, dignitaries, and
security crammed into on¢ restrictive arca.
Onc of the great mysiceries still 1o be solved
is what is meant when somcone slams down
the gavel and demands, **Plcase clear the
aisles!" There's no place o go but up, or
onto someonc’s lap.

At onc point | found myscll wildly
cheering a speaker ¢ the podium who was
attacking the Council of Forcign Relations
and the ironclad  Rocketelier/ corporate
rip on America. With all the hodgepodge
on the tloor, [ hadn™t realized T was ox-
tolling none other than Whitev MoGrady, a
Wallace delegate shightly o the night of
Gheneis Khan,

One noticeable and disturbing irend on
the oo was ihe lack of vgorous suppori

Canadian
Fantasies

From Page 1A

They stopped the car and let us out.

“‘I’m sorry,”* Dave said pointing to Ben,
like he was sad to see us go. “But you
know." )

Ben wandered into a park and fell on his
knees at the feet of twenty women in white

- robes blowing silver trumpets that echoed
tn the Laurentian mountains at the mouth
of the St Lawrence gateway where the
white freighters moved out to sea like tor-
pedos in space.

I couldn’t believe it.

L N ]

On another occasion walking through
the old city at night, Ben and | met three
beautiful French Canadian girls in front of
a cathedral, with faces as smooth as the in-
side of a sca shell. Danielle invited us to
stay the night at her house. Ben agreed, but
1 refused. | couldn’t understand what these
people were saying (they spoke French),
and my street training put me on the defen-
sive. But then Ben just kept staring at me,
and shaking his head as though | were a
crazy n an oxygen tent. After Ben ex-
plained, ! ecagerly accepted their offer.
“This is a good deal,’” Ben said, *‘a bed.
Food!""

I sat at the head of the table for break-
fast: eggs with a side dish of mustard and
bacon. Danielle’s father sat opposite me;
his youngest daughter to my left; Isabelle
and Danielle on my right; and Ben in the
background.

Ben asked Danielle if she’s play some
Canadian French folklore, because we'd
heard a lot of it at the cafes, and we wanted
to get an idea of what basically was going
on. So Danielle played some that were
generally about the struggle to free the
French-speaking province of Quebec from
the country at large, which is % English.
And [ culd tell as t looked around the 1able
there was a fecling of genuine pride. These
were their songs. French songs!

Man, 1 felt hollow. 1 didn’t have a folk
song. What is olc” Susanna?

The phone is ringing. I'm numb. [ don’t
feel my balls anymore. I've watched the
sun rise and set two times. 1 feel like I;m in-
volved in some weird marathon sponsored
by Tony the Tiger. They're Grrerrr — cat.

1 get on the phone with onc of the
Managing Board cditors. Hce’s at the prin-
ters.

i am confident that there will be a
story,”” 1 said. '

“You ficnd,” he said. I don’t carc.
what vou do. | jast want the story. ™

! thought about grape vines and old men

and starved German sheperds.
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SPECIAL RATES
FOR CITY COLLEGE STUDENTS

$2.00 ALL DAY

Off Broadway Next to the School of

——— Architecture (Curry Hall)
Y&H GARAGE 1BLOCK OFF CAMPUS
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a Selection of Courses for the Fall 1976 Semest

UNDERGRADUATE COURSES:*

MDVL 3123 MEDIEVAL OAILY LIFE (Or. Madeleine Pelner

Cosmann, Direclor of the Institute). The medieval
axpesience of birth, death, tamine, plague, war, work, love, music, feast; the
place of women in sociely: bilch or saint; unexpected attitudes toward sex. (at
Brooklyn Cotlege, Friday 12-2 p.m. 3 credils graduate, 4 credits unde«graduato
This course will be broadcast live by CUMBIN on cable TV, and

GRADUATE COURSES:

MOVL 170002 MEDIEVAL WORKS OF LIFE AND ART (Dr. Madeleine Peiner

Cosman, Director of the Institute). Beauliful objects of

medleval daily lite wele not in their time fine art but fine obleCIs of common éx-
that qualities of medieval life and th

This will deal with the.circumstances of their actual use before they

Wednesday 6-8 p.m. on Channet 3t WNYC-TV. The course can de followed on

came(obeseenand J as objs to be coll d. A @ the obj oe:
i 1 bellsandclocks tapestries,

all CUNY D and ings with Or. C will be d for

registered students.)

MOVL 312.2 JEWISH SELF-GOVERNMENT IN MEDIEVAL AND
RENAISSANCE ‘I’IMES (D:. Israel Schepansky.
Disti hed Visiting Schotar, the Insti _r f at Brooklyn College).
Jemsn tile in Istamic counmes the B Empi and East
gh the lysi ol their special

manuscnpts and books. (ten Tuesdays 5:30-7:30 p.m. at the Metropolitan
of Art, Oclober 5; during September, meetings at CCNY,
Shepard Hall 222; hours tobe amranged: J credils.)

MDVL 1701.48 TRADITIONAL CIVILOZAIION OF JAPAN {Or. Aﬂhuv ¥
(slsoHIST 254) Tiedemann). The Eastern { the

iseals of i and honor, der and suicide; lare; codes
of femininity in the 12th thvu 171h cenlury A line tilm lesluval on ued-eval Mon-

seen
which—enforced by Jewish leadership —regulated their social, economu: and
spititual life. (Hours to be arranged; 4 credits)

MOVL 200 THE CLOISTERS COLLOQUIUM (Charles Littte,
Visiing Scholar, the | tute). R Q an,
piigrimmage r0ads and style diff 9 1} P of U n
burgundy. Provence. Tuscany; iniluence of Islamic,
Byzantine. and Anglo-Saxon ant; Qi . book In
wath the I M of Art. (3 credits; Thursday 2:15
4:453t the Clossters Museum in Fort Teyon Park)

*"HEBRAISM AND JUDAISM IN THE MIDOLE AGES.

(Prof. Marshall Hurwitz). Polanzation of Hebsew and
Greek 1raditions into pagan and Christian elements in art and hilerature: at-
lempts 3t synthesis «n Phulo, the Kalam. Maimonides, and AQuias. iHuurs 10
be arranged. 4 creduts)

MOVL 313.3 "FROM MANUSCRIPT TO COMPUTER (institute
sutt F. )

days is paﬂ of this course. {3 credits. A y 2-4. Wed, y 2-3 in Wag
212

MOVL 170102 **ANGLO-BURGUNDIAN CIVILIZATION (Or. Henry

Grinberg). Art, lnemun ana history of the 15th century court

of Burgundy and Fland: me ichest in € and its i with the

Yorkist lungs of E d.at yant picture of the g Middle Ages. (3
credits; Wed 3-5:30, ‘Shepard 222)

MDVL 1701.53 MEOIEVAL AND RENAISSANCE HERBS IN COOKERY AND
MEOICINE. The nch lo«e and the practical uses of hesds,

some 0f which are being re-di d by {in coop

wnth the New York Botanical Gardens: 3 credits: hours to be arranged)

MOVL 1701.52 MEDIEVAL AND RENAISSANCE PHILOSOPHY (Dr. Jason
(slso PHIL 1) d such basic concepls
asp pli lity. 1aws of the thSncal universe, ethics
and law, Ari i L] . (Tt y. Thursday 3:00-4:15 at
CCNY)

MDVL1701.19 THE SOLOEN AGE OF THE SPANISH PEOPLE (Dr. Rataet
Ollivas-Bertrand). Literalure. ant. music. and politics in |6m
century Spain. The age of the Ds and the lation of S

mrougr- the ages; d
d 4 P ."‘d

ustory ol iphad damplos-on and socoal change m
he Renaissance and tomormow. (Monday 3-5:45 in Shepard 222; 4 credns)

Orop in and tind out sboUt add at dorg ‘“lO‘

10 the New Wortd. (also Romance Languaoos 319 MWF 1112 in
Shepard 101, or more ible prog lorg )

MOVL 1701.42 FIFTEENTH OENTURY FLEMISH AR! IN THE 'EHMAN

[ g COLLECTION (Dr. Szab0. ish

ART 1762.3 Scholar, the l«sm\uo Curator of mol.ehman Ccllection, The
politan M of Art). Geog: y. history, cuiture of the in

15t Y oY ano Qy: and

courses. Our B.A. and M.A. progs e The major
can be Llaken along with pre-prof ) prog cidlmos'ovlutwdoc
tors, iswyers, i and

nalism,_ wmmmmw.mmwudltmmmmnm
Buriding where YOu DBY YOUr $0e3). room 222. or Call us f0r More information:
2837088 and 600-8187.

S jowelry.
Wnos OcM-ls. Fnday ?mun 1230t the mnopol-un nusmolktl)

“Most graduate COUrses are 0pen t0 Qualilied undergraduates.
**Classes in shepard Hall 222 are conducted in the {omm of seminar-lectures
around the High Table. Studk in ed and
nguired. choﬂummonmm
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Notes on an Eventful Rock Summer:
Beck, Miller and Stewart Stand Out

By PAUL DABALSA

I’s a good fecling 10 return to
these pages with an inspiring com-
ment on what has gone down in the
music world these past couple of
months. The Bicentennial summer,
of course, was as much a profit-
making proposition as it was g
national observance, and there was
no way the pop machine could have
been kept off the bandwagon.

It was an cventful summer,
marked by a deluge of new releases,
as well as major tours by The
Grateful Dead, The Beach Boys,
Elton John, Wings, Jefferson Star-
ship, and the individual members
of CSN&Y. In scarch of the Bicen-
tennial dollar, there were also an

My farge ber of bargain
onc-day rock gatherings with the
customary listful of top-name acts.

* s

Let’s begin with the new relcases.
The most refreshing news from
vinyland this summer is that the
three most brilliant recent works
come from old-timers Jeff Beck,
Steve Miller and Rod Stewart.

Beck has totally submerged him-
seif into jazzrock, revitalizing a
music form which has remained
stagnant since the demisc of the
original Mahavishnu Orchestra.
Steve Miller has reshaped the
powerful, free-style orchesiration
which is his irademark, into an
equally strong, but more controfled
melodic sound. And Rod Stewart,
whose ‘A Night on the Town' is a
rock n’roll masterpiece, continues
to do what he’s always done best —
soft, emotion-packed ballads
balanced with propulsive rockers.

These three men have certainly
done more 10 legitimize rock n'roll
than your handful of best-sellers
(i.e. Peter Frampion, Flectwood
Mac.) They have consistently
produced excellent material, yet
never enjoyed the public spotlight
to the extent of more commercial
acts. With their new efforts they
will finally begin to make waves
commercially.

One record prevented a clean

Elton at (h
sweep by veteran rockers this sum-
mer, and that was James Taylor's
“In the Pocket,” the secason's
glaring disappoiniment. This
super-slick and spiritless  effort
stands in odd contrast with the
songwriters”  carlier  classics®
‘“‘Sweet Baby James'™ and “‘Mud
Slide Stim’ ”* two carthy, mildly-
rocking albums. It is a flat letédown
following last year's fine *‘Gorilla”™
LP. Taylor is still a major 1alent
who continues to work with a
highly professional lot, but, un-
fortunately, he seems 1o be losing
touch with both his fans and him-
self.
L

The local concert scene this past
season was sensational. There was,
of course, the Jefferson Starship
freebie in Centrat Park, onec of the
finest the band has donc in this
city. Marty Balin was on hand,
pairing his graceful vocals with
Grace Slicks’s own piercing style,
for an effect that remains un-
matched in rock music. The big
surprise was Craig Chaquico, the
Starship's young lead guitarist,
who is rapidly evolving into a con-
tender for the guitar-wizard sweep-
stakes. Craig put on a show alt by
himself at Central Park as well as
at Nassau Coliseum a few months

The Killing of Mahmoud Ghanzi

(Continued from Page 4 A

not ten years past hawking ripe figs in the bazaar at Candihar! A traveler
from India swore that he was among the dozen heroes of Mulian. Another
one claimed that he had seen him trudging with the field-slaves near Balkh.
Another saw him begging for alms in the streets of Rayy.

*Search, fool, search!’™ the story-teller cried. You will find that there is
nothing to find. He is everywhere and he is nowhere. There is no Mah-
moud!”’

Taking time not even 10 sheath his sword, the young soldier uttered a cry
and fled out the door. The sound of his horse’s hoofs was soon lost in the
wailing of that terrible wind.

At this my companions and 1 heaved wonderous sighs of relief and
swore that if, by the grace of God, we ever attain our beloved city never
again shalt we set foot on heathen shores. | confess, however, that it was
not the first time, as it will doubtless not be the last, that we have sworn
such an oath to no great avail. For there is an uncommon lure to foreign
places that may plague even a Christian man’s faith and soul unto death.

The other members of our company were engaged in making similar ex-
pressions of thanksgiving, but for the inn’s proprietor who continucd, in
his vulgar fashion, to make demcaning remarks about our lincage. The
story-teller too, and with considerably more reason than the rest of us, had
raiscd his arms unto the cciling in a manacr resembling our own Christian
way of giving thanks to the Lord God. In the midst of this gesture his tat-
tered sleeve fell back to reveal his scarred and sunburat arm. Embedded in
his wrist, with the flesh quite swollen arouad it, was a lozenge-shaped
picce of tapis lazuli.

Attention Business Majors!

Observation Post needs a Business Manager.
No expenence necessary.
Come up to Finley 336 anytime.

© uostyor wed 4q o

The big event for many had 0 be
Elton John's record-breaking seven
shows at Madison Squarc Garden.
A masterful  performer, Elion
poscsses one of the most awesome
FCPRTIOIFeS in contemporary music.
At his New York shows this past
summer, he scemed more subdued
than ever, crouching bchind his
huge piano white churning out his
scemingly endless string of smash
singles. During the (wo-hour-plus
performance, he would oc-
casionally strut to center stage or
dramatically pounce on his piano
(0 create somc spontancous ex-
citement. Each of the shows
climaxed with three big cncores:
“Saturday Nighit's Alright for
Fighting,” *“The Biich is Back”™
and ‘‘Pinball Wizard.”* At the Sun-
day show Alice Cooper joined him
onstage for a couple of tunes. Kiki
Dee, who was present at all shows,
was fcatured in three numbers, in-
cluding *‘I've Got The Music in
Me,” a highlight each night. Two
days after his final concert, Elton
joined Bonnie Raitt on stage for
her second and third encores at
Centra! Park’s Wollman Rink.

The Ruasaways, an all-girl
tecenage band out of L.A. made
their New York debut at CBGB’s in
carly July. Without the benefit of a
record or a tour, they have received
a great deal of publicitity as the
girls who keep most rock stars (in-
cluding Robert Plant and Roger
Daltrey) happy during their stay in
Los Angeles. Their brand of fast,
foud rock n'roll, naturally, received
an enthusiastic welcome at
CBGB's. They played a standard
set each night, performing tunes
from their debut LP, always the
same length and in the same ofder.
This pre-fabricated set gives the
girls no room in which to inject
anything new. Another major
drawback is their sound, a perfect
synthesis of everything they have
learned from their heroes— Kiss,
Acrosmith, Dcep Purplc—along
with a dosc of punk raunch.

All but onc of the girls arc 16
(guitarist Lisa Ford is 17), which
suggests this might only be a sum-
mer job (for their sake ) hope itis).

At My Father’s Place on Long
Istand, [ noticed The Runaways
were served water on stage. while
members of the band sharing the
bill gussled Budweiner. later, a
roadic for the group admitied to
me that becaune the girls were un-
deraged the owner of the cub could
be fincd if the girly” gliasses were to
be filled with beer.

Oh, this crazy, whacky workd of
roch niroll?

Jazz Notes
Ray Baretto Moves Beyond Salsa;

| Szobel Makes a Promising Debut

By FREDERIC SEAMAN
fewas a very special concert for the Ray Baretto Orchestea. [n the words
of the percussionist—the first major Latin artist signed by Atlantic Recor-
dv-aheir Bottom  Line gig represented a breakthrough  from  the
SCuchilrito circuit”™ into the larger jazz and rock arena.

Baretto’s 14-picce band has been together only since April, but has
already coalesced into a remarkably tight unit whose music, although an-
chored in Latin rhythms, marks a departire frons traditional salsa.

The band showcased its rich and versatile jazz and rock flavored sound
n the *“Salsa Suite,” composed by saxophonist Dick Mensa, who is also
responsible for most ol the orchestra’s skiltful horn and reed arrangemen-
1s. The suite consisted of **Nightflowers,” an introductory  ballad
featuring the brass section playing lovely unison rifts, followed by the
funky, uptempo **Salsa Boogie.”*

Midway through the set, Baretto cut loose with a fieree solo in which he
displayed his flawlcSs technigue and impeceable rhythmic sensibility. He
also exhibited a knack for experimentation (and showmanship) by clec-
tronically amplifying his congas, producing an cerie, metallic squealing
sounl.

The bam later cased into a traditional Latin groove with its rendition of
Barcto's classic. “*Indestructible,”” which crupted into a fiery blowing
session. As an encore, the audience was treated 10 i series of mesmerizing
solos by the band’s four percussionists. They represent a truly awesome
agglomeration of percussive talent.
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While some critics insist that so-called jazz rock is merely a dilution of
jazz, it can also be argued that fusion music underscores the ability of jazz
to absorb and extend other forms of music.

19-ycar old Austrian piano vir-
tuoso Herman Szobel lends support
to the latter assumplion. Szobel, a
conservatory trained musician with
no background in jazz or rock music,
came to New York two years ago and
was soon discovered practicing in a
rehearsal studio by pop singer
Roberta Flack, who helped him land
a recording contract with Arista

Records. Herman Szobel

An individualist who has been cxperimenting with his own compositions
since an carly age, Szobel assembled a group of competent local jazz rock
musicians and recorded an atbum of original compositions (Szobel, Arista
4058) which includcs some unusually inventive fusion music.

At a concert last month at the Village Gate Szobel led his five man group
through two tight sets of high-cnergy music, pitling his own rigidly
themaitic, classical phrasing against the band’s jazz and reck oriented
style.

“‘Mr. Softce,” the first picce, combined a somber piano introduction
with witty, high-speed unison bursts, abrupt solo piano breaks and color-
ful improvisations by various members of the group (most notably Danny
Scidenberg on clectric viola.) The remarkable contrast between Szobel’s
classically styled approach and the band’s aggressive jazz rock was used
most effectively in the lengthy *‘Szuite,’” an elaborate composition built
around the imaginative interplay between Szobel's acoustic piano and
David Samucl’s electric vibes and marimba, against a backdrop of shifting
moods and colors supplied by the rest of the band.

A second album scheduled for release this Fall is likely to establish this
virtually unknown young pianist/composer as a significant ncw voice in
contemporary fusion music. What remains 10 be seen is whether Herman
Szobel will stick to his musical instincts (the next logical step for him is to
venture into jazz improvisation) and resist audience and indusiry pressures
to dilute his individualistic style in order 1o render his music more
marketabic. )

Juices of Adonis

Hillary’s) Bottoms Up

By LEO SACKS

**I can spend up to $40 just drinking beer and shooting pool. Isn’t that
terrible?” asks coed Hillary Byrd with a gleam in her voice to suggest it’s
not really so terrible! Hillary is 5°6"". She describes herself as ““firm . . .
with a good butt. I'm not really fat or thin. Healthy is more like it.”” And
the advantages of a2 good butt? “Guys like to look at it,” she says, *3and

sometimes you've got 1o use what you've got 1o get what you want.”*
* o0

**1 was shooting pool last week with some guy, a swaggering, macho-
type. He shot and the cue ball headed for a corner pocket, but about an in-
ch away he slammed his stick down to prevent the cuc from going in. [ was
sitting there, waiching, and the guy was rcally drunk. Just as he hit the
table, the ball definitcly changed direction and swerved from the pocket.
He claimed he didn’t touch the ball with his stick, but | knew better. He
got huffy about it and started making these snide remarks about me. | just
wanted 10 bash his facc in, but nothing cver came of it. Actually he was
very nice to me about fifteen minutes Jater. And [ apologized for accusing
him—just in case 1 was wrong—and he gave me 2 *Ycah man, surc.”

“Fve had to fight for my rights 1o cruise bars as an equal,” Hillary
says, tand it's been a drag. It means constantly having to prove you've got
brains in vour head and never picking anybody up in a particular bar that
You go o because once you've picked uap one guy you've given yourself a

scputation.””
.« e °

«Continued on Page 11)




(Hillary’s) Bottoms Up

(Continued from Page 11)

““J get the most trouble from the macho, handsome types. The minute
they see a girl that’s asserted herself, or opened her mouth, or even put a
quarier down on the pool table, they see her as a challenge; someone 10 be
cut down to size. What usually follows is a somewhat witty though am-
bigtious reparie that ends in disaster. 1 an ambiguous remark about sex is
made, t'll immediately 1ake it for the worst. I've been nasty many times in
bars just because | figure, “1.et me get nasty, get this whole thing over with
wndd maybe we can be friends®. bt can get preuy harrowing though. Ofien it
builds and reaches a crescendo when you turn 10 the guy and say, *Go fuck
yourself”. But in the end, U've found, most guys will actually respect you
and say, *Hey, you're all right”, or *Hey, you're pretty shasp®.

**Pecople in bars are just people anywhere, especially in a situation where
everyone's had a drink and is fecling pretty loose. People always have
something to offer you. There’s got to be at least one sentence, one thing
said by cach person at night that you're gonna take home and mull over,
or that you mull over right then and there. Even if the person is scum/low-
life. maybe they’ll say something of importance. Just something to think
about. Food for thought.*”

* 8

What does she think about taking a man home for a bar? **1 dod’t think
about . I1’s something you just do. Sometimes you get horny. 1t happens,
y’know. Just don't give yourself a reputation at the bar you go to, or
you're gonna be hounded by guys constantly. For instance, | don't wear a
bra, and 1 get a lot of flack from guys for that. They see a chick that
doesn't wear a bra and they take her as an easy mark.: ree love and peace,
flowers, brotherhood . . ."" she sings on a musical note.

Hillary lost her virgfnily when she was 17. “I did it six times the first
night,’’ she says. **We stayed up until dawn. It was a new 10y. 1 couldn’t
stop doing it. 1 thought it was really ncat, but then again 1 had been
playing with mysclf for so many years that I'm surc | was broken at that
point. You can lcave that part in if you'd like,” she offers, ‘*and make me
sound like one of the Runaways®’ fteen rock’s latest scnsation. |

Doces she find most men satisfying in bed? “*No. Because it’s pretty
much you kiss, and he fondles your breasts, and he fingers you, and then
he takes your clothes off and gets on 10p of you. And he pumps. Some
guys pump longer than others. They pump till they sweat, and then
¢jaculate. Then the party’sover . . .

. Which is the way most guys fuck. Unless you're close enough to
the guy to get a linle variation into your sex life, where sometimes the guy
plays the prince and the girl plays the princess. Sometimes a girl fecls like
getting laid but doesn’t feel like working. And sometimes a girl feels like
getting on 1op and doing all the work. 1t’s nice to switch off.””

* s &

Docs she think she'll ever find her dream man?

“Somctimes I really don’t know.”” she admits, **and it disillusions me. {
think despite the liberation of most women, male attitudes towards women
haven't really changed. Only now men don’t open their mouths as much
because they know some wontan will shove her foot inside it. | think it’s
even worse with men who don’t have a college education and have never
dealt with women on an cqual level. A the core you'll tind most men still
want 10 wear the pants.

“*At this point, | wouldn't rcally know how 10 act or fecl towards a guy
that wasn't rcally macho at the core. 1I've become so accustomed (o this
macho thing that when | mect a guy who’s not, | think, ‘Is he a faggo1?”,
or *‘Maybe he's the kind of guy I can step all over”. I°s hard accepting the
fact that a guy has accepted you s an cqual. Women are screaming for it,
they want it, but | really don’t know if. all of a sudden it happened, how
they would react 1031. 1 don’t know if they'd really want it that way.™”

Does she give her current man any trouble? **No, not really. but 1 think
the kind of girls’ uscd 10 running around, asserting themselves and dating
a lot of men make the best women and usually treat their men the
best—betier than mosi submissive-type women. | ihink that the freedom
to do what | want helps me to hold on 10 my man. IF a girl is really smart,
she’ll never loose her wildiness and become complacent in a eclationship.™”

LI

Hillary calls the prospect of hee becoming a lesbian °*a definite
possibility. Physicalty, however, 1'm not turned on by women. But men-
tally, when you do find an imtelhigent woman. one who can see through
most of the social values that people hold so high, 1 tind that [ can relate to
her much detter than 1 can 1o a man. [ find that my head is fore fulfitled
and our discussions more satisfying.

sSomctimes male-female problems are just 0o much (0 cope with.
Questions like, *How much liberty should |take with & man’, or *Am 1
plaving the game right” get in the wav. With two chicks relating, it"s a
whole tor cavier. Generally. people belicve the strongest bonds exing bet-
ween man and man, then man and woman, and then woman and woman,
which s really sad. T othih o woman wousld more scadily stab another
woman W the back over or tor @ man than a s would ove o womia,
Fhat isn’t really doae.
comge tiest and wamen come second. W omien don’t hune that code, and as

There's o code Between men where men know men

a result women will acves teeh the sante iy or scise oF comeadenie that
men cijoy.

“Bat women have thar heads on straigittier. | dor™ Raow why, \en
aivans seem 1o alh through thar ccov wincrcas when vou micei & woman
and becoamie ponnd terends weth s,
ceo vinere. You'te not vinb, vome: §
don’t thiak many guvs discuss with thes sricnds the tact that they can'i get
itup, let’s ~say. They'd be too embarrassed about 1.

* e

vaur don’s e o raik g i vour

sansed doaclt her thar vonr

And Hallary Bard s ciosing message? *Neves ke vour showes . waiit

sour sovks on?™’
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Maple Leafs in the House

There are maple leaves in the house,

forlom, unkempt,
conspicous on the waxed floor.

When someone was careless in closing the door

these three snuck in,

no doubl,

on the back of a small wind,
leaping and cartwheeling about.

There they lay

in a comer of the room,

somehow creating
a sublle caious, a

curious confusion in the room,

upsetting the order

of things as [ know them.

And now what to do,

how 1o approach this intrusion . . .
With a sure motion of the broom
they could be gone,

swept ot of sight

and the order of the house maintained.

But supposing | always

dealt with uncertainties this way?
Whatifl,

in being threatened with disorder
simply wiped the object away?
An easy motion.

They are still there

quietly disrupting the house.

Il change nothing,
keeping the unbalance

and these three leaves in the comer

as areminder.

All students who intend
to make applications
to the

STUDENTYS’
AlID
SOCIETY

For
Financial
[
Assistance
are advised to file
their applications with:

Prof. Robert ). Wilson
Speech Department
Speech Hut S-3, Rm. 950
Mondays 12-2 PM

Evening students:
Mrs. Marian 0'Brien
Evening Registrar

Administration Bldng.

Mon_-Fri. 5:30-7:30 PM
JeFf BRumBeal

The City College
Russian Polish Slavic Club
essay contest:
“Pulaski in America”
The top prize is a free trip
to Poland, along with official
New York City Bicentennial
Certificate. Participants
interested in entering the
contest must submit a
5,000 word essay to Prof.
Vera Yon Wiren-Garczynski,
Shepard Hall Rm. 225
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JACKETS
BLAZERS
SAFARIS

Regular Retail $125-$200
Buy direct from manufacturer.
Must continuously sell down
overstocks. Top grain leather.
Many models for men and. women.

ACADEMIC
RESEARCH
PAPERS

THOUSANDS ON FILE
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Send $1.00 for your up-to-date, .
192-page, mait order catalog.

11926 Santa Monica Bivd.
Los Angeles, Ca. 90025

390 Fifth Ave. (36th S1. entrance)
8th floor - room 803
Tel. 279-2463 Mon.-Sat. 9-4
*Bring this ad and get a 10%
college discount for cash sales.
Please rush the catalog to:
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Original research a1so available.

Enclosed is $1.00.
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(fiiy Gollege?ore Is Your Official One-Stop Campus Shop!

Let the Fall Term START, Where Outstanding Self Service Is An
ART.

* WE STOCK ALL THE TEXTBOOKS OFFICIALLY AUTHORIZED BY
YOUR INSTRUCTORS IN NEW & USED COPIES. Books are arranged alphabetically & numerically by

course along our aisles. Complete Refunds Are Guar-
* WE CARRY ALL SPECIFIED SUPPLIES FOR COURSES .
(Art, Architecture, Engineering, Gym, Etc.) anteed (Refund Schedule Posted in Store).
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Deliciously Sweet
— Pop Into Our Popcorn —

We Carr Just About ' o =
Evyerything ] We Carry A Full Line of
* Class Rings Stationery ART & DRAFTING

* Tobacco * Dictionaries
Tobac ; Dictonaries e SUPPLIES
. . Pencils, Crayons, Pens & Pastels
¢ Date Books & Store Information Guide * . yons, s
;aperbacks « Diploma * Oil, Tempura, Acrylic, Watercolor Paints
ugs p ® Sketch, Newsprint, Charcoal & other Pads

Pens Lamination . Tracing Paper Pads, Forms & Rolis
Sportswear * Greeting Cards WIN API RATEER T-Squares & Drawing Boards

Caiculators *Jackets French Curves, Triangles & Templates
and much more - llustration Mat & Pebble Board
Throughout the Store CHRYSLER Canvas, Brushes, Mops & Etchers

SAILBOAT Printing Blocks inks & Rollers
Clay & Modeling Tools . . .pLYS MORE

HOURS (Subject to Change) FULL LINE OF
NEW CASH Mon. Sept. 1396

for Tue, Sept. 146.6 : Examination Aids
mD m(s ::,d 'ss‘;':‘t"?:;;w First week of classes & ReVlew Notes

Fri.Sept. 1795 . Schaums « Monarch
(Textbooks That Is) Sat. Sept. 189.3
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Students Shop

Fight Tuition with Used Books!

HUGE SELECTION OF USED BOOKS AT VERY LOW PRICES

POSTS THE OFFICIAL BOOKLIST AND
GUARANTEES THAT YOU GET THE RIGHT BOOKS

PAYS YOU THE HIGHEST PRICES FOR YOUR USED BOOKS

HAS A LARGE SELECTION OF SCHOOL & ART SUPPLIES

Beaver Students Shop

I38 St. & Amsterdam
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