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He was my friend 
By STEVE SIMON 

It only goes to show you that you can 
live with someone for months, hang out 
with him for years and have countless con
versations with him, and yet you may not 
know him very well at all. Perhaps nothing 
could ever prepare you for the morning 
when — after he hasn't answered your let
ters or bothered dropping in while he's in 
the city — he calls to give you the good 
news. You're about to ^wlogize for not 
writing after having read a filler in the 
Times about a journalism society award he 
won, but he cuts you short and says it 
doesn't matter he just won something bet
ter, the Pulitzer Prize for Public Service, 
the one made famous by Watergate's 
Woodward and Bernstein, the one every
one lusts after but only the best deserve. 
Who ever thought he would do a thing like 
that? 

I carry few pleasant memories of my 
time on Observation Post, which stunn
ed the better part of eight years. My 
friendship with Jonny Neumann is one of 
them. 

If I can be ))ermitted to borrow an 
image from my favorite network tele
vision show, he played Rossi to my Lou 
Grant, without the age differential or 
IxMi's paunch, of course. He was always 
earnest, too serious for his own good, 
and I was never serious enough. And 
then again he was taller, though he never 
forgot what it had been like to git>w up 
short. 

We met in the fall of 1967, and at the 
time, I almost ignored him while being 
caught up in a personal vortex of emo
tion that managed to feed off both the 
Vietnam War and the incredible pennant 
drive of the Boston Re<l Sox. Neumann 
came from Queens and was a true-blue 
Mctsic, and so perhaps we found our first 
common ground as Yankee-haters. 
There I go with the jokes again, for the 
truth lies ckuser to the fact that although 
I had been on the paper for a year already 
and had written tons of stories (a feat 
made easier by never going to a class). I 
was pretty tow in OPs then-rigid hier
archy and found it easier to relate to the 
new recruits. This was a time when you 
couMn't walk into the OP office without 
bumping into a host of inflated thou^ 
brilliant egos, and I can remember hav-
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Mini Institute nears independence 

Johnny Neumann (r.) celebrates Pulitzar 
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Former OP editor 
wins Pulitzer Prize 

A 28 year-okl • fomK»r e<litor of 
ObxenHitoM I'ost was awarded this year's 
Pulitzer Prize GoW Medal for PUWK Ser
vice, the most prestigious of the twenty 
journalism awards. 

Jonathan Neuman, who joined 06.svr. 
vation Post in 1967 and was a member of 

the paper until his graduation from the 
College in 1971, received the awani in re
cognition of a series of articles he co-
authored with Wiliam K. Murimow in the 
Philadelphia Inquirer. The four-part 
series. calle<l "The Homicide Files." ex
posed a brutal Phila<lelphia i>olice in-
terrogatk>n system in whkrh sus|)ects wore 
beaten with k?a<l pi|)cs. bniss knuckles and 
furniture. 

Neumann, a native New Yorker, join-
e<l the Im/tiircrasH cmirt reporter in 1976. 
after working for the Daily Hamjwhire 
Gazelle in North^mipton. M;iss.. where he 
won 10 jourmdism awards in .i'/t years. 

He teame«l 4ip with Marimow. an 
htqnirrr .staff writer since I9?2. for an 
inve.<<lig:ilton of c(>ni|>l:iints about iwllce 
brutality by homicide su.spects and wit-
nfs.sf.s. With the help of "U-ep Night-
.stick." a source with ctose tM?s lo the jwlic 
<le|Kirtment. ami after interxiewing hun-
drwls of victims, lawyers. ju«lges and <le-
teflivt-s. their ft»ur month investig:ili<»n 
revejiled "a pattern of beating, threats of 
viotonce. intimidation, coercion and know
ing disregard for .-^nstitutittnal rights'* in 
the interrogation practices of Philadelphia 
police. 

—Frederic Seaman 

After two njonths of uncertainly fol
lowing the YMCA'a withdrawl of support, 
the Mini Institute (formeriy the CCNY-
YMĈ A Mini Academy) is now clo.se to its 
goal of becoming a fully indeiiendent or-
g-aniz:itk>n. 'Thanks to the help of numer
ous individuals at the College, in the com
munity and in various agencies and organi-
zjitions," s;iid Kill Burnes, the Mini Acade
my's diiwtor, "We expect to make the 
tmnsition to total inde|iendence on July I". 

However. Bunies expresse<l di-sjip-
IMunlnient at the lack of sup|M»rt fmni the 
College's faculty and staff. As part of its 
Spring fundraLsing drive every year, the 
program nuiib letters lo all College staff 
and Faculty. an<l in the past, ihc organiza
tion was able to niise about "fiJOOO every 
yoiir that »̂ -ay. This year Burnes hoped to 
niise $(000 lo .<4000. "IiLstead". he com-
pbined, "We have only received less than 
•$I50 until now." 

"Many faculty I spoke with tokl me 
that they h;id forgotten, and that they 

By MATTHI/VS SEAMAN 
woukl mail us a <heck; but almost no one 
has." Bumess .said. 

New Corporation Formed 
In order to make up for the loss of 

YMCA spon.sorship. a new corporation. 
The Mini Institute, was formed March 20 
as the new su|)ervising agency for the Mini 
Academy. The six-member temporary 
IkKird of Directors that has been determin
ing the Corpoi-ations's (wlicies will be re-
place<l by a larger official Board after a 
meeting of the full Board of Directors 
sche(hile<l for today. 

This new official Boani will include 
Ann Kees, Vice Provost for Student Af-
faii-s, as the College'.s repre,senlative. Bill 
BtH-nes, who has invesle<i his personal sav
ings in onler to .siUvage the orgsmization, 
has already been elected President of the 
Mini liistilute. Inc. 

The YMCA's puilout, however, has 
left one serious gap. The program will have 
difficulty meeting basic operating ex-

amthiiied on page ,i 

Poetry Festival held in Finley 
City College's Sixth Annual Poetry Kicking off the festivities at 10 A.M. 

Festival, heUI in the Finley Ballroom on were the typically rambunctious young 
May 5th, once again as.semble<l the poetkr verse makers from elementary schools a-
voicesofyoung and old in an event that has round the city. Ao usual, they stole the 
become a schiKil iradilii.n. show from the beginning with their youth

ful lack of pretention and contagious ex-
hulH-nmce. Following the elementary 
school kkis, the winnerrsof the High School 
Poetry Contest read, including the lece-
pients of the three cash prizes of $150, $100, 
and §75, and 15 others who received honor
able menttons. 
Sonia Sanchez, ;issislant professor at Tem-
pk* University and author of several books 
of|Kx>try. 

Ms. Siinchez read s(>lectk>ns of her 
work for IS minutes, captivating everyone 
with her .soft, sonorous voice and hard-hitt
ing poetry. 

l/ater in the afternoon poets from the 
teaching staff of the Knglish Department 
reafl. followed by stwlents in the graduate 

x.and un<lergra4luate writing prognuns. 
i The seven hour festival attracted 
^ some 1000 listeners, arKl according to Prof 
I" Barry Waltonstein (Knglish). who organ

ized the annual event. "It was the best 
Poet Sonia Sanchez reads from one of we've ever had." 
herbooks al poetty <«•«»»'• — JcfT Brumbeau 
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Observotion Post 
Voice of the Student Body, Conscience oftheAdmmiitration, 
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. Friday, May 12.1978 
Letters to the Editor ~~ ' ~— 

Gross: Subjected to 'personal abuse' 

Editorial 
"Rumor has it that last week's issue of OP will be the last," writes 

Susan Beasley in a column (titled Death of a aimpus HeH'^p<n>er) which 
appears on page 2 of this week's Campus. 

"OP, like New York City, has teetered on the brink for the last three 
years, Beasley writes "and it appears to Hnally have topple<l into the 
abyss. 

Nonsense. Rumors of OPs demise do not materialize out of the blue 
They are rnaliciously spread by disgrunUed e.x-Op staffers like Susan 
Be^ley. We question Beasley's motivation in writing the piece, which 
strikes us an an exercise in hypocrisy (Need we remind her that not too 
long ago, whUeon TheCampus, she approachedOPeditorsand attempted 
to recruit them for her newspaper?) 

With friends like Susan Beasley we don't need any enemies. 
As for her pompous statement: "Part of the reason why the news

paper IS dymg (or dead, since if it was alive I would presumably be writing 
this m the columns of OP. . . ) - - what makes Beasley think we wouW have 
printed her self-serving, inane drivel? 

OP has been publishing less frequently this year because our budget 
has been drasUcaUy cut^rom *7000 in 1976 to S2000 this teim), and unlike 
The Campus we are unable to attract enough advertising to pay for the 
cost of an issue. 

Nevertheless, as evidenced by this issue. OP is alive and well Weep 
no more, Susan. 

The starving food critic 
Anjrthinf-For-A-Buck Ktvt Servic* 

I'm not Craig Clairbome. which I hope makes you as happy as it 
makes me. If somebody said, "Hey man, here's 4,00 bucks, go out and 
have a good meal," I'd nin away to Bolivia and live well above the 
manner in which I'm accustomed for about two or three years. It 
usually takes me two years to accumulate $4000 and I've never made 
more than $3000 in any year of my life. That may explain why I'm the 
new Observation Post food critic. 

Food is one thing I love tremendously, ami if it wer« up to me. 
there wouW scarcely ever beany evidence of it in my house. Baskally. I 
can't afford to eat. At the moment, I'm intereste<i in e.xperimenting 
with how little food I can consume and still keep my heart beating — 
strictly for financial reasons, you understand. E.xcepl every time 1 
open my refrigerator, it seems my roommaie. who makes a lot of 
money, (when you've made m in 1977, anything seems like a k>t). has 
trucked in a half gallon of good banana icecream, a Aide «f prime beef, a 
pound of Nova Scotia lox, a tin of soft, chewy cho-olale macaroons, a 
small jar of freeze dried coffee, an entire chocolate rake, a pint bottle of 
sweetene<l raspberry syrup to pourover bluberr> loastwl waffles, and 
a galton of pure, organk appfc ckler. 1 cant keep my paw.s off of it, and 
it n»akes me poorer, since he insists 1 pay for my share, whkrh is usually 
more than his, because I'm always around the house and he works an 
honest job. 

What I'm trying to say Ls, I'm in no posilbn to be a food critic 
because I'm so hungry thai everything I put in my mouth tastes like 
manna. The other week, for instance, a frien*! took me out for break
fast, which I .Tiight add is the first time anyone's taken me out for 
breakfast in the three yeaî s I've been living up here. We ate at the GoW 
Medal Restaurant on ]<>9th and Broadway. The scrambled eggs were 
slush, the bacon was greasy and soggy, the home fries were coW. raw-
on the inskle, and coffee is automobile drippings. But good God. it was 
delkkMis. SI k>ved it.somuch. that after I fini<h«l my own portkm. I ate 
hers. 

The Ihe Ivdilor 

Although I know that you will IM.'dLsjip|)oinl«l. 
I am nol printing the babuuf of my Sutuntaij lie 
view es.say in the ObsermfioH Post. I utmtd lilie to 
take <i moment to offer my re:usons for this (k>cisk>n. 

(Jreat pressures have been bnnighl lo bear up
on me since the api>earance of my article in the 
Febnuiry 4 issue of'/7/r Satunlai/ lieeieie— forces 
Ihat must frighten anyone who belk'vos in the uni-
vei-sity ;LS a place of the mind where all individuals 
C3in express themselves openly ami where inicl-
lectuals must feel free to criticize om- anolh(>r. W<' 
live in a society that encourages intellectual timidity 
— a society that on the one hand produces a Satur
day Herieu- that imposes a vulgar title on an idea 
without consulting its author ami thai, on the ollui 
hand — even within the university — turns us into 
bureaucrats and fwlly functionaries who ac<|uiescx' 
to higher authorities and to the shifting winds of 
iwlitical pressures. No v. oiuler our educational insti-
lutwius are in such disarray. It is sad to think that a 
cjirefully rejisoned essjiy, really entille<l "0|)en A<l-
nii.ssions: A Confessional MediUition"an<l meant to 
examine closely our recent JKISI. should .so threaten 
iiMlividuals. Are we at City College .so intellectually 
insecure, so caught up in public rebtions, so afraid to 
sUile an idea simply ami cleariy that we have forgot
ten the intellectual life for which we have been 
trained? 

When the emotional reaction to my origiiuil ar
ticle subsides and it can IK- read rationally, I know 
that it will beund(>i-stiMMl. as n>any leadinjceducators 
aci-oss this country have cojisidered it: a critical 
aiialy.sis of one of the most ini])oi-tant chapters of the 
City College ami the prelu<le to a book that will not 
only elalwRUt? u|)on Ihe many accomplishments of 
these yeai-s but will also suggest .solutions lo the 
survival of the humanities. 

In my e.s.say, "Ojwn A<lmissions: A Confcssiomil 
Meditation" (reprinle<l in the March 24 issue of 06-
sentitiou Post) no iulmini.strator is |)erson<illy at
tacked; no group of people is conscktusly imdigne<l. 
The only ()emin named in the piece is myself Yet 1 
luivt? been subject to jx-i-sonal abuse that hjis littte to 
<lo with my idesus and that lias no place in an institu
tion of higher learning, committed to academic free
dom. 

Were you in my plac-e. woukl you now publish 
any article, however original or imaginative, in a 
City College newspa|)er? Would you open yourself 
upforattacksonyour chiiracter lo be substituted for 
a di.scussion of your idejis? No, 1 think that you 
woukl wait — as I will wait — until the whole book is 
written, and let the wider worid make a final judge
ment. 

Sincerely. 
Theodore L. Gross 
DeanofHumanitk^s 

RSB: The issue wil l not disappear 
The Jotlowing letter utis submitted by 

It's been over a month now since stucknts took 
over Dean Theodore Gross' office, demanding he 
either retract his racist article attacking our student 
body at City, or resign. Since then Gross has pur
posely kept a tow profile and hasn't responded to any 
of the students' demands. He even reneged until 
now on his promise to make public the rest of his 
article. It has become quite clear that he thinks if he 
just sits on the issue it will disappear. Well it won't. 
Dean Gross! 

For all your ranting and raving about how it 
took courage to publish your article on Open Ad-
misstons (which we believe), your courage seems to 
suddenly have disappeared. Recently some students 
along with some concerned faculty challenged you to 
a public debate, but it seems you prefer lo dis
seminate your views in safe academic circles and not 

the Rectilntiottary Student lirigude: 

to the people they will effect. Maybe you're afrakl of 
more student wrath. Well, being a man of" courage" 
ami a believer in academk; freedom, maybe you'll 
have second thoughts on your refusal. Because there 
are many ready to challenge you anywhere and any 
time. 

In response to Dean Gross' silence a number of 
us paid a visit to his office on Wendesday, April 26. 
We told him we didn't like his playing games with 
the students and asked him what happened to the 
artkle he had promise<l to publish in Observation 
Post. To add insult to ii\jury Gross said he was gonna 
publish it next month, and we had to remind him that 
school woukl be over by them. After a tot of hemm
ing and hawing he said he wouW put the artlcto in 
this issue of Observation Post. But this came only 
after we threatened to take over his office again. 

NYPIRG defends energy program 
To the Editor: 

TTiis is in respon.se to Cliff Paino's totter printetl 
in your March :\\ issue, in whkh he describes 
N YPlRG's energy program as "fascist." Permit me 
to clarify NYPIIMis (New York Pulic Interest Ke-
.search Group, Inc.) energy program for your read
ers. 

NYPIRG favors devel«>pmenl of a|»propriale 
technology — technology that «m sup|)ly ncedeii 
energj- without the by pro«lucts of unemployment, 
envirenmental (mllutton and waste. Right mm a 
huge amount of gov.ernnK-nt funds are being u.se«| to 
solve prabtoms platting other em-rgy .s<Hirces. leav
ing Solar Knerg>' with less than l:W «if the research 
ami (tovelo|mK'nt funds. 

S«» why has NYPIRG favorwl the «levelo|)menl 
of Solar Knergy? Sunlight Is abumlant, «lepen«lable. 
cheap, and a potential .source of 7r»Cf of humanity's 
energy nee<ls by the year 2025. A full .solar tech
nology woukl create 2'/4 limes as many jobs as the 
nuclear imlastr>' would. Solar em-rgj- also means 
wiml ami hydroetoctric power. Solar can heal, cool 
ami generate electricity. Right now a cooperative 
tenement at 519 Kast 11 Street in .Manhattan's Urn-
er East Side has re<luce<t their monthly fuel costs by 

There are now three legal, recognized power 

companies in New York City: Con Edison. Brooklyn 
Unton Gas and the people of 519 East I Ith Street. 
NYPIRG feels the list ran and shoukl grow to in
clude others. 

LucindaSuarez 
C('NY Project (Coordinator 

New format praised 
Dear Fre<l. 

As an avid reader of CUNY student news
papers 1 must inform you ami your staff that 1 am 
very- impre.s.se<l with your new format and apparent 
a.spiralions for professionalism. Your most recent 
i.ssues were sufwrb and «k?serve commendation. Al
ways keep in mimi that during these anfractuous 
times'Observatton P.»st ami other stuctont news-
pajiers are the only reliable means of mass com-
muncalton with the stuttont bmly at large. 

Keep up the goml work. 

Bd Roberts 
Chairman 

• University Student Senate 

Cee. Kd, that's the first time ire're been nccnsed of 
pndessionnhsnt in quite n irhile. As for ytmr 
"bfusriitingrhoire of H-ftrds... 
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Confessions 
eontiuued fmm fxtye :'> 

hands, drunk. 1 wjis there the time he 
grabbetl his wife's tit at the <linner tabto 
ChrustnuLS Eve while his daughters rolled 
pesis between their lips and watched atten
tively. I got the feeling that everybody was 
particiiKiting in this myth of the family. 
Everybody was hiding something incestu
ous. That hekl true for my relattonship 
with Debi. I felt all the hands off stuff was 
a myth. We were conforming to some no-
tton of conduct that had nothing to do with 
reality. 

In High School this feeling stuck with 
me. I hated dates. They aiwasy wanted you 
to subscribe to some notion of proper con
duct instilled in them that I never had. I'd 
end up twisting arms after movies in dark 
hallways, telling lies about love, using my 
knees to pry stubborn legs apart only to be 
tokl I was too bold! An animal! I was sick! 

I was sick? Gripe. 
I went to college. I didn't give a damn 

about girifriends. you'd think I was ready 
for something mature, something steady. 
Like I said, deviance is a state of mind. It's 
something you grow into—and that's hard 
to beat. If I meat a giri sitting in the school 
cafeteria, an intelligent young woman who 
could discuss women's lib, (whtoh I agree 
with), I'd not only want to fuck her, but if 
she was sitting with friends, I'd want to 
fuck them, loo. My constant thought was 
getting laid. I went over to the discos 
searching for women with their blouses 
half open, pale breasts spinning under 
green strobes, the ones licking tequilla and 
salt from their wrists, girls with fat asses, a 
fuck! 

I don't care for giris with clean te<lh 
and s<|uare le<Mh, clicking their jaws. "My 
boyfriend this, my boyfriend that!" I pre
fer tlM) ind<?]M>iM!ent (»nes. with waves of 
men at their ftna, the ones who've IKHWI to 
.seaadozt^ntimes. 

Is that a crime? (Jrifie? 
I read Oedipus Re.\. books on ethics, 

the Diary of Anais Nin, the Bibte. 1 felt 

Hag«3 

Institute nears independence 
voiitinuedfrom fxiye I 

'While our programs hjive continue<l 
to function throughout this jieriod, we are 

guilty I m>eded a place to vent this guUt. I right now having problems in pairing for 
looke<l for gUKlam». I- orget the church, that our OITKV sup|)lies. typewriter rentals JUHI 
was .settled in early chiklhoml. I chose a the telephone bill," Bunies .sjiid 
morning radio talk show. The topic was Despite iLs funding problems, the Mini 
women. I confessed on the air "I've partto- Academy is going ahead with plans to ex-
patetl in unnatural sex. I've thought of pami its operations after Juw 31 
women only m se.xual tenns." The com- "We have submitted a total of seven 
mentaloriisked "What's wrong with that?" proposals to the New York City Youth 

i v t l u M ^ r ''"^**""- ™ •" ' *̂- B<«^. the City's Department of Employ-
Yeah? Huh! Why mom)gamy? Why shoukl ment, the Greater New Yoric Fund ami 

I change my sexual mores because of other funding agencies," Burnes ex-
stamlards that have never been a a part of plained, adding that, "We don't expect all 
my reality? I veseenwhatconformingcan of them to be funded. Funding agemrtos 
do. The couples at Coney Island, picking financial contraints have already forced us 
scabs from their noses, yattering,-^ what to cut down the prospective budgets in do your want to do now?" Haw-Haw. Stick
ing their chicken-eating, com-on-the-cob-
eating, pop-com-eating fingers in their 
soggy belly buttons. Ice skating at Rocke
feller Center, their reptito heads all muddy 
— going arm and arm — disgusting! 
You've seen them too. 

Jean-Paul Satre explained the matter 
in his favorite terminology, "^hat we 

some of the proposals we submitted." 
Summer Program 

The Mini Academy Summer Pr<^:ram, 
lasting firom July 10 to August 25, will pro
vide summer emptoyment for 300 West 
Harlem teenagers and 165 college stu
dents, while offering educational, cultural 
and recreattonal activities for 350 school
children who have fallen behind in their 

have, he said,"is an essential tove. But it school work at Hartom etomentary and 
is a good Idea for us also to experience high schools. Parttoipants are divkled into 
contingent love affairs. And our rela- 25 gourps of twelve chiWren. and each 
tionship wouW endure as tong as we did: group is supervised by three high school 
but It could mit make up for the Heeling and one colege student. Instruction for the 
nches to be had from emxHinters with dif- children is provided by 60 Coltoge students 
ferent people. How couW we deliberately majoring in Education who earn 3 cr«liis 
forgo that gamut of emottons - astonish- for their volunteer worit with the Acade-
ment, regret, ptoasure ami nostalgia — 
which we were capable of?" 

I agree. Like the loss of blood, the loss 
of lived experience, no matter how bizzare. 
makes for an unhealthy mind and body. 

my. Other student emptoyees are pakl $90 
a week. 

All participants in the summer pro-
gi-am receive three meals a day, free of 
charge (The meals are provided by the 

Swanson company, umler a USDA pro
gram). The Mini Academy is still accepting 
applicatioas from children ages 5 to 13. 

Meanwhile, Bill Bunies continues his 
appeal for contributions to the Mini Aca<to-
my. "Until our current proposals are 
fundcfl, we will be facing serious difficul
ties in meeting daily operating expenses," 
he statc<l. "We are in dire need of general 
contributions, particulariy from College 
staff and faculty." 

Tax-deductable contributtons should 
be sent to: The Mini Institute, Inc.; Finley 
Center, Goklmark Wing; 133rd Street and 
Convent Avenue; New York, N. Y. 10081. 

Whatever your 
undergraduate major-
LIBRARIANSHIP 
offers you 
an opportunity for a 
professional cweer 
InMresMd in becoming «n infomtMion 
VMcMiit? puWic ttbnii»nt ichool 
Nbnrian } academic Wwarian? <MMr«n's 
and young adults' librarian? special Nbrarim 
in buainas, industry, seienca, tedmoiogy. 
nMiteum. rare book coUeciion? 
Attracted to the laieit lArary denelopmants 
in multimedia? VIDEO? comfNitcr applicalians? 
service to minorities, ethnic groups, 
senior citizens. non-Engliih-language leedan? 

For information about our oatioaatty'actraditid 
MASTER Of LIBRARY SCIENCE ptovam, 
writ* or caa library Seiiaca Oapannwnt, 
Ouaem Collaga ol d>e City Uniwiity 
of New York. Flushing. N.Y. 11367. 
Tel: (212) S20-7194 or 719S. 

| g | QUEENS COLLEGE 
^ ^ ^ Am *fftm»t»fe Mi 

THE HANFT AWARD ($450) 
& 

THE SAMUEL & ESTHER SHAPIRO 
FELLOWSHIP ($1000) 

CITY COLLEGE STUDENTS WHO ARE ENTERING LAW SCHOOL IN 
SEPTEIIEBER1978 ARE ELIGIBLE. ^nxjut. IN 

A committee will interview each applicant and will base (heir awanl 
decision on each candidates academic record, written application and 
personal interview, in light of the language of each award and the 
intent of the donors. 

Students may submit written worit as an appendix to the application, 
which they feel supports their eligibility for these awards. 

The awards will be presented at Graduation in June 1978. 

INFORMATION AND APPLICATIONS ARE AVAILABLE .AT: 

THE CENTER FOR LEGAL EDUCATION 
SHEPARD HALLS 

Haywood Bums. Director 
Leora .Mosstim. Associate Director 

The Day Student 
Government Elections 

will be held on 
IWay 22nd thru 26th. 

i Voting machines wiU be located in Curry Hall. Goethals, 
Steinman, Shepard, Klapper Hall, 

and the Science Building. 

^ 



Books 

OURIilcnTI'OUiVK 
Edited by Giuny Vida. Prentice-Hall. ^tJ.'jr, 

llyNANCYMKADB 
"Our Right to IMVH" is the worst shit that tht 

lesbian/feminist movement has pro<iuco<l. The book 
is 318 pages l.»ng and should be condeiisecl into a nice 
little pampbet for all the information rendered. It is 
subtitled "A lesbian Resource Book" but the re
sources are absent. The only thing going for the book 
is Rita Mae Brown's foreward. She is the best writer 
in the book (which curiously did not included any
thing by the most famous of contemporary lesbian 
writers, Jill Johnston), and she is witty and percep
tive. 

Reading "Our Right to Love" was like taking 10 
mg. Valiums every ten minutes. Who wants lo read a 
book about "personal testimonies" of individuals 
page after page, (unwittingly snuck in between the 
professional copy)? All this stuff about how haid it is 
to be a lesbian, how some lesbians have jobs and 
others have kids, and instructions on making love, 
like insertingyour thumb into her vagina if you don't 
like the smell and wetness of pussy. Shit, don't go 
down on her then. 

Ck> suck cock. The whole book has this attitude 
of us poor lesbians, we got it so bad. Even bad 
lesbian/feminist "how to" and "self-help" books have 
an altitude of hey, we're lezzies and we're great. A 
superior attitude to this one. 

Overall, this information is obvious...we've 
read it in the last six lesbian/feminist anlhoblgies. 
We know it all. A $12.96 rip-off of the National Gay 
Task Force. Lesbians ripping off lesbians for 
a change?? 
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Bars 

METROPOLITAN LIFE 
By Fmn Liebowitz. E.P. DtUtoa. $8.50 

Sometimes Fran Liebowitz is iiinny. Most of 
the lime she just sneers. Reading "Metropolitan 
Life" I chuckled less and less as the subway car 
moved downtown. In Madetnoiselleand Interview, 
from which this collection of essays is taken. I often 
thoughtshe was witty and droll. Now, I think she'sa 
JAP. anU-homosexuai, hates polyester leisure suits, 
and spends most of her life practicing how to kvetch. 

The anti-homosexual rap is weird. The other 
day at the Gotham Book Mart I saw her fashionaUy-
dyke-like mug on the cover of our famous gay mag-
aane, Chrisloplier Street. In the issue they re-
•printed her essay, "Notes on Trick" and go on to 
write about how clever she is. That essay was ted
ious, and most of her other comments about the gay 
work! are just offensive. 

I advise reading this book only if you et\joy 
humoriess sarcasm and essays that kwk like the 
detailed shopping lists of a sk>th. 

— Nancy Meade 

FAMILY MATPER — A PARENTS'CUIDE TO 
HOMOSEXUALITY 

By Dr. Charles Silverstein. Mciirtiu-'Uill. <̂X.3.5 

We learn from "A Family Matter" that many 
parents are given the news of their cliiklren » homo
sexuality abruptly and .sometimes cruelly; Dr. 
Silverstein reasons that all members of the family 
must deal Uctfully and honestly with the situation. 

He cites case histories in detail so that wc may 
experience the humiliation and guilt often suffen.>d 
by families. And he <loes more than that. He soothes, 
consoles, explains, and informs. TTie American 
Psychiatrists A.ssociation, and their role in fn-eing 
homosexuals from the label of "psyihas" and "«lc-
viants" is described. The torture many jjays .>;uf-
fered at the hands of cops ami shrinks is cite<l. and « 
brief history of the gay movement is given. 

I)r. Silverstein is the founder ami director <>f the 
Institute for Human lik-ntity in N*. Y.C.. has a I'h.I). 
in psych<»l«gy. and is an experiem-eil s«-x thtrapist. 
He has written a fine hook that will help many 
families deal with homosi-xuality. 

— .Nancy .Meade 

for my favorite bulldish 

<note: my I9yr old sister in N.C. saw me naked witha woman in bed & asked 
roe (wo yrs later if that means i'm a bulldish. i toM her the wonl was bull 
dyke and i'm not.) 

susie said it ivasgreat sex/ 
it imsl 
she, as pretty as tnel 
she, as smart as mel and 
dedicate, thiu-tcasted like i,'nt not/ 
Susie's cat liked me! 
the three of us sat in front of a golden fire! 
Susie and me sipped B St B! 
slipping out of the Inst nervous stage/ 
she read to me/ 
she gave me a drawing of hers/ 
i showered wilh her silky simpl 
Ihatfwimedon my lianl nipples/ 
I sat in her while velour robe/ 
thinking of the dildo and vibrator 
we didn't use. and/ 
annie said it was great sex/ 
it was!/ 

— Nancy Meade 

for susie 

oh honey, 

yon are the prettiest! 

smiling on my pillows 

you who made me ruin onstage 

in my rhinestonr g-slring 

while men leered at me dancing 

i nyis .tinging "i might hare a chance icitli yon' 

"i/on're my lady lore" 

my first hlnciycd In ant y 

and tunny. <oo. 

ICC can do sit much for each oilier 

like no iiiini cccrdins 

it icoiild itc risk'iiy tlicir iinisriihinlif 

Itiit I'll tike yoit ecru if ifoii iccrc iii,tn fitt 

I'd like til help ifoH yet there. 

The Mineshaft 
By KICK 

Fri<lay night Reggie and I were out doing the 
town grand. We were at Ty's until closing time. 
Neither of us wanted to go home. He suggested the 
Mine Shaft. I washesitiint. I had walked by the plauv 
lots of times and wantc<l to go in, but the stories I 
had heard, piss in the beer an<l ice cubes, Tisl-fuck-
inK...well, I'm kinky, but not f/m/kinky. Reggie ssii<l 
if I di<hrt like the place we'd leave. What the hell. 

The Mine Sludl is kicatcd right smack in the 
nii<ldle of the meat-packing district. How appro
priate, right? Pitch black out. e.xcept for the en
trance light above the door. We walked in, and up 
twenty steps. There sat the doorman/bouncer, who 
enforced thedrcsscode. NoGucciorGivenchy. Only 
flannel, T-shirts, and jeans, if you want to wear 
anything. 

My eyes had not yet adjusted to the lack of light. 
I didn't see the guy in the comer wearing a hard hat 
jerking himself off, or the guy getting list-fucked on 
the pool table until my coat was checke<l. I began to 
doubt my sanity. Reggie took me on a grand tour. 

We walked to the back of the bar, then through 
a small entrance way. Wall to wall men, men, and 
more men. Two guys hung on something slimey that 
was suspemle<l from the ceiling. I swear to God, as 1 
sit here writing, one guy had his arm up the other 
guy's rear past the elbow. Scream is not the word. 

Downstairs, we waded through a muck of shit 
and piss. Groups and couples of men sucked and 
fucked in little rooms. A guy was sitting naked in a 
tub of water and urine getting shit on by the man 
standing over him. 

Back upstairs we ordered a drink and R e g ^ 
said it was time to go our separate ways for a while. 

I don't know how many men I had conUct with 
except that sometime after number twenty-five I 
lost count. 

on finding out you are a bulldish 

// «Yi,s- exciting lo have found 
you wanting me, 
as i danced in front 
of leering fatmen 

it was barry while's thick 
sweating lyrics that played 
Ihtckground to a long-awaited 
fantasy. 

excnse me a moment mister, 
i said, and rushed lo yon 
in Ihebathnnmi 

for a fiol five minnles 
wltcre we smudged the 
make-up masks 
on each other's faces, 
and underneath fonnd 
so much to share. 

"nisttiitii iiic 

— .Nancy .Meade 

Susan 

untitled 

you're giving mean Advent ure, 
honey. 
you're put a sly smile 
mill my routine, and 
you understand mymtzg joh 
and need for art. 
t/ir.iik you turflielirsf tnnre 
'iiul leaving the smvll ol Hnlstim 
III my clothes. 

— Susan 



Friday. May 12.1976 
When I die I want to be fucke l̂ by 

well-deserving necrophiliacs. Alive, 1 ex-
FXHrt to be single, polygamous, ami chikl-
free. My only husband will be me. my only 
children my books. 

Aunt Terry caught me humping my 
te<l<ly bear when 1 was four, and my 
mother aiught me torturing a femal cousin 
seven years later. They thought I WJLS a 
sick kid. 

Mom's advice to me at foiirt«cn w;is, 
"Milking love is a beautiful thing, whether 
you're marrie<l or not. Just remember, a 
man can make love to you, then get up ami 
make love to a dozen other women the ssime 
night." 

I was a virgin until fifteen, when I wjis 
raped by my father's best friend's son. an 
eighteen year-okl weightliftcr. 

At seventeen I movul out of my sub
urban, middle-class home and became in
volved with a thirty-three year-okl mar-
rie<l man who gave me enemas and gonorr
hea for Christmas. He liked me to cig
arette-bum his back while we fucked. 

I was picked up in the West Village at 
age nineteen by an attractive stoned couple 
who took me lo their Bleecker Street a-
partment, introduced me to amyl nitrate 
and the mcnage-a-trois scene. She had 
beautiful round breasts and fingernails 
that pierced my cunt as she finger-fticked 
me. 
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Dispatches From 
The Errogenous Zone 

f»a^s 

by Nancy Meade 

A topless dancer, 1 am accustomed to 
hundreds of men offering me money, pre
sents and adoration benuise they tove my 
nipples and sweet smile. I sjiy, "You want 
to hear my pi.ss jokes?" 

"Sure." they answer. 
"Let me piss in your glass." 
"No, let's drink champagne. 

I keep the piss jokes coming. They 
blow $iJOO on $20 worth of N. Y. State bub
bly. 

Men have tried to "liberate" me from 
this dead-emi job. A Brazilian, a Greek, 
and a Puerto Rican have all promise<l me 
material and romantic bliss if only I woukl 
vow fidelity, child-bearing and free house-
cleaning services. 

My mother fell for that crap. It got her 
two divorces, a terminal case of high bkwd-
pressure and a strong affection for smoking 
grass. So I rejected iradlronal 
fantasies — romantic love and a happy 

marrwge. 1 stopped taking "U>ave It To 
Beaver" and "Donnsi Reed" seriously. In-
steail. I foumi fantasies in literature ;md 
sex. Henry .Miller's lustful adventures ami 
camlid raunchiiiess seeme<l more fun than 
living on Ung IslamI the rest of my life. I 
droametl of sitting in Cafe Flores in mink 
and jeans, drinking cognac and writing a-
bout the magical splendor of Paris. Maybe 
picking up a nice piece of Hesh in the even
ing for a goo<l romp in be<l. 

In lt)76 I fell for a lesbian at a bar in 
the West Village that was filled with 200 lb. 
leather dykes. She wore pink lipstkk. a 
tailored suit, and gold earrings. We ate 
clams at the Riviera Cafe ami ma<k? out on 
my corduroy couch. After six months of 
bliss, a West Coast job lured her away, but 
we share weekends together from time to 
time. Each visit reinforces our affectron for 
each other. 

An actor who is one of the wittiest and 

.sifxist men I've ever met took me to his 
apartment where we fiicked for so tong 1 
didn't know if the sun was rising or .setting 
anymore. We snorted sjieetl and drank 
cognac and hanlly exchanged a word, ex
cept for commands like "Fuck my jiss," or 
"l-et me drink your puss." It wjus bliss. Our 
rapport of three yejirs is suslaiiie<l by great 
•sex and free<lom. A call in the middk? of the 
night will set either of us running for a 
Yelk)w Fleet so we can share another 
weokemi of degenerate sex and heavy 
drugs. 

I've prostitute<l my body when I need 
a lot of money fast. The "John" is more a 
friemi than a trick, he supplM?s me with 
enormous quantities of cot-aine, grass, pop
pers, ami money. He fucks me with dildos, 
shows me raunchy fuck films. I humiliate 
him vcrbsUly and piss on him. 

I have a Puerto Rican girifirend. She's 
young, cute and sexy. She teaches me 
street smarts and Spanish. I teach her 
book knowlwlge and English grammar. We 
got together over a language misunder
standing in the bathroom at Robbie's 
Manli-Gras a topless joint. I asked her 
what perfume she was wearing. She said 
"Kismet." I thought she said "Kiss me." so 
I did, twice. It was lust at first kiss and we 
lived together in Puerto Rico forasummer, 
sharing her Cuban boyfriend. In New York 
we share my lover-friends and go to lesbian 
oi^es. 

Confessions of a male nymphomaniac 
Let me begin with a definition: All re-

laliciiships seek to improve one's self-
esteem. When one selects a mate he 
chooses, in most cases, someone who will 
overlook his flaws. That is why the lover's 
quarrel hurts so much, at these times our 
tover rages: "You're too fat!" "You're too 
lazy!" Our flaws are no k>nger sacred, our 
self-esteem drops. Criticism, no matter 
how constructive, becomes threatening to 
the very foundatwns of the relattonship — 
self-esteem. Hence, no criticism, no self-
improvement, no growth! As William 
Blake said: "Stagnant Water Breeds Rep-
tites."That is, monogamy is reptilious! 

Personally, this is why I've never hail 
a "normal" relationship: One that lasts for 
more than a month, is fille<l with long con
versations, Sunday dinners with the folks, 
birthday presents, kive letters, and/or 
engagement rings and interesting friends 
...something like those Michelob commer
cials: Six smiling couples at the beach, 
roasting lobsters in a copjier kettle over a 
bon fire, gentle kLsses, handshakes...the 
sun setting. I'm afraid of reptiles! 

Sure. I was in the boy scouLs. I learned 
about being cheerful, thrifty, brave, clean 
ami reverent. I Earned about morals. Itul 
my religious e<lucation w;is cokiix><l by my 
father's nuixim: i f Ctvil is everjvvhere. 
then I can pray on the toilet bowl!" (Dear 
Popa. His confe-ssions: He pee<l in the holy 
water, he was an alter boy). H<»y .S«MJt 
camp turne<l out to be a place where he 
couki <lo all the btzz:ire things he wasn't 
allowed to pursue at home, like jiee in 
.someone's canteen. ad<l deail b<H-s. ami 
offer a friemi a sip. Or give a friemi a Uam-
Ba (apply Ben-Gay to his genitals, tie him 
to a tree). Or. wrap (mjrK in tjn foil, t«.ss 
them into the camp fire, roast marsh-
malbws. 

So I kramed about morals. Yet. Im 

By Peter J. Rondinone 

sure to the more conservative eye my dis
taste for monogamy might make me kwk 
like a <ieviate. "One a dose pre-verts! Ya;i! 
I know <lem guys. They wanna go to Plato's 
Cave. Yah. Where the mklgets hang out. 
And have orgies. Very tremly, indeed. 
Very 70's! Who you kidding? You are really 
hkling your feelings. You are afraid of 
committments. Gads, what is becoming of 
this world?" 

O.K.. Gripe! But if you will put up 
with some of my personal history, per
haps, you'll find your e.xperiences similar, 
then r i be a <ievoted listener. Together 
we'll work this out. This will be clejirer 
O.K.!? 

So. remember first what I look like. I 
wear a full-kfiigth tween World War II 
bomber's coat, and a big bbck hat i-ocke<l 
over one eye. I bop when I walk ami I spit 
blood on subway walls. I pee at the end of 
the platform when I feel like and I sm<.ke 
cigars on the train during rush hour I 
break laws. I talk in a hostile tone. Fuck 
this! Fuck that! Not that I am tough, no! 
Deviance is a state of mind, not musdc 

Like before I kLsse<l a giri. I had inter-
ojurse. Her mime was Linda Harper, my 
sister's best friend, our m'Xt chwr m«igh-
b«.r. I WJIS 10. She was 11. She playwldolLs 
with my .sister until one afteriMwn I 
pres.sed note in her palm. It .said. "Billy tokl 
nK> you showeii him your thing*. I want 
s<»me Urn." To my sun>ri.s«'. she replieil. 
~Ves." 

One night. I iaike<l my .sister int«» 
r>laying hou.s*-. Linda wort> black let.tanls. 
Th«' g;m»e went like this: 

I was Pa-iKj/ Lin<la .Mama/ Sister lia-
»»:«/ Ba-hji ha<i to nuike Wawa/ Ma nui 
an«l Pa pa .-̂ al on the bed/ Pa-|M .sai<l: 
lAl'f. I)o h Honey?/ .Aral Mama was 
pink klvvwri her legs' But Pa | « t a n | 
(oTKvl her breath like stale milk/ Ami 
hor fe*-ling.soft, frighlencii, Kubbinga 
moment' then Jumping I'p, »a-hi« at 
the «kK.r/crying, I.ot Me In! 

Papa's parents were in the next room. 
They played pokino and laughed at Uncle 
Joe's war stories of decapitating Japanese 
sokliers during the Pacific campaigns. And 
a week later Papa picked the tiny gold lock 
on his father's secret cigar box with a bob
by pin. He fouml a deck of French playing 
«i«ls that he showed Linda. She said. 
"I^t 's try that, and that, and that!" (Years 
later they would learn to aw>ly numbers to 
all that.) But Papa can't forget Ba-ba 
cjitching them umler the blankets, naked. 
So Papa .s;ii<l. "You wanna watch?" He 
threw off the covers. Ba-ba wjis jealous. 
She had lost her best friemi. Linda said; 
"I ts fun. Watch. And .so Ba-ba got on an 
adjoining bed. h«;r fist between her legs, 
and .she laughe<l. 

Pa-pa can't forget the night Ba-ba 
whisjiereil into his ear. spinach on her 
breath. "I'madam-er.you'reasjiilor I.et*s 
<lo it in the bar." Pa-pji asked "Whore?" 
Ba-b:« slap|ied his face, gently. "Here, you 
liuli;ui heaii." Papa got on top of Ba-ba 
until .she went "Wa!" He rolle<l off. think
ing. Did anyone hear? 

Sonie<me dkl. His oklcr brother, and 
he rajied his sister that year Pajw jwrfers 
to tell this story (|uickly ami breathlessly. 
"He tiwl my h;»nds and fwt with g:»rri.son 
bt'lts. forced my head umler Dad's be<l. 
tJoing umler I rememi>er a 100 watt bulb. 
my sister, pink, on hot yellow sheets, a 
dea«l n»aeh in a clou«l of dust, getting fn-e. 
finding my bn>thers fai faw seating<)v«.r 
the edge of the b.-<l. a tirge scum bag<lrip 
pingre<l, ami my .•iisierpn-jemliiigshewa'; 
a-ileep." 

PapasiKirents wer»-at I mle loesfor' 
more war stories ami pict ures t<M». Fjuiiilies 
are such ce.ss|iools. 

I live*! in a jKM.r mighiMirhood. Th«« 
S«»uth Bronx <>m- oi th*- few white.v 
Blacks woukl stick kniv«s in my f̂ Mititall if it 
bouiHX'<l yn the wrong <-om«T. They'd 
,>it-rihbl«- mrtes with .Magic .Marker. "Next 
time it syour hide." Fralays at Junior High 

School 44 was KILL WHITEY DAY! Ho-
Ho! I had to be shuttled home under the 
seat of my 7th grade teacher's Volvo, 
snorting noxious fumes, praying I'd make 
it home alive. Among other tortures, they 
got my sister once. Put a rusty saw to her 
neck, kicked her in the back, she went 
down in her sky-blue dress, kicks all 
around, and crawle<l under a car until the 

. cops came, crying — 10 years okl. Wanted 
to meet me after school. And yet I tried to 
believe in all that pubifc school shit about 
BROTHERHOOD WEEK ^vhen just 
down the block my friemis and I were get
ting our asses kicked rause we was 
WHITE, our lunch money stolen, our bus 
jKLsses ripped off. cau.se we was WHITE. 
Cause we was WHITE we was supposed to 
have carfare— money — but my psirents 
were on welfare, but nobody on "Donna 
Reed"or"I^ave it to Beaver" ever sakl so. 

Remember. Linda's mother. She col
lected deposit bottles from garbage cans in 
the Bronx Zoo on Sumlays. She wore a 
black cape, smelly .socks, and she had a bal.i 
s|K)t in the mid<lle of her head — she had 
.sur\ive<l Auschwitz. And she'd count h*.r 
ch;tnge on the kitchen table, sipping but
termilk. Limli and I .-<tudie<l for the city 
.s)K>lling bee. our fingers between us mak
ing loud craking noises. Sundays, lAiuki 
woukl (.-oilect dimes from girls taking turns 
as I laid in her mother's IKHI. 1 can't forget 
thisoiK- fat girl. Alma, who smell lik<- imrk 
and rif.', and o)H>ned her mouth .-a. >.i<le 
spit dribbk-il from my chin to my tliinii • -
di.<giislnl I siiid. "Never again." 

But I triwi. 1 had a girlfriend. Debi. 
We trade<l rings, the flip tops «.f Khi :ig«ild 
cans. I went to her h<iu.si> on Sundays. I 
sinik-d a kit. ami wlu'ii we wer*- alone I kept 
my hjimk to my.s«lf. ttV calle<i it lo.*-. I 
I . U _ -T. . . . . . . 

"^ f...... ... .nitt .̂ i.fsit-.-.. 1 ne WKJK iH-nis 
father gave her while she wa>; gelling 
ilre.v.sed in the iKithroom. He wa< iNt-ing. 
shaking his jienis in his oily truck driving 

coiitiiiiied I'll fxii/e.! 

http://cau.se
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THE UHDEARADLES HIT HE 
Front page: The Unbear-
abtes proudly display 
ttieir new hit record (Lto 
R.) Billy Spliff. Nicic Viie. 
Candy Stripes, and Kit 
Decay (Rul>en Hero was 
arrested prior to photo 
session). Clockwise from 
bottom left: Assembly-
man Hennan D. Fanell 
(D.. 74th A.O.) meets with 
the Unbearables to dis
cuss the possibility of 
opening a punk rock 
venue In upper Manhat
tan; The group relaxes at 
their favorite ployground; 
Spliff and Decay at work 
in their suite at the Pierre; 
The group horsing a-
round off stage. 

fhutuftb) lunnie l tutt j" 

T fV 1 

^i^.nir^''-

O
ver the years. OP has earned an 
uncanny reputation for spotting new 
talent. This tradition of predicting to
morrow's recording stars has led to 
such big-name discoveries as Split 

Enz, Deaf School, City Lights. Racing Cars, Dusty 
Chaps, Nite City, April Wine, L. A. Jets, and Chilli-
wack. We have also been partly blamed for the glori
ous careers of the Cowsills and Alvin & The Chip
munks. Today, it is hard to imagine that without 
OP, these groups never would have ei\joyed the 
affluent lifestyle they lead as superstars. 

Music circles have been buzzing for weeks over 
our latest talent find, even though until now we have 
tried desperately to keep it undisclosed. Insiders 
feel that OP has outdone itself with this new group. 
In fact, our staff was so impressed with the band, 
that rather than just featuring them in our pages, we 
decided to offer them managerial direction as well. 
Consequently, The Unbearables (1MS Horribles) 
become the first act ever signed to OP Management 
Inc. And this is the exclusive story on this visionary 
foursome from Ponce, Puerto Rico, who are ready to 
set America on fire. 

For the last year. The Unbearables have been 
at the forefront of the Puerto Rican punk scene, a 
musical explosion now ragging through the island. 
When the group had to suddenly flee to America last 
month, they were already deeply established as local 
legends. , . . 

We discovered The Unbearbles on their second 
night in the States, pouring their souls out fervently 
at a dark, cramped, sweaty basement bar m the 
West Village. They struck us as a group who have 
struggled with their many limiUtions, and are still 
struggling <iuite a bit. But, for sure, they are fear
less entertainers. 

T
heir music is loud, non-melodic, and 
shamelessly artless. While they are 
not a musical threat, there is some
thing perceptibly different about 
these five individuals. Where most 

groups' trashiness is ^udied. The Unbearables is 
genuine- They are doihg a tune called "The World 
Sucks." and Candy Stripes, the voluptuous 19-year-
okl lead singer, is crawling bare-chested on all fours, 
whiie spitting t)Ut as much of the lyrics as she can 
ri'member. Cluitarist Nick Vile gazes out at the 
tniwd as he growls an<l gargle-s the harmonics. Billy 
Spliff. the secoiMl guitarist, prowls the stage also 
scanning the audience while rei)eate<lly striking the 
.•̂ aiiie ch«»nl. Bas.si.st Kit Decay has «,uil strangling 
( andy Stri|)es who he had pinne<l «loun to the f1<H)r. 
ami relunus to the micn>phi)ne for .sonrM- havkup 

vocals and cont 
Hero, the drum 
beat, while i 
the climax of the 
couple in the firs 
ing. The numbe 
Candy flashes a 
donned their fi 
back of the hall. 

The OP N 
song, and ii 
killer group, 
made our first 
manager, Dee J 
his boys, was; 
ed us after the 
their stage act f 

B ill 

Spliffs mothe 
entertainer. 

After a 
when he chan 
enough cash f 
purchase of h' 
spent in New 
little ability. 
Hearthrobs 
being told of 
Rico, Decay 

Spliff te 
few qualudes 
to the clubs. 
mas ardient 
Violadosd 
Fithy Dogs), 
were I>as C 
Machos (f 
come). 

One n 
tackled and 
during one o 
Cute." The * 
Captain C 
Gusanos ( 
groundbre 
•Junk Rock' 
Ponce. The 
came the 

But 
Captmn C 
bition of be 
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ted facial expressions. Ruben 
f, pounds away without missing a 
onally snarling into the mike. At 
mg, Candy reaches over to whip a 
row in time to Vile's power chord-
comes to a crashing finish, and 
lie at the couple, who have aban-
row seats and are cringing in the 

vs staff vomited after the second 
ately the others agreed to sign this 
ore the night was over, we had 
anagerial decision. The group's 
who had insisted on a fair deal for 

t'back to Ponce. The group inform-
ow that they had had to tone down 
r this engagement. 

Spliff was bom and raised in 
ce. He is the only group member to 
e from a musical background. His 

her was a Mexican who would 
uggle marijuana in bass drums, 
was a not-too-respected nightclub 

ispent youth. Spliffs big break came 
-* upon the wallet of a tourist, with 
a plane ticket to New York and the 

Irst guitar. During the 30 days Sphff 
ork, he met Kit Decay, a bassist of 
-ay had just quit an outfit called The 
ause they couln't keep a beat^After 
e music scene sprouting m Puerto 
umed with Spliff to Ponce, 
the story. "Kit and I would drop a 
ith some Jose Cuervo, and go down 
me of the hottest groups or grtifMs 

at the time were Los Maricones, Los 
^aped) and Los Perros Calientes (The 
ut the two top bands on the circuit 
rachas (The Cockroaches) and 1MS 
which future Unbearables would 

t The Cockroaches' guitarist was 
rrested by local authorities on stage 
the group's songs, "1 Don't Wanna Be 
caches broke up, and their drummer, 
ch joined Kit and 1 to form l.os 

Earthworms). The Worms were a 
ng new group. We coined the phrase 
which became enormously |x)pular in 
Jnbearables. of coun^e, ultimately In
ters of junk rock." 
. Earthworms <lidirt stay together, 
nch went on to fulfill his lifetime am 
g a hotel manager in Sun Juan. Decay. 

however, had by this time shacked up with Crunch's 
babv sister —Candy Stripes. 

Meanwhile, in San Wich, California, a college 
t«.-n outside of San Pe<lro, Nick Vile was c.«r-
«mplating suicide or worse yet, writing a song- Vile 
had recenUy lost his day job at Arby's. and his band 
v^SXnging its name to Vitalis, and turning into a 
fimesnosulaact. Vi«ofinaUybombetlthe...tenng 
hole where Vitalis was to perform one night, and fled 
to P;;erto Rico.̂ .̂ ^^^ ̂ ^ ^ ^^^ ̂ .̂ ^ ^^.,,^ ,,^^,^ 

^ ^ % Can, a Ponce junk rock hangout. They 
^ ^ ^ were impressed by Vile, especially his 
^ ^ ^ reputation as the "King of Unmemor-
^ ^ ^ able Riffs." They had been t hinking of 

assembling a new band, and Vile -«"»;'f;^;!^^^;^ Not only could they useasecondguiUmstlHiiViles 
proclivity for violence would persua<le dub ou ners 
foTok the band. When Los Mach.is disba.uUHl a 
I n ? ? affer. their drummer, l̂ uben Hero j<nne<l 
Spliff Decay, and Vile to form the Unbearables. 

Soon after The Unbearables were ,Kjrforming 
regularly around town. Decay asked Candy Stripes 
! !^is old lady - to get a job and help out with he 
rent and drugs. Candy suggested she could jom the 
band, and was voted in ;Uo I. 

"We became a considerable more joyous bunch 
after Candy joined," recalls Hero, with agnn She s 
:e^accom'odating.''Candyisindee<lan^^^^^^ 
band. Hershowmanship is natural and shewiU spare 
Teffort in getting the audience's attention. Vile 
calls her thelnnoups'secret weapon. 

Three months after Spliff. Decay, Vile, Hero, 
and Stripes joined forces, TheUnbearableswerethe 
m l t p o ^ i r group on the Puerto H-an pun^ar-
cuit. The press called the band-amusing ;^drefer 
re<l to their music as "semi-coherent. They had 
worked hard for these rave reviews. 

A
t the moment the group is being hotly 
persued by major record labels. Vde. 
who has emerged as their leading 
songwriter, and at the same time has 
been accused of hoarding his better 

material forsolo albums, sayshe has enough materi
al for a triple Lp- Some of the current songs are I 
Am Dead,'-and "The Workl Sucks" (both tesUmom-
al^ "Deranged and Craving" (their magnificient 
anthem to junk rock), "Who Ne«ls You?" (acelebra-
tron of friendship), "Gag On This" (a tearjerker and 
"I Was IWm This Way"(Decay's personal slaii-

'"''" And what does the future hold for thr.M- In 
iH'an-bles? The most imjK.rtant thing is tlu.t OH y 
will l)enefit from stnmgmanagement. Dl w.11 tnake 
sun- ihev get seen wilh the right pc-opU-. Maybe a 
:ummer-tiur..o,H.nersn>rTheI^aUngMo... 
Most likelv theyll participate in The Kmk N Roll 
SiM.rts Chi.s.sir. Part II. Or iheyU sign with ( apr,̂  
, / ,m Reconls and get to visit the White llou..-. Ut. 
f<,r sure ihevll gel their pictures on the cover o» 

Rolling Ston<-. 
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Paraquat poisoning: How to test your stash 
It has become a fact of life for |)ot program hsts been tcnninate<l. This is un- CHiis will become the 1.1), number for vmir which vou will .seix-rate from the leaves It has become a fact uf life for {>ot 

.smokers that the cannabis they smoke may 
be contaminatcil with |>ar:i(iuat, a ])(>ison-
uus chemical pesticide that since l!)75 has 
been used to destroy marguana fickis in 
Mexico. 

This program, instituted by the U. S. 
government in an apparent effort to curtail 
the amount of |>ot entering this country 
from across the border, is still going on 
despite nation-wide reports of para<|uat rc-
latcHl illness. The main <langer the intake of 
paraquat poses, it is agreed :unong phar
macologists and taxicologists, is the dam-
jige (possibly permanent), it can cause to 
lung tissue. It has also been concluded that 
paraquat is highly toxic and has no known 
antidote. 

There is a great deal of misinformation 
concerning paraquat. One misconception in 
particular is that the government spraying 

Reeiin' and Rockin' 

program hsis been terminatcKl. This is un
true. 11 is in fact still going on. so it is likely 
that contaiminatcd jwt is still entering the 
StJites. There are ways however, of testing 
for paraquat that are exisily acces.sible lo 
the general public. 

Pharmchem is an inde{)cndent re-
.search company locate<l in Palo Alto. (.Cali
fornia. Over the pjist few months they luivo 
become the place dc<lic"ate<l jiot smokers 
have sent their stjish to be checktKl for 
poisoning. The procedure for having your 
pot examined is simple. Kirst, you fill out a 
card specifying the city and state you live 
in. how much of the dope you bought, how 
much you paid for it. an<l which country 
you were told it was importe<l from. (This 
information is used for research pur|>oses 
only). You then decide on any random 5 
digit number and include it on the canl. 

CChis will bec<»me the 1.1), number forymir 
.siunple of (Kit.) Ne.tt, take a joint's worth of 
|H)t and .send it, the canl. aiul a five <lollar 
check to-.Pharmchem Research Founda
tion, l.S-ii Ray RiHul. Palo .\lto. (\\. 
9i.i0-i. 

Call them five days later at (1 If.Xfcl̂ -
{>MI, give them your I.I), numlwr an<l 
they'll give you the results. 

Another way for checking for para-
<juat |H>isoning Is by {lerforming the test 
yourself. To (lo this you'll IKHMI a cheniic-al 
calk><l Smlium Dithionat'- which can IK' ob
tained at any wholesale drug distributors. 
The pric* Is five dollars but it goes a long 
way. At home you take ajoint's worth of p<»t 
(cleancil). a<kl one te:ispoon of water, and 
agitate gently — don't shake it violently up 
ami down, just swish it around .so that the 
water nii.xes with the pot. After 15 minutes 
you'll have a brownish/yellowish liquid 

which you will .se|X'rate from the leaves. To 
do this you can use filter papt̂ r or a ver>' 
fine stniiner. Ne.xt you mix 100 mg. (about 
the sî M.' of your smallest nngemail) of 
Sinlium Kicarlxmate with 100 mg. of 
SiMliuni Dithionate. if, when you mix these 
two chemicals with the brownish solution. 
it turns bluish-green, para<|uat is present. 

The problem with this form of amdysis 
both in the lab and at home, is that the 
proctnlure is sen.sitive only to high k'vels of 
pani<|uat cuntimination. It is conceivable, 
therefore, that although tlK're is no indica
tion of paraquat in a given sitmple, the 
cheinic-al might .still be present in small 
iuiiounts. And becjiu.se researchers are still 
relatively in the dark about its effects, it is 
unknown if .small <|uaiitities of t̂ara(|uat 
become stored in the lungs and if so, what 
the long term effects are. 

— Jeff Brumbeau 

'I Wonno Hold Your Hand/ 'FM' G 'The Lost Woltz' 
By PAUL DABALSA 

If you don't know by now, the new wave in motion 
pictures is op music. After "Saturday Night Fever" be
came an in? mational hit, and the soundtrack turned into 
the latest grossing record of all time, one could easily 
predict the deluge of similar films which woukl follow. 
Movie studios and pop entepreneurs have once again 
struck up a gainful relationship, which will result in the 
release of about a dozen pop films this summer. 

Motion picture studios and record companies are after 
basically the same audience, 16-40 years olds. And because 
the music business has surpassed the motion picture busi
ness, in terms of volume, it is kigical that filmmakers are 
suddenly kwking to pop music for ideas. A publicist at 
Capitol Records says that the future of popular music b in 
films. This can be good or bad. Good in the sense that we 
may have more films like The Last Waltz, and bad because 
it is equally likely that we will have more films like / 
Vfaniui Hold Your Hand and FM. 

Hollywood's Kiddie Market 
These three very different films were released simul

taneously last week, to equal amounts of fanfare. But after 
seeing these three represenations of pop culture, it is clear 
that Hollywood has not altered its perception of rock n' roll 
as a kiddies' maritet. Of the three films, only The IMSI 
Waltz which was produced by the Band and directed by 
Martin Scorsese (assistant director on W<HHlst<M-k). deals 
with the subject in a serious manner. The Utst Waltz 
which documents The Band's farewell performance in San 
Francisco on Thanksgiving Day 197«>. has been in the 
works for one and one-half years, while both / Wanna 
Hold Your Hand and FM give the impression of having 
been rushed into production. 

The lAtst Waltz is a celebration of The Band's 16 years 
as a performing unit. In the course of the.sc years they 
were an integral part of the music of Ronnie Hawkins arol 
Bob Dylan, both of whom appear on the film, along with a 
host of other guests, including Neil Young. Van Monlson. 
Joni Mitchell. Eric Clapton. Dr. .John. Kmmyk)u Harris. 
Paul Butterfield. the Stapels. Mud<ly Waters. .Veil 
Diamond. RingoStar. and Ron Wood. The Baml performs 
their best known material, plus play b;ickup lo their 
guests. The result i.s a three-reconi soumltrack. The em-
pha.sis of the film Is on music, wilii short eonvers:itions 
with members of The Band .S4|ueeze<l in b«'l*een iiumUTs. 
The fiim Is meticulously craftwi. and builds nici'ly to a 
memorable climxx when :dl th*- »^est .stars yet together 
onstage wilh The Baml to .sing "I Shall B«- KeleastHl." 

A Glossy View of Kock .Music 
The .sek!Ction of guests <»n The hist Walt: .̂ UKKCSUS 

that the film is more an offspring of IIK* music business 
than the fiim industry. In making the film. The Baml 
;iss<̂ >mbied musicians which have ma«le significant contri
butions lo tbt? evoiuti«m of rock music. F.\f. on th«- «»ther 
hand, boa-stsalist of artlsUsthat havedev«>io|ie<l followmi^ 
only in the last few years, and are negligible in the overall 

(Top pttoto:) Martin MuN plays a narcissistic D.J. in 
•FM'. The Band's Rick Oanico (1.), Levcn Helon (drums) 
and Robbie Robertson at their last public appearance, 
documented in 'The Last WaNz! (Below:) Teenagers 
mob Beatles' hotel in a scene from "I Wanna Hold Your 
Hand." 

scope of the music. Among these are Jimmy Buffet, Linda 
Ronstadt, Tom Petty, The Outlaws, Foreigner, Boston, 
Dan Fogelberg, and Player. This problem is common to 
almost all music films which are produced by Hollywood 
rather than the music industry. Invariably, these films 
present a glossy rather than in-depth, meaningful look at 
the current state of contemporary music. 

FM is the story of a fictional Los Angeles radio sta
tion, QSK Y, and the six jockeys who are as much super
stars as those whose music they play. "Mother^ (Eiieen 
Brennan) is one of the two obUgatury female jocks, who, 
like Allison Steele (WNEW's 'Night Biid'), has a catchy 
nickname and works the 10 p.m.— 2 a.m. shift. She tucks 
her audience into bed and reads them bedtime stories. 
There is also the token black OJ (Clea von Little) who calls 
himself "The Prince of Darkness", a cowboy (Alex Kar-
nus), a wonderfully eccentric womanizer (Martin Mull), 
station manager( Michael Bramton), and his girlfriend 
(Cassie Yates). Mull is terrific in his rule, and Brandon's 
neatly trimmed hair and beard. dre.ss jeans, and satin 
jacket ca.sts him perfectly as the typical, hip, young music 
executive. 

The plot is pre<lictable. A new, highly ambitk>us Sales 
Manager Is assigne<l to QSKY by the President of the 
conglomerate which owns the station. The Sales Manager 
wants lo cjcst ck)uds on (JSKY by programming more 
coninieric:ds and less music. Naturally, the good guys 
man;ige to keep the acUlitional commericaLs off the air. and 
preserve their FM station. 

Iteatlemania on Screen 
While FM show.s us the behind-the-scenes of rock n' 

roll. / Wanna Hold Your Hand looks at the fans, those 
suburban 14-year-olds who flock to the city on weekends 
for a show. Actually, the film revolves around five high 
.schoolers from New Jersey who try desperately to meet 
the Beatles <luring the group's first visit lo New York in 
HHM. One of the girls. P;un Mitchell (Nancy Allen), finally 
>!•« s tivt into the Beatles suite at The Plaza Hotel. The 
i;;a?i«-s an- oul doinjj a s<Hin<lcheck for their |»erfonii:ince 
! iiai evening on The Kd Sullivan show, but Paul .McCart-
tu-ys IKUVS is still in the nwm. Pam throws herself on the 
(liiir and makes love to Paul's b;i.ss. in what coixstitutes the 
fiim > most eniticand be.st .stvne. 

Whih- we never actwdly .st-e the Fab F«mr (only a 
tliniclip of them stepping off the plane in New York), we 
ar«* coiitiniially subjecte<l to the m;«nic hysteria which fol-
low«-<| them anniml. 

I.ik«' .•\iiiccican Hot War, the first «if the current |K)p 
filnLs to IH- real.̂ *"*!̂ . / Wanno Hold Ymir Hand tries to 
n-create an early |N>ri<Ml of excitement in jKtpular music. 
Hut ihe latter Is ch«'a|K'ne<l by iiK-ongruities. slapstick 
humor, ami th«' striking; studi«» retn-alions of N«'w York 
landnuirks. 

If/ Wiiiiii'i lltild Yiiiir Hand r»'fl«vts th«> tafKet audi-
«-no' at which Hollvutxid Is aiming; it-s {Mi|t films. ih<' film 
.stiidi<>s woukl fan- In-tter by prmlucinKcarti>ons. 

http://becjiu.se
http://the.sc
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rJozz Not^s 

Loft Festival In Soho 

By Ffederlc Seomon 

Jazz Ensemble playing in ShepanI Great HaN during recent concert 

CCNY JQZZ Ensemble Ploys 
new piece by Ed Summerlin 

The College's Jazz Ensemble, which has been 
invited to play in an avant garde jazz festival in 
Cambridge, Mass., later this month, offered a 
glimpse of its new repertoire in an afternoon concert 
heki in the Shepard Great Hall on April 27. 

The band consists of some 20 student muskians 
under the direction of Prof. Ed Summeriin, a re
spected jazz saxophonist and composer. His original 
compositions are usually the highlight of each per
formance by the Jazz Ensemble, and Thursday's 
concert was no exception. 

Summeriin's newest work, titled 'Chords and 
Lines," is a typically demanding piece with complex 
changes and tricky horn rifls, but the band acquitted 
itself superbly (Summerlin is presently completing 
work on another new piece to be premiered at the 
jazz festival in Cambridge.) They also did two num
bers (The Madhatter" and 'tk>ronatk>n Blues") by 
Jose Louis Greco, a talented student composer. 
Among the featiuied sok>ists were Kenneth Swindle 
on trumpet. Bill Bickford on guitar, Kim Clark on 
bass, Adam Nusdraum and Paris Wright on drums, 
and saxophonists Fred Wilson, Doc Halliday and 
Tom Grund. 

The Ck>Uege's second ensemble, (a lab band for 
less advance musicians, headed by Ekib Norden) was 

also featured in tJie program with two jazz classics, 
Chariie Parker's "Yardbird Suite" and Miles Davis' 
"All Blues." 

Norden and the internationally renowned band
leader and composer Ĉ eorge Russell recently joined 
the College's pretigwus jazz program, which already 
boasts pianist John Lewis (a founding member of the 
Modem Jazz Quartet) as a faculty member. The 
program, taught under the auspices of the Music 
Department and the Davis Center for The Perfor
ming arts, is designed to give students rigorous 
training in jazz improvisation and theory that will 
enable them to succeed in the professronal world. 

Several musicians in the band are active in 
various local groups, among them sax player Fred 
Wilson and guitarist Aaron Brown who are mem-
bers of Soular Caravan, a fusion group, and Tom 
Grund, who works with a jazz band in Brooklyn. 

Another handful of band members have played 
with well known jazz figures: Drummer Paris 
Wright has toured with ThelonkMis Monk, and trum
peter Kenneth Swindle has appeared with Ray 
Haynes' Hip Ensemble. 

The Jazz Easemble's most successful alumni so 
far is R<)dney Jones, a 20 year-old guitarist who is a 
mainstay of Dizzy Gillespie's group. 

—Frederic Seaman 

The Ladies Fort, a Soho jazz loft founded by singer Joe l̂ ee Wilson in 
1974, last month celebrated a grand reopening umler the new mani^e-
ment of ba.ssist Hakim Jami with an April Jazz Festival that featured a 
different group each evening of the month. Jami has enlarged the ground-
level loft into a spacious musk room, and has also adde<l a snack and 
beverage bar. 

During the first week of the 
festival I caught alto saxophonist 
Sonny Fortune doing a refreshing 
hard bop set backed by a powerful 
rhythm section made up of bassist 
Reggie Workman and drummer 
Joe Chambers. The final weekend 
of the festival featured the highly 
indivklualistic, experimental mu
sic of guitarist James "Blood" 
Ulmer (on Friday, April 28) 
whose high-powered quartet in
cluded Junee Booth, a well-
known bassist who has recorded 
with McCoy Tyner and many 
others. Hakim Jami (r.) and Joe Lee Wilson 

Rashied Ali, one of the great modern drummers (and proprietor of 
Ali's Alley another Soho club) played the Fort on Saturday, and a ten-
piece group led by Hakim Jami concluded the festival on Sunday, April 30. 
Playing with Jami were the excellent alto sa.xophonist and fiutist Jimmy 
Vass, trombonist Kiane Zawadi also featured on Euphonium), and vocalist 
Irene Datcher, who did a kively rendition of Cal Massey's "What WouW I 
Be Without You." Collectively known as Ancestral Ties, the group also 
included a remarkable cellist, Akua Dixon, whose breathtaking sok>s were 
all too brief. 

Ancestral Ties and a quartet led by Jimmy Vass with Ms. Datcher on 
vocals will be appearing regulariy at the La#<ies Fort (located at 2 Bond 
St.) For additional informatkin on the Fort's summer schedule, call 4* -̂
9357 

SunRaatthePuUic 
Last weekend Sun Ra and his Sound Stroctures From An Unknown 

Planet Jazz Arkestra (the space poet has always had a penchant for catchy 
titles) played in the New Jazz Series at the Publk Theatre, where I caught 
their last set on Saturday. The Arkestra was as overpowering as ever, 
althought I was somewhat disappointed that Fletcher Henderson, who 
was rumored to be makii^ a guest appearance, was not in evidence that 
night. The Arkestra almost made up for it with a memorable version of 
Miles' Davis classic "Round Midnight," with an electrifying trumpet sok> 
by Abdullah. 

Today and tomorrow the PubUc Theatre (425 Lafayette St.) present 
two living legends on a double bill: Muhal Rkhard Abrams (frying solo 
piano), followed by the great Archie Shepp. Shows are at 8 and 11 p.m., 
and the early show is preceeded by a 7:30 p. m. screening of "Berger On the 
(JO," a documentary film about vibist Karl Berger. 

Tribute to Duke Ellington 
The C^Uective Black Artists Ensemble recently honored Duke El

lington in a Town Hall concert that featured three of the greatest Hving 
tenor saxt^honists in jazz. The first half of the cwicert was devoted to a 

Robbit Test: 'Dononos' in dfog 
ByDEBKAO'BKIBN 

I'm about to review a movie that's been hatch- with his ex-marine cousin Danny,an armtwisting 
eted by the critks: Rabbit Teat, comedianne Joan Romeo who extols the benefiu of making it with 
Rivers' directorial debut. Vietnamese orphans because "they have no parents 

It is a veiy fiinny, warped, irreverent movie to tell." Danny bulldozes him to a local U.S.O. head-
playing to near empty theaters because of (a) tew quarters where Lionel is "raped" by a woman who , , , ^... . „. 
budget advertsing, and(b) poor reviews. Now any- acts exactly the way you'd expect Aniu Bryant to .^, * _ S "*^«."!!I^ arranged by Slide Hampton, the C. B^.'s 
<Mie knows that empty theaters and cmnedy don't act if she woke up one morning to discover herself a "' * '*" "*"" '""""•"' '""* *" '"'" '' "'""* "~ "^' 
mix. Laughter is communal. Laughter is contagkMis. nymphomaniac. 
Laughter is a communicable contagious disease. The madness accelerates as we meet new char-
Eveiy theater should have at least one laugh-bekh- acters. There's Lkmel's 300 pound albino sister 
ing fat man who consistetly fills in a laugh in the Melody, who the family predkts will become a "a big 
right place (That's why canned laughter was invent- tap dancer someday" and whose yeariy measure-
ed). No one likes to laugh alone. roents are lovingly graphed on the Uving room wall 

I sat through this movie twice (I've always been — horizontally; Lronel's fiance Seiouka's Russian 
slow to get a joke) on a weekday night at Loew's gypsy family, who've learned tradional American 
83nl. The first screening was at 6 P.M. There were values from T. V. commericak — they spray their 
at most six peopte in the theater. Laughs were as food and plates with Lys<rf while the mother tells 
few and far between as the hair on Kojak's head, fortunes in the next room (to a sailor "You will take a 
Second screening, the audience size doubled. There long journey by water^) and for an additional fee 
was even a rambunctkMis laugher in this bunch. The draws sensiUve conclusions ("You will drown.") 
only problem was he kept dropping his rum bottle Along with Lionel, you will take a gtobal tour, 
whenever a paroxism hit. With my new laughing Read the graffiU on the Great Wall of China. Watch 
compamon I (woceeded to laugh my head off. too. a certain prime minister adorned in an elephant-

This movie is Woody's Rnnanas in drag. It b embroidered Playtex girdle fret that Lmnel's birth-
the story of one man's joys tribuiatHNis and as he ing will result in "overpopulation". Sec the worlds's 
approaches the goal that Holly Woodlawn would first dumb Polish television set. Whatever you do; 
give ali her manicured nails to reach —childbirth. see Rabbit Test" 

At the movie's outset, the hero, Lionel Car- A word of caution: Don't expect to catch all the 
penter, bekmgs to a largely extinct species: he's a jokes the first lime. They're packed in like .sardines, 
virgin. This matter is cleared up when he meeus up I'm up for a third round myself. 

musical director. Clifford Jordan was the featured soloist on 'Xkime Sun
day", followed by Frank Foster on "In a Sentimental Mood," and (George 
Coleman on an unusual uptempo version of "Sophisticated Lady." 

The second half consisted of music written by Hampton and based on 
Ellington themes, again featuring the Ensemble's ail-star sax sectkm, as 
well as Bob Cunningham on bass, Oiu ê Allen Gumbs on piano, a<id Idris 
Muhammed on Drums-

Sonny Rollins Radio Marathon 
WKCR (89.9 FM), the Columbia University radk> statkm whose 

excellent jazz programming (1-3 and 6-9 p.m. daily) provides welcome 
relief from WRVR's bland commercialism, this weekend embarks on a 
4-day Sonny Rollins Festival. Starting at 6 p.m. this Saturday (May 13), 
the station will broadcast — in chronokigical se îuence — the complete 
recordings of Sonny Rollins, including rare sessmns and unreleased tapes. 
24 hours a day through Tuesday. The .station has in the pa.sl broadcast 
festivals devoted to the music of IxMiis Armstrong. Charik Parker. Î ester 
Young. Eric Dolphy. and. most recently. Roy KIdridge. 

Highly Kecommendcd: 
Swii^ Kra Jam with Kam Ramirez, thro May 15at the UV.«/ /;»«/<R*way 
& IH.st. > •Renec .McLean Sextet. May lfi-2Uat Alt's Alley (77Greene St..) 
•Also: Ted Daniel & Knenty. a li-pave biu band, every Monday •Woody 
Shaw. May Id-Zi al the Vdlmjr Vuiignnrd (7th .Ave. South nr «St. > and 
June I -I al the Hottom Lmc (|.'> W. 4th St. > 
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OPOP RECORD REVIEWS 

The Vibrators 
Pure Mania 

According lo reports. The 
Vibrators are one of the top punk 
groups in Britain. Until now, this 
LP had been available in America 
only as an import, but popular 
demand has justified its release 
here. Like most punk outfits. The 
Vibrators, if short on commercial 
potential, are long on passion. 
They command a full sound with 
riffing guitars, thunderous bass, 
crashing drams, and keyboards 
which serve as the unifying 
thread. The lyrics are slurred and 
difficult to rnake out, but when 
they do come across they are no 
more complicated than most punk 
vocals. For a debut effort, 
however. Pure Mania contains 
some strong tunes like "Into The 
Future," "Baby Baby," "No 
Heart," "London Girls," "Petrol." 
and "You Broke My Heat." Tlie 
Vibrators kx>k to mid-sLxties 
British rock to define their style. 
In fact, the best tracks here, 
"Baby Baby," and "You Broke 
My Heat," could easily have been 
contained in Lenny Kaye's Nug
gets collection. 

—Paul Dabaisa 

Radio Ethiopia. On "Rock n Roll 
Nigger," Patti sings "Outside of 
.s«Kiety/Thal's Where I Want To 
Be/Outside of Society/That's 
Where I Was Meant To Be." 
From any other artist these lyrics 
woukl seem pretentious, but not 
from Patti. She delivers them 
with the same honesty and con
viction that's al the heart of all her 
music. Producer Jimmy lovino 
has done an admirable job or re
turning Smith to the forefront, 
while :l the same time not under
stating the hard-drilled preciskn 
of the band. 

This is one of the most im
portant bands currently making 
music, and now that Smith real
izes that she needs to collaborate 
with producers who are as visk>n-
ary as herself, she may indeed 
become the great figure of Seven
ties rock which she has always 
thought herself to be. 

— Paul Dabaisa 

tinuous and engrossing flow of 
words and music. 

licasl Is. distributed by 
AK«BA Records (P.O. Box 17:̂ 7, 
NYC 10027), is a significant con
tribution to jazz/poetry, a genre 
that has traditranally met with a 
gret deal of resistance from the 
jazz establishment. 

— Frederic Seaman 

Patti Smith 
Easter 

Easter is a marked improve
ment over last year's Radio Ethi
opia, and one of the best rock n' 
roll records so far this year. It 
signab Patti's returo to form 
after a disastrously produced 
second album and a stage ii\jury 
which disabled her for six 
months. 

The new songs are the best 
she has written since her tran-
scemlent debut in 1975. Among 
these are "Till Victory." "Privc-
lege." •"25th Floor." -Rock n Roll 
Nigger." and the album's lour de 
force "Because The Night." The 
Utter, a song which Smith co-
wrote wilh Bruce Springsteen, 
alone surpas.ses everthing on 

B a n y Wallenstein 
Beast Is 

This adventurous jazz/poet
ry album features Barry Wallen
stein reading his poems, with in
strumental accompaniment by 
pianist Stanley C^wel and bassist 
C^il McBee, two outstanding 
figures in contemporary jazz. It is 
an ambitious work that success
fully integrates the two elements 
into a cohesive whole. 

Wallenstein explains in the 
liner notes that he wrote many of 
the 22 poems on the Lp with jazz 
in mind, and in Oiwell and McBee 
he has two sensitive collaborators 
who are remarkably attuned to 
his poetry. 

Most of the poems on Beast 
Is are culled fi'om Wallenstein's 
recent book of poetry, "Beast Is A 
Wolf With Brown Fire," and the 
author reads them with a 
passkmate, breathy voke that 
floats above the music and as
saults the listener's imaginatkn 
with vivki imagery. Much of 
Wallenstein's poetry deals with 
weini experiences and encount
ers in the urban jungle, and there 
is an undercurrent of irony and 
<l;u-k humor, anxiety ami paranoia 
in many of his poems. 

Throughout the album 
Cowell aral McBee embellish the 
poetry with thoughtful jazz im
provisations that umlerscore the 
mood and imagery the poems con
vey. TTie mu,sic aLs<» buikLs fluent 
tran-sitioas bet wen poems, so that 
each skle of the Lp provides a con-

Bob Marley 
Kaya 

Bob Marley has come up with 
more synonyms for marguana 
than High Times wouW ever care 
to print Kaya, the title of his 
seventh album for Island Re
cords, is yet another name for the 
magical herb. The idea seems to 
be to combine the mysticism at
tached to kaya and Rastafarian 
lifestyle, with a slightly unusual 
brand of pop-oriented reggae. 
This combinatron should succeed 
in reaching larger audiences, 
while the music maintains those 
elements which helped make it 
popular in the first place. 

"Is This l^ve," may be 
Mariey's most accessible com
position to date, proving that 
reggae can be as catchy as Cali
fornia rock. In it Marley confesses 
love through lyrics like "/ u-anna 
love you, and treat ymi righl/l 
H-anna love you every day and 
every night." It shall be interest
ing to see this song and "No 
Woman, No Cry"together on a 
future Best of Wailers collection. 
But while Kaya does sacrifice 
socio-political messages for an 
aura of happiness and sentimen
tality, the good feelings generat
ed by the music are enough to sat
isfy hard r e ^ a e urges. Mariey's 
magnificent wailing is still the 
focus of the arrangements, al
though the band is continually 
proving that it can do more than 
provide backup. 

The euphoric material here 
provides the Lp with its apt title. 
"Easy Shanking" is typically 
breezy and laid-back, wih the 
chorus "Excuse me while I light 
my splifflOh CA)I) I gotta take a 
lift."Then there's the title track 
with its chorus. "I feel .so high. I 
even touch the sky/Abtwe the fal
ling rain." Other strong tracks 
are "Running Away." and 
"t'risis." As Is strtmgly irKlkate<l 
on Kaya only an intelligent, 
giftcil artist like .Marky can reach 
for ma.ss appi'al without <liluting 
his .style. 

— Paul Dabaisa 

Jackson Browne 
Running On Empty 

Where the majority of "Uve" 
albums are merely summations of 
Uie artists' career, ami a means of 
giving extra lime between studio 
albums, Running On Empty is 
s|)ecial because it consists 
entirely of previously unreconled 
songs. It's the sort of experiment 
that only a first-chiss craftsman 
like Jackson Browne couki make 
work. The LP is a powerful 
testimony of life on the road. The 
songs were reconle<l on .stage, in 
hotel rooms, and on a ranning 
bus. in ortler to fully capture the 
pensive, lonesome moods of 
touring. Yet Browne's rich, clear 
production and seamkss 
arrangements, allows the sound 
quality to equal that of the finest 
stutlio albums. 

Browne is one of America's 
most intelligent songwriters, a 
mainstreamer who has managed 
to remjun respectable. His music 
is ap{)ealiiig ami commercial, full 
of sentiment, and delicately 
balances heartwarming vocals 
and smooth, professional 
accompaniment. But Browne is 
careful not 14) wallow in |)asl 
gkiies, always pushing to 
surpass himself. And Rnnnmy 
On Empty ranks with his finest 
works. 

The LP contains no filler. 
Every track is delightful, from 
the o|)eniiig title .song to the 
strong conclusion of "The Ixiad-
Out" and its segue into "Stay". 
The usual regiment of .si<lemen 
play fkiwlcssly behiixl Browne, as 
every note is listened .securely 
into place. It is obvious that a 
great deal of wire was taken on 
this album. The con<«|)t was well 
thought oul ami magnificently 
executed. There Is an abumlance 
of high moments in the 42 minutes 
of music. 

AUhough many iierformers 
have trie<l, life on the roa<l has 
never been more beautifully 
slate<l. 

—Paul Dahalsa 

Garland Jeffries 
One-Kyed-Jack 

(lai^aml Jeffreys is OIK* of the 
many exiieriencc-harden*-*! 

musicmakers from that anything 
but elite school of survivors. A 
son of lower-middle class parents 
and a native Hrooklynite. he has 
been .scuffling since I9(*»5 for a 
solid and secure place in rock 'n 
roll. 

Time hasn't lreate<l him well. 
Since his abandonment of a career 
in art history ami his entrance in
to music, he's gone through two 
record companies, four unsuc
cessful groups, two albums that 
barely pakl the rent, ami in the 
interim, even had to do time as a 
waiter to get by. He's always 
been a sweetheart of the press 
but generally a stranger to the 
public, at best a cult figure. 

Last year his album Ghost 
Writer earned him wide critical 
coverage but again, few saks. 
F>ery day is koking better 
though. Jeffreys' latest release, 
One-Eyed Jack, has selling pow
er scratched into the grooves. 

Garland Jeffreys is a rocker 
for the working class. For the 
most part One-Eyed Jack Is acol-
lectkn of songs with a street con
science, an urban awareness that 
is written for and about that 
neighborhood kkl who is a loner. 
This is music for craising, music 
for stalking the avenue. It re
creates the rhythms of the street 
with sheer youthful energy and 
lyrically examines the hit-and-
run romances and desperatkn of 
those who exist here. But unlike 
Brace Springsteen, whose urban 
material sometimes mows (kwn 
the listener with a barrage of 
images and muskians, Jeffreys 
handles his songs with a light 
liand, using understatements and 
lean, sharp-edged arrangements. 

The title track, "One-Eyed 
Jack," is the best exampk of Jef
freys' brand of music. It's rock 
with a rawness to its simplicity 
and an unavoidable power in its 
unoblrusiveness. The lyric, 
which is about a kve triangle be
tween a down-and-outer (One-
Eyed Jack), a pretty boy (Ace of 
Spades), and a beautiful giri with 
dollar signs in her eyes ((Jueen of 
Hearts), threatens to become ro
mantic and clkhed, but Jeffreys 
brings it off in good styk with the 
immediacy and personality of his 
singing. One-Eyed Jack is an ur
ban epic and in fact sounds like 
music made from a street comer. 

More of the same good 
sounds are heard in "She EMn't 
Lk". "Keep on Trying", and "Oh 
My Soul". Partkulariy enticing 
with the ever buoyant voice of 
Phoebe Snow b "Reelin"'. 

Jeffreys composes and sings 
an individual kind of musk and in 
a time when songs are being re
leased that are imiutions of im-
iUlions — that's a rarity. The 
folks who buy records, however, 
are not always interested in rar
ities and that means peopk like 
Jeffreys are .sometimes destined 
to hover al the periphery of fame. 
One-Eyed Jack, though, has the 
potential lo win the singer his 
long sought for atlenlion. but if it 
d«iesn't, chances ;une K»»od hell 

• continue writing ami reccHftling as 
u.sual. n»' is. after all. a survivor. 

- Jeff Brumbeau 
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How to subscribe toThe Met. 
For a song. 

There i.s a place at The Met where every 
sound ri.se.s to the greate.st height.s and where 
the Iea.st ex[)en.sive .seats in.spire the most 
enthusiastic hravos. 

The Met calls it the Family Circle. 
And for many oi)era huffs, this gallery of 

seats high above the Orchestra might as 
well be the top of the world. 

The fact is, you can enjoy a subscription 
series of as many as six operas for as little as 
$42. That's only $7 an opera. 

And that's only the beginning, because the 
benefits of a Metropolitan Opera subscription go on 
and on. 

For example, you'll enjoy the benefit of guaranteed 
seating for each opera in yoia subscription series. 

You'll have the advantage of Priority Ticket Service 
Subscription Series 
Mondays 2 
Otiobcr 2 
October 23 
December 11 
January 8 
February 12 
February 19 
March 19 
Apri ls 

Fklclio 
L.a Traviala 
Aicla 
Klcktra 
Don Curio 
Madama Bullcrfly 
Die ZauberBote 
Parsifal 7:00pni 

October 9 
November 6 
November 20 
December 25 

January 22 
February 26 
March 12 
March 26 

Tuesdays 2 

Tannliauser 
The Barten-d Brkic 
l.iiisii Miller 
Hansel & Grctct 
6:00 pm 
Maclania Butterfly 
Ariadne au f Naxos 
Norma 
l>er Flicgende 
Hollander 

Octobers 
October 17 
October 31 
November 21 
December 19 
January 23 
February 20 
Aprils 

Otclk> 
Fidclio 
Rigoletto 
The Bartered Bride 
Tosca 
Werther 
DonCarW 
Eugene Onegin 

Wednesdays 2 

September 26 
November 7 
December 12 
January 2 
January 16 
Fct)ruary 13 
March 13 

March 2 7 

Tannhauser 
Carmen 
Don Pasquale 
tiekira 
Tosca 
Ariadne auf Naxos 
Der Fliegcndc 
Hollander 
BUly Budd 

Svptend>er 20 
October 18 
November 22 
January 17 
February 7 
February 28 
March 28 
April 4 

LaTraviata 
Werther 
Aida 
I.uisa Miller 
Tosca 
DonCark> 
Norma 
Der Fliegende 
ilolUnder 

Thursdays 2 

October 4 
November 1 
November 15 
December 6 
December 20 

January 10 
February 21 
March 21 

Billy Budd 
La Traviata 
Rigolclto 
Carmen 
Hansel & Cretel 
7:00 pm 
Carmelites 
Die Zaubcrflote 
Eugene Onegin 

October 19 
Novcinltcr 9 
November 23 
December 21 
January 18 
February 15 
.March 1 
April 12 

La Traviata 
Aida 
Carmen 
Dun Pastiualc 
Werther 
Tosca 
Die Zaul>ernolc 
Der Fliegende 
Hollander 

September 21 
October 12 
November 16 
December 28 

January 11 
February 8 
March IS 
.March 22 

Otelh> 
Kigoletto 
The Bartered Bride 
Hansel & Cretel 
7:00 pm 
Don Pasquale 
I>>n Carlo 
A ria<lne au (.Vaxos 
Norma 

when it comes to ordering tickets to operas 
not included in your .scries. 

You'll receive advance notices of all Met 
Galas, Benefits and other special events. 

And this season, as a Met Subscriber, you'll 
have the first opportunity to attend any of the 
12 special Met Family Performances, which 
will l)e available to you at box office prices. 

In other words, you'll be more than a part 
of the audience. You'll be the very heart of it. 
For in the deepest .sense, you'll belong to the 
Met Family. And The Met. and everything it 

stands for, will belong to you. 
To put your name on a Family Circle subscription 

series all your own, simply take a few moments to fill out 
the coujx)n below. 

Do it today. And do it for a song. 

October 16 
.November 13 
December 4 
January 1 
January IS 
MardiS 

HiK»let(o 
Carmen 
Jjiisa Miller 
<~iri:telites 
Don Pas<|nalc 
l>ie Zaulx-rfldic 

September 25 
(October 30 
NbvemlK-r 27 
D«-ccml»cr 18 
January 29 
April 9 

Otello 
TJic Bartered Bride 
Luisa Miller 
Don Pax4|uale 
Aida 
Norma 

September 19 
<X:laber 24 
November 28 
December 26 
February 27 
March 20 

Billy Budd 
Fidclio 
Carmen 
Elektra 
Kigulello 
Der Fliegende 
flollander 

October 11 

November 29 
December 27 

January 24 
February 14 
March 14 

l-a Traviala 
8:30 pm 
The Bartvr<.-<l Bride 
Hansel & Cretel 
7:00 pm 
Ltiisa Miller 
.Madamu Butterfly 
Die Zauberflote 

October 10 
.November 14 
January 9 
February 6 
.March 6 
April 10 

Sei>(eml>er 27 
November 8 
January 3 
January 31 
March 7 
A i m l l l 

Werther 
Aida 
Tosca 
.Madama Butterfly 
Ariadne auf Naxos 
Parsifal 7:00 pm 

Octobers 
October 26 
November 30 
December !4 
January 25 
March 29 

5 
Taiuihiiuser 
BiRiiletto 
I j i i sa .Miller 
C^amien 
Aida 
Der Fliegende 
Hollander 

SeiXembcr 28 
November 2 
January 4 
February 1 
February 22 
April 5 

La Traviala 
Carmen 
l>on Pas4|uale 
Madama Bullcrfly 
.Aria<lnc auf Naxos 
Norma 

Most evening performances begin at 8 p.m. Kxact certain times will be included with your tickets. Schedule 5i.b|cct tochangc 
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He was my friend 
continuedfrom page I 
ing to as.surc the Neumann kid that he 
hati made the right decision by joining as 
instead of (Campus. 

It wa.s also a lime when you could 
place your faith in the fjict that the term 
would be disrupteti and maybe even final 
exams (wstponctl by one good caasc or 
another. OP was so well connected to the 
student movement that at times demon
strations would be timed to our produc
tion schedule. We got to know our local 
police better than our professors. And 
when no one was demonstrating at City, 
Neumann wouM travel down to NYU or 
Baruch or some other place and bring 
back a story on what they were protest
ing about. 

In spring 1969, the momentum dra
matically lifted from the whites to the 
blacks and Puerto Ricans, climaxing in 
the two-week takeover of South Campus. 
But the two of us somehow snuck <mto 
the chained-ofT campus, walked into 
Finley Student Center and offered our 
best wishes to the new occupants. We 
also joined the "Huey P. Newton Hall of 
Political Action," the whites' annex in 
Klapper Hall. But we dWn't last; our le-
volutionaty friends were just too much 
for us. So we rededicated ourselves to the 
greater glory of OP and worked our asses 
off to produce a paper that would be in 
the racks as soon as classes resume, stay
ing up all night the day before we had to 
go to the printer in order to put final 
touches on the editorial. As it worked out 
so often, I took care of the lead and he 
provkted the body of the piece. 

As two of the better-connected stu
dent journalists on camptis, we made 
friends with a lot of working press re
porters who were assigned to City during 
the front-page crisis. We fed them leads, 
especially Neuman, who pulled off a 
coup by helping to convince a dean who 
was caught between the students attd the 
administration that he should resign 
fPMn his post. 

Shortly afterwards, I started work
ing as a copyboy at the Post on the lob
ster shift, mklnight to 8 a.m., and when 
Jonny said he couki use the money, we 
started calling him in. Besides, he would 
drive all the way up to the far reaches of 
the Bronx and take me down to work in 
bwer Manhattan. Our best night was the 
one in which we left at about 2 a.m. to get 
the food order for the starving copy edi
tors and rewrite-men and decided to 
make a detour to the Upper East Side 
before going to Chinatown. We were go
ing to track down that crazy heir to an 
oleomargarine fortune (Michael Brody 
was his name, I think) who had an
nounced he was going to give away all his 
money. We were going to take the money 
and bring OP to the masses. We staked 
out his apartment buiMing for about an 
hour and then finally noticed his chauf
feur in an all-night coffee shop neari>y. 
He brushed us off with a well-placed 
curse, and we relumed to the Post at 
4 a.m. empty-handed, except for plenty 
of shrimp lo mein. 

In spring 1970, I agreed to give over 
some of the r«ins of OP power to him. 
and we share * the editorship. For the OP 
histofy file, it shoukl be noted that he 
finally pressured me to try an ofEset prin-
tei .-'mething the tiailies are just getting 
around to now. Our first issue with the 
new process was memorable. We were 
eiQoying our semi-annual su^iension by 
the Student Senate, this time over our 
aUc^edly disjointed finandal recwds. I 
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think, when the special search commit
tee named by the Board of Higher Kdu-
cation to find a new City College pres
ident came up with a University of 
Rochester Physics professor named 
Robert Marshak. (Whatever hnppcnetl to 
him?) We had a special source on ihe 
committee who leaketl us the informa
tion: me. With characteri.<itic gall and 
Jonny's encouragement, I had wrangletl 
one of the two seats reserved for students 
on the committee so I could get the inskle 
story. 

When the time came to vote for 
Marshak, I was the oiUy one to vote no 
(hear that. Dean Gross?), not because I 
had anything against the man (I still 
don't), but because I hadn't exhausted 
my own list of nominees nor the Boaid's 
liquor supply. Prolably I also wasn't 
ready to produce the special issue we had 
planned. After all, it was about this time 
that I had to be literally carried out of a 
Student Senate meeting prior to a vote 
on whether to reduce our budget and 
clamp more controls on us. 

We still had not received funding 
when Neumann and I convinced the new 
printer to print the issue anyway. I wrote 
the lead stoiy, he did the second lead, and 
we filled out the four-pager with my 
"Confessions of a Teenage Kingmaker" 
(Fred Miller contributed the apt head
line). We printed 8,000 copies, stashed it 
in Jonny's bedroom (which not so co-
incidentally is where I now live), and sat 
back and waited for Marshak to accept 
the offer. 

Unfortunately, he took longer than 
anyone expected, as he haggled over his 
official resklence or some such non
sense, and my news story became dated. 
Unbelievably, we replated the illegal 
issue, ran it off again and distributed it 
the morning before the official an
nouncement, driving up Convent Avenue 
while screaming, "Extra! Extra!" The 
night before, we toM the Senate what 
was up and pressured the executives into 
authorizing payment for the issue. 

I don't remember the rest of that 
term very well, except for the fact that 
Jonny and ( always seemed to be aiguing 
over .what to do about the front page. He 
lost interest in news stories and began 
doing lengthy feature (Meces. I'll never 
fotget having to argue at the printer once 
about whether our lead story was going 
to be a goof about OP disbanding and its 
members forming a rock band (see the 
centerfold of this issue for the coinci
dental fulfillment of this idea) 

That's why I really wondered about 
the guy when he left the apartment we 
were then sharing to move to the dream
like Berkshires atid his first daily news
paper job. I never thought he could 
stomach the minutia of small town af
fairs and meetings. I was sure he would 
become stir-crazy, return to New York 
and settle into magazine writing. I cer
tainly wouldn't waste any time out of 
New Yorit. But once again, I underest
imated his limitless drive and determ
ination. He accepted the convenlkmal 
advice about making it in the sticks and 
worked it to his advantage. 

At age 28, he is now at the top of his 
profession. (Does the Pulitzer commit
tee know he can't spell?) I am proud and I 
am envious, and at the same time, I kind 
of feel sorry for him. What has he got left 
to shoot for? How silly of me. Hell just 
keep producing significant stories and 
winning those prizes. 

Hey, Jtmny, save one for me. huh? 
After all. didn't I teach you everythii^; 
you know? 
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By FREDERIC SEAMAN 
The first draft of this column was close 

to 30 pages. In includctl a detailed account 
of my four years on OP. Due to last-minute 
lay out changes I find myself with 13 
column inches. There goes all the profound 
analysis, witty anecdotes and juicy gossip. 

When I joined OP in the fall of 1974. 
Steve Simon, a hold over finomt he mkl-six-
ties, was in his last term as editor, and Bob 
Rosen, the Outlaw Journalist, was in his 
prime. In the second issue of that term 
Rosen printed in his "Mind Ooze" page (the 
second and last) a graphic by his friend 
Bobby Attanasio depicting a libn mastur
bating with a crucifix. In the ensuing scan
dal, legislators in Albany introduced several 
bills aimed at cutting off̂  funds, thus effect
ively wiping out the entire student press in 
New York State. Fortunately, reason and 
CUNY lobbyists got the better of them. 

Nancy Meade was toying with the idea 
of doing a "live" recreatbn of that infamous 
graphic, in thus isstue. Unfortunately we 
nevergot around to it. Recently, I grabbetl 
Campus etiitor Jerry Saltzman iinti laugh-
«'<1, "we're running a live nun, man." 

He promptly squealeti. Three tiays 
later I was bcsiegcti with calls from 

» hysterical b(>ureaucniLs imploring me not 
I to test the limits of free speech. Even 
5 though the Nun photo didn't make in into 
i this issue I hope we still titillate, offend and 

disgust you. 
" Before I run out of space I want to get 

to the most important part of this column. I 
want to thank Rob Rosen.Steve Simon. 
Herb Fox ami Peter Grad for sharing their 
knowletlge and experience with me. I also 
want to thank Mare Liptitz, with whom I 
sharetl three unforgettable years as editor 
and whose wit and enthusiasm made life in 
Finley 336 more bearable. Paul Dabaisa, 
for encouraging me to stay till the very 
end, turning me on to drugs and plugging 
me into the rock scene. Jeff Brumbeau, 
OPs resident poet and roving cultutral cor
respondent, for putting up vrith my editor
ial quirks. My brother Matt, OP's MInil 
Academy special correspondent. Ronnie 
Phillips, our intrepid photographer, for 
service above and beyond the call of duty. 
And thank you, Nancy Meade, for having 
the good sense to enter our Anyone-Can- • 
Edit Contest, win it, and knowing how to 
take advantage of the unlimited creative 
freedom OP has always offered. 

LAST NIGHT THIS BOY SLEPT ON 
THE FLOOR OF A BAR OF ILL REPUTE 

In the morning, drunk with whiskey 
and desperation he stumbled outside to 
search the streets and his own mad vi
sions. Tonight if you haî >en by the bar 
where he spends his hMiely hours, youll 
be sure to find him there, ak>ne at a cor
ner table, drinking — if he's still alive. 

You see Jeflf is a writer, a poor writ
er, a tortured writer. He's tokl he has 
talent but the cruelty of poverty has 
thwarted his predestined rise to fame. 
And so he drinksi. He drinks to excess. 
Dr. Tooley down at the neighborhood 
clinic has told him his liver can't take 
much more but. Jeff is weak. And so. life 
for him goes on. 

But there is hope: YOU. YOU can 
help Jeff if you make $50,000 a year or 
more (negotiable stocks and bonds accep-

Uble). You can BECOME A PATRON 
OF THE ARTS. 

Take him into your penthouse or 
country estate, soothe his world-weary 
mind with the diverskms of the good life. 
Bum his thread-bare ch>thes and cover 
him with Cardin. Laurent, Givenchy. Al-
k>w him the unequaled qualities of a 
Mercedes (customized), of Roederer 
Crista! (chilled to :r7 degrees), d* steam
ing consomme (not too robust, please). 
And you. What's in it for you? You will 
have the rich pleasure of having saved 
the life of a destitute writer. You will 
have insured the worid of the priceless 
treasure of literature. (Monetary gifts 
presented to the arts are tax deductible. 
Address inquiries to Jeff, care of Obxer-
cation Posit. 

BECOME A PATRON OF THE ARTS 

Spanish Poetry 
The Annual Spanish Poetry 

Festival will be heM on Friday. 
May 19, finom 11:30 a.m. to 5 p.m. 
in Bowker Lounge (Shepard Hall 
basement). Faculty, students and 
poets from the community wiB 
read. 

Alumni Reunion 
<XN Y's Class of 1963 is hold

ing a 25th Anniversary Retrnkm 
on Siuiday, Ms^ 21, 1-5 p.m. in 
Shepard HaU. Students and facul̂  
ty interested in attending the gab 
reunion pleaae call €90-4192 (or 
more infiMiaation. 


