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^EVERYTHING!
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NORMAN

MAILER

on LBJ

Years ago in Austin, Texas, not far 
from the LBJ ranch, even less far from 
the radio station owned by Lady Bird 
Johnson, at a time when our President 
was still Vice President, I read a few 
lines I had written about Lyndon John
son to an audience a t the University of 
Texas:

“Johnson had compromised too many 
contradictions, and now the contradic
tions were in his face: when he smiled, 
the corners of his mouth squeezed 
gloom; when he was pious, his eyes 
twinkled irony; when he spoke in a 
righteous tone, he looked corrupt; when 
he jested, the ham in his jowls looked 
to quiver. He was not convincing.” 

That Texas audience laughed as if I 
were William Faulkner talking about 
the Snopes family.

Years later, getting ready to write 
about Johnson again, I endeavored to 
come closer:

“The private personality of LBJ, as 
reported by the authority of the best 
gossip, is different from his public 
presence. In private, one is told, he is 
not too unlike Broderick Crawford in 
All the King's Men, roaring, smarting, 
bellowing, stabbing fingers on advisors’ 
chests, hugging his daughters, enjoy
ing his food, belching, burping, mean 
and unforgiving, vindictive, generous, 
ebullient, vain, suddenly depressed, 
then roguish, then overbearing, sud
denly modest again only to bellow and 
fart once more.”

(Continued on Page 10)
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REPORT
from th e  

DOMINICAN 
REPUBLIC

by Laurence Henry
Lt. Col. Montez Arache, commandant 

of the rebel forces in strife-torn Santo 
Domingo, is worth $100,000—dead or 
alive — to the military junta which 
seeks to crush his rebellion.

On June 4th, while mortar shells fell 
outside his heavily-guarded, sandbag- 
protected command headquarters, I 
watched him as he wept unashamodly, 
confessing that his soldiers had shot 
and killed Negro American GI’s in 
battle.

More than 40# of the approximately 
20,000 American troops occupying that 
tropical island are Negroes, a propor
tion which must be regarded as a cal
culated piece of strategy by the Penta
gon which sent them there.

(Continued on Page 18)

PAUL

KRASSNER

on LSD

I’m 33 years old, I don’t look a night 
over 23, and I blush with the innocence 
of a 13-year-old. For, with one recent 
exception, I ’ve never been high.

Since I don’t like the taste of alcohol, 
I don’t  drink, so I’ve never been drunk. 
Marijuana I’ve tried maybe a dozen 
times, but always without success, 
either because I have a psychological 
resistance to pot or because I don’t 
smoke regular cigarettes and conse
quently I’m not the least bit proficient 
at inhaling.

Then along came LSD.
Escape is just a swallow away.
It was on Monday, April 19th that I 

took my trip—off on a borrowed Psy
chedelic Jargon—but the unreality of 
this dream might be more clearly un
derstood within the context of the pre
ceding weekend's reality.

Friday. April 16th: I was in Toron
to, taping a segment of the Canadian 
Broadcasting Corporation’s controver
sial TV program, This Hour Has Seven 
Days. In my capacity as the atheist/ 
humanist/existentialist from America, I 
protested in vain the demerits of Chris
tianity with three clergymen, all pleas
antly smug in the schizophrenic ration
alizations of their vestried interest

Saturday, April 17th: In Washing
ton, D.C., I was marching in front of 
the White House to protest in vain the 
war in Vietnam. Later, thousands of 
us gathered to hear speeches and more 
speeches. Joan Baez sang With God On

(Continued on Page 2)
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K R A S S N E R  O N  L S D

(Continued from Cover)
Our Side in non-violent sarcasm . . . Time magazine 
called the lyrics tasteless . . . and a CCNY student’s 
placard summed up the schizophrenia: “If God Were On 
Our Side, He’d Puke!’’

Sunday, April 18th: While the Easter Parade was 
taking place elsewhere in New York City, I was watch
ing a group of homosexuals picket across the street 
from U.N. headquarters to protest in vain the perse
cution of homosexuals in Cuba. There were those whose 
schizoid reaction to this conflict was fear that it would 
split the left, and they didn't know whether their first 
loyalty should be to their perversion or their politics.

(The liberals who object to my use of the term “per
version” are the same ones who keep telling me with 
glee the rumor that J. Edgar Hoover is a homosexual.)

My LSD experience began with a solid hour of what 
my ‘guide’ described as cosmic laughter. The more I 
laughed, the more I tried to think of depressing things 
—specifically, the atrocities being committed in Viet
nam—and the more wild my laughter became.

Complete detachment.
I might just as well have been McGeorge Bundy.
A dirty Wally Cox.
Somehow the insanity of the Rand Corporation lit

erally plotting criss-cross bombing of China is accept
able simply because it’s drugless.

Politicians and militarists and journalists are suffer
ing alike from LSD of the soul.

Joseph Alsop wasn’t always an Administration par
rot. Ten years ago, he wrote in The New Yorker (issue 
dated June 25, 1955):

“I would like to be able to report—I had hoped to be 
able to report—that on that long, slow canal trip to 
Vinh Binh [Mekong Delta] I saw all the signs of mis
ery and oppression that have made my visits to East 
Germany like nightmare journeys to 1984. But it was 
not so.

“At first it was difficult for me, as it is for any West
erner, to conceive of a Communist government’s gen
uinely ‘serving the people.’ I could hardly imagine a 
Communist government that was also a popular gov
ernment and almost a democratic government.

“But this is just the sort of government the palm-hut 
state actually was while the struggle with the French 
continued. The Vietminh could not possibly have car
ried on the resistance for one year, let alone nine years, 
without the people’s strong united support.”

No wonder we didn’t allow elections to be held.
I hereby propose a pacification memorial: Let there 

be enshrined The Tomb of the Unknown Military 
Adviser. Adjacent to the tombstone will be an eternal 
gas jet. And, in order to reach the hilled monument, 
you must take an escalator.

I laughed so much I threw up.
All that peristalsis was bound to have its effect.
The nearest ‘outlet’ was a window. My hands seemed 

absolutely unable to open it. My guide opened the win
dow with ease, and I stuck my head out. Was this a 
guillotine? Was he to be my executioner? Such fantasy 
occurred to me, but I trusted him and concentrated in
stead on the beautiful colors of my vomit.

On the phonograph, The Beatles were singing stuff 
from A Hard. Day's Night. How sad, that the height of 
hip spectator sports had become sitting in a dark movie
?

theatre watching this rock 'n’ roll group square-dance
in an open field on the screen.

I started crying . . . for false joy, it turned out. 
I had seen the film with my wife—we are separated— 

and there was, under LSD, an internal hallucination 
that she had not only helped plan for this particular 
record to be played but, moreover, in doing so she had 
collaborated with someone she considered a schmuck 
in order to please me. What a fantastic thing to do! 
She had always complained of my association with 
schmucks, yet she had—obviously—worked with the 
schmuck who’d arranged for my LSD session.

Filled with gratitude, I decided to call her up (the 
power of positive paranoia) but I also decided that she 
had planned for me to call her up against my will.

So I figured I would call her up but I would also as
sure her that I was calling of my own free will. I 
argued with myself about this for a while, as the dial 
changed into Dali’s limp clock in The Persistence of 
Memory, the inanimate object of my megalomania. 

Then I called—collect, since I was in another city. 
The operator asked my name.
I suddenly answered: “Ringo Starr.”
“Do you really want me to say that?”
I was amazed at my calm, logical response: “Of 

course, operator. It's a private joke between us, and 
it’s the only way she’ll accept a collect call.”

The operator told my wife Ringo Starr was calling 
collect, and naturally she accepted the call. When I ex
plained why I was calling, she told me I was thanking 
her for something she didn’t  even do. I had been so 
sure I’d communed with her. . . . .

One man’s ESP is another man’s persecution: the 
wish-fulfilling poles of ego-distortion.

And the missing link is Coincidence.
While I fed myself raisins during an imaginary orgy, 

Siobhan McKenna, reading from Finnegan's Wake— 
a record not chosen by me—mentioned raisins. Fate I 

LSD was fun. I could easily take it once a week, or 
once a month, or once a year, but if. I never take it 
ever again, I'll be happy. I enjoy coping with reality. 
Napalm is burning someone to death in Vietnam this 
very minute, but I’m alive, and that’s really what I was 
laughing at: the oneness of tragedy and absurdity.

The climactic message I got while high was: it ’s  
very  f u n n y ! I felt an obligation to share this with all 
Realist readers in one giant headline with nothing else 
on the front cover. But, no, I couldn’t do that. I de
bated the matter, finally concluding that even though 
I did live by this universal truth, I would not “jeopar
dize” the publication by flaunting such a secret.

“Well, the least you can do,” my lunar self said, “is 
inform your readers that no matter how serious any
thing in the Realist may ever appear, you will always 
be there between the lines saying i t ’s  v er y  f u n n y  1”  

Okay, but I thought they already knew that.
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dick
guindon
presents:

" OLD m uPoor dad,
Go o d b y e .

I  KNOW THIS, is, &0IN6 TO BE. T0U6H ON DUO. HE'S 
WORKED PRETTY HARD TO SEE ME THRC06R SCHOOL,
RIGHT UP TO THE DRV HE LOST HIS SOB. HE WAS REPLACED 
BV SOMEONE Y0UN6ER WITH A COLLEGE EDUCATION.
DAD HAD NEVER FINISHED HIGH SCHOOL.TAIS ALL 
HAPPENED THAT SAME SUM M ER I  GOT MV B.A..ONLY 
THAT VEAR THE JOB MARKET WAS SO CROWDED 
WITH GRADUATES IT SCARED ME INTO STAV1N6 O N  
HT SC HO O L.t DIDN'T WANT THE SAME THIN6 HAPPEN- 

-IN 6 TO ME.THE MONEY RAN SHORT. DAD COULDN'T 
FIND WORK AND GRANDPA WASN'T ABLE TO H ELP 
HE WAS ON A SMALL PENSION WAITING TO BECOME 
OLD ENOUGH TCR SOCIAL SECURITY I'M TRYING TO Sfiv 
IT WASNT EASY. I FINALLY GOT MY PhD.,BUT IT WASN T 
CASY. ONLY NOW I'M 3 2  YEARS CCD AND INDUSTRY DOESN’T 
WANT ME.SO I'M ENDING IT, BECAUSE I  JUST FOUND OUT 
TART MY LIFE EXPECTANCY HAS GONE UP AGAIN.

ANNETTE FUNICEUO IS TOO 
OLD T0.6ET INTO DISNEYLAND 

UNACCOMPANIED BY A CHILD.

LEO GORCEY OF [H£ DEED 
EUD KIDS IS MORE THAN OLD 
EN0U6A TO APPLY FOR OLD 
AGE H0USIN6 IN NEW YORK

IF YOU ADD UP THE H6ES OF 
FABIAN, RICKY N ELSO N  AND 
THE WORLDS FAIR, YOU GET 

PHYLLIS D 1U .ER .
June 1965
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THAT SOME PEOPLE ARE TOO 
OLD TO READ ITS MAGAZINE- 
•AGES 18 TO 3H ONLY. THAT 

ELIMINATES HUGH HEFNER.

AT HI,SIDNEY POITIER IS PRO 
•TECTED BY THE LAW BANNING 
DISCRIMINATION AGAINST AGE.

CHARLIE BROWN,OF TAE15 
YEAR OLD PEANUTS STRIP IS 
OLD EN0U6H TO BE MARRIED 
IN FOUR STATES. WHILE AT 
IS,STEVE CANYON CAN BUY 

CIGARETTES AND BE 
ELECTROCUTED.
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" T O  W H A T  
D O  Y O U  A TTRIBUTE 
Y O U R  L O N G E V I T Y ? "

G O D S  V/RATH.'

IN OUR SOCIETY EVEN THE LAN6UA6E PERTAINING 
TO AGE IS EVASIVE.WE USE WORDS LIRE 'YEARS YOUNG' 
"GOLDEN AGE," '/AUTUMN YEARS,' SENIOR C ITIZ EN S; 
ANYTHIN6 BUT O L D  OLD IS A DIRTY WORD.

MARTIN 
LUTHER KING 

IS A
TROUBLEMAKER.'" A  ,

y \ ~ j >

"JEDGARHOOmolDf

Did yOu begin
ydur career

in the early 30s?
Tire now wen into your key 

eArnmG ye/\rs.
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FORCED RETIREMENT CAUSES CANCER.

r — W
* L E ST E R , THE BOYS AND I  TOOK U P A U T T lE  

C O L L E C T IO N  f o e  YOUR RETIR EM EN T. WIE 0 0 V  
YOU A CRAFTS INSTRUCTOR."

First o f  a l l
I  WANT TO THANK THE 

E N T E R T A IN M E N T  
COMM ITTEE F C R  

GIVING M E THIS 
RETIREM ENT BANQUET.

I  ALSO WANT TO 
THANK AJAX AND SON 
FCR 3 0  WONDERFUL 

YEARS.MR.GORDON, MY 
IMMEDIATE SUPERVISOR...

/ : : : :  \
'■ V*. L- \

i f  j  ..CERTAINLY DESERVES 
S W  SOME MENTION HERE...
y y  AND...MtNTlONmRe...

an© i..„ r...

June 1965
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T i t  FIELD OF EMPLOYMENT, CHARITY, IKE JEWISH FAIRY 
GODMOTHER O f SOCIETY, HAS OFFERED ITS NOURISHfli NT

'SHELTERED WORKSHOPS* COMPUTE WITH HIE 
HANDICAPPED IN AMERICAS KNICK-KNACK MARKET, 
THE IDEA BElNb THAT A MAKE-WORK PROJECT IN 
A ROOM FULL Of DONATED EQUIPMENT WILL NOT 
SMACK OF CHARI rY.

'  THE COUNCIL WORKSHOP FQR SENIOR C O ZEN S... 
PROVIDES SENIOR C in Z E N S  WITH THE OPPORTUNITY 
TO ACHIEVE s e l f -sr t isf a c t io n  BY ATTAINING PAID 
EMPLOYMENT ON A LONG-TERM,SHELTERED BASIS."

-  COUNCIL V M D P  PA M PH LET

FREQUENT TOURS ARE CONDUCTED THROUGH THE SHOPS.
HIE STOOLS ARE ALL W  XX) PEO PlTTyO U  COME TO 
FITTED WITH CRUTCHTIPS) AREDOINGA ] WATCH US OLD ’ 
10 PREVENT SLIPPING *  WONDERFUL^ FOGIES WORK 
AND MOTICC TOO... M  JOB! HUH? HA W M .

S O  FAR, EVERY WORKSHOP PROJECT HAS LOST MONE)( 
DESPITE THE FACT THAT WAGES N SOME SHOPS BEGIN AT 
TEN CENTS PER HOUR.

The Realist
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r - ' T - ,

N166ER~~A 
TOVJN 21AI./

senior citizen o n e s
ARE m  LIKE THE SMALL JE W 
ISH SETTLEMENTS THAT DEED 

TO DOT EUROPE AND R U SSIA  
BECAUSE THEY WAVE N O R E L ' 
I6I0US-CULTURAL TRADITIONS. 
NCR DOES THE TACT THAT MOST 
OF THESE COMMUNITIES ARE 
CHURCH SPONSORED M EAN 
THAT THEY ARE LUCE LEPER 

COLONIES.

C S C I C -

\y  ia y
N h V M /S v  Ay
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i

THE ANSWER IS EQUALITY, R E 6A R D L E S S /0F  
ACE IF A 7 0  YEAR OLD TRANSVESTITE iS ABIE 
TO HOLD WS SPOT IN THE CHORUS LINE O f THE 
JEWEL BOX REVIEW AGAINST THE YOUNGER 
COMPETITION, THEN HE IS UNDER NO MORAL 
OBLIGATION TO'STEE ASIDE

PERHAPS BEFORE THIS TREND OF 
PI ANNE D OBSOEUCENCE IN MAN CAN B E RC ■ 

VERSED A PARDON SYSTEM SHOULD BE CREATED -  
A W *OLG BOARD l e v  III05E SENTE NEE I) TO 
LIVE OUTSIDE SOCIEIY BECAUSE OF AGE.

THE AGE RECONSIDERATION ROARD
Ml-TTS ON THE SECOND 1IIURSDAV 01 

EVERY MONTH.

“ TH E BOAST V.rILI. riEASF. COMP.
TDQ&m.SEHDlM'M ESS

'LETS ERE HOW AWARE 
WE AFA..PEPSI C01 ,A li AS 
BEEN APVjm SI& Q 1TSRLP 
AS THE QFi'I.CAl DRINK OF’ 

(X  MV TODAY'S (» M IT .Q N .

SWfiTHB 
,i® ;i tingle:’ P f P S l C O l A

mis w t spot.
12 F u l l  ( M B S .  
THAIS A L O r. 

t w i c e  a s  m u c h
F O U  

NICKEL TOO ..”
''TKANK. YOU. 

NEXT!"

'tO N F. BACK WITHOUT 
THE WIG,DEAR.''

http://www.ep.tc/realist
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YOU HEAR 
THE WORD JUST 
SAY IH £  PI1ST THING 
THAT POPS INTO YOUR 
HLUD; HEADY ?Y

" T H A N K  Y O U .
WJ.KIK’EPKS,"

9
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M A I L E R  O N  L B  J

(Continued from Cover)
I was trying: to convince myself to vote for him. I had 

already decided Goldwater had all the homely assur
ance of a filthy sock. My vote nonetheless was heavy 
with gloom, stricken with a sense of bad consequence. 
There was much about Johnson which appealed not at 
all. and some of the evidence was intimate.

He had written a book. My Hope for America, he 
called it. Now, a book written by a high official must 
not be judged by average standards, or one would be 
forced to say, for example, that Jack Kennedy was not 
a very good writer and Bobby Kennedy, at last reading, 
wrote a dead stick’s prose. But even at its worst, the 
prose style of Jack Kennedy (and his ghost writers) is 
to the prose style of LBJ (and his ghost writers) as de 
Tocqucville is to Ayn Rand. Reviewing Johnson's book 
for the Herald Tribune, I said:

“It is even not impossible that My Hope for America 
is the worst book ever written by any political leader 
anywhere . . .  a boundless sea of overweening piety . . . 
an abominable damnable book . . .  a prose which stirs 
half-heard cries of death by suffocation.”

I went on to say that Johnson was not a writer but a 
communications engineer.

“The essence of totalitarian prose is that it does not 
define, it does not deliver. It oppresses. I t  obstructs 
from above. It is profoundly contemptuous of the minds 
who will receive the message. So it does its best to dull 
this consciousness with sentences which are nothing 
but bricked-in power structures.”

It was obvious My Hope for America was part of the 
expanding horror of American life. It would be used to 
brain-wash high school kids. Like all horror, it stayed 
in the memory. For it offered a surrealistic clue to 
Lyndon Johnson’s real secret vision of a Great Society: 
jobs for all. everybody with an interesting job, the 
farmers taken care of—their subsidy checks written by 
computers—every industrial worker with his own psy
choanalyst, every student who was able to pass the apti
tude teste able to stay in school forever, Medicare, anti
biotics in every glass of drinking water, tranquilizers 
added to the television dinners, birth control pills in the 
booze.

The President was willing to go even further. One 
could conceive of him making a speech:

“Let us reason together. Freedom is indivisible. Mari
juana might be just such a freedom. But there are those 
who argue with justice that marijuana is passed from 
mouth to mouth. That is, by common consent, unsani
tary. Therefore I propose Congress draw up a law re
quiring marijuana to be marketed solely in supposi
tories.”

There would be a recreation program for all Ameri
can children—mass calisthenics in air-conditioned sta
diums with a glassed-over dome. The majors would have 
eighty-two baseball teams in each league and the addi
tional teams would take their names from the new hous
ing complexes built around shopping centers—the teams 
would be called Bypass 60, Ramp 6. Belt 1, Lower Al
ternate Freeway 4, the Coral Gate Arms.

The colleges would look like factories, the housing 
projects would keep looking like prisons, the corpora
tion office buildings would be indistinguishable from 
the colleges, and not even an airline hostess would know 
where the airport ended and the motel bedroom began.
10

The sexual revolution would push on. Ladies maga
zines would wonder whether the orgy had become a 
vital solution to suburban life. If there would be statis
ticians to point out that the modern orgy grouping 
showed an average of eight people and one erection, 
still State Department intellectuals could point out on 
their orientation tours through the universities of 
America that the Sexual Revolution was just begun, and 
ways would be found to increase vitality.

Camp would have moved on to the Happy Hunting 
Ground of old art movement. A new art movement 
would be in. It would be called Shit. Its test would be: 
Is this object, happening, work, event or production 
more resonant than it was yesterday ? Movies about the 
Strategic Air Command with Jimmy Stewart, Hubert 
Humphrey speeches, old Lawrence Welk records, news 
photographs of Mayor Wagner, Senate testimony by 
Robert McNamara, interviews with J. Edgar Hoover— 
these would be the artifacts of the new art movement— 
Camp was out and Shit was in.

Well, the President contemplating this perspective 
could not be altogether happy. “The Great Society is a 
dud,” was his lament. “I don’t  even have an issue with 
which to slow down the Nigras and their Rights.”

The President believed very much in image. lie be
lieved the history which made the headlines each day

Editor's Note
This is the complete text of Norman Mailer’s speech 

before an audience of several thousand students on 
Vietnam Day last month at the University of Califor
nia in Berkeley. A San Francisco paper reported that 
there was “light applause.” Actually Mailer received 
a standing ovation. KPFA cut him olT the nir after 
ten minutes (he didn't know he was on radio) and 
later they decided to broadcast an edited version.

was more real to the people than the events themselves. 
It was not the Negro movement that possessed the real 
importance, it was the Movement’s ability to get space 
in the papers. That ability was equalled only by the 
President’s ability to attach himself to the image of 
civil rights.

But his ability to control the image, even put it down 
when necessary, was hampered by one fact. In the 
Great Society there was no movement, program, plan or 
ideal which was even remotely as dramatic as the Civil 
Rights movement. So the Civil Rights movement was 
going to crowd everything else out of the newspapers.

There was going to be no way to control the Negro 
Movement, and no way to convince the Negro Move
ment that their victory was due to his particular atten
tions. You can never convince a movement of your 
power unless you can send them back after you have 
called them forth. So the President needed another 
issue. Then it came to the President.

Hot damn. Viet Nam.
Viet Nam, that little old country which had been 

under his nose all these years. Things were getting too 
quiet in Viet Nam. If there was one thing hotter than 
Harlem in the summer, it was air raids on rice paddies 
and napalm on red gooks. Now he had a game. When 
the war got too good, and everybody was giving too 
much space to that, he could always tell the Nigras it 
was good time to be marching on the White House; 
when they got a little too serious he could bring back 
Viet Nam.
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He could even make all those Barry Goldwater red
necks and state troopers happy—that was a happy na
tion, when everybody had something going for them. 
The Nigras had their Civil Rights and the rednecks 
could be killing gooks. Yes, thought the President, his 
friends and associates were correct in their estimate of 
him as a genius. Hot damn. Viet Nam. The President 
felt like the only stud in a whorehouse on a houseboat.

Ladies and gentlemen, you will notice that up to this 
point, I have offered little in the way of closely rea
soned quiet argument. 1 did observe for myself that in 
the discussions about Viet Nam which took place last 
Saturday in Washington, and were seen by many of us 
on television, there was an abundance of rational argu
ments advanced for our escalation in Viet Nam and an 
equal abundance of equally rational arguments against 
our involvement there.

Well, so far you have received no rational arguments 
from me today and you are not likely to receive many 
more as we go on. I believe our present situation in 
Viet Nam is so irrational that any attempt to deal with 
it logically, is illogical in the way surrealism is illogical, 
and rational political discussion of Adolf Hitler’s mo
tives was illogical and then obscene.

Bombing a country at the same time you'are offering 
it aid is ns morally repulsive as beating up a kid in an 
alley and stopping to ask for a kiss.

Reading the papers these days is a nightmare of un
requited love. If one’s country lives like a woman in 
some part of the unconscious dream life of each of us, 
if beneath all our criticisms and detestations of Amer
ica’s vulgarity, misuse of power, and sheer pompous 
stupidity, there has been still some optimistic love affair 
with the secret potentialities of this nation, some buried 
unvoiced faith that the nature of America was finally 
good, and not evil, well, that faith has taken a pistol
whipping in the last months. The romance seems not 
even tragic or doomed, but dirty and misplaced.

Still, let me assume there is some point in trying to 
be reasonable about Viet Nam even if it is only to dis
cover that there is no logic in the situation. But let me 
at least make one straightforward attempt to under
stand what transpires there. I will, however, insist that 
the logic we employ runs close to the vein of theological 
argument, for we must try to speak rationally about a 
mystery.

Since any interpretation which seeks to justify our 
role in Viet Nam on legal grounds is criminal—since 
we have no legal justification to be in the country; we 
are in fact there (as many of you doubtless know al
ready) in violation of the Treaty of the Geneva Con
ference of 1954 which we were pledged not to obstruct— 
the only positive argument for our presence is that 
while we are illegally in Viet Nam we are there at least 
to fight communism.

Well, that is a large question. It is part of a large 
mystery. We may leave the largest parts of it for last.

What may properly concern us first are the arguments 
and complexes of argument which revolve around the 
domino theory. Viet Nam, says this much discussed 
theory, is a domino, supporting all the other dominoes 
of Southeast Asia. This is, of course, argument with the 
aid of metaphor, argument by image. But metaphors 
have curious mechanics. There is much dispute about 
their properties.

Edgar Snow, for example, would argue that the domi
noes of Southeast Asia are already falling.
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Insofar as they are dominoes, Indonesia haR fallen, 
and Cambodia. Both nations recognize the Viet Cong 
as the legitimate government of South Viet Nam. Burma 
gives guarantees to China not to give bases to any U.S. 
forces. India and Pakistan oppose a U.S. invasion of 
North Viet Nam. Japan makes known its desire not to 
fight, de Gaulle excludes French aid, no NATO power 
promises support for a ‘wider war.’

The suspicion must begin that we are not protecting 
a position of connected bastions so much as we are try
ing to conceal the fact that the bastions are just about 
gone—they are not dominoes, but sand castles, and a 
tide of nationalism is on the way in. It is curious for
eign policy to use metaphors in defense of a war; when 
the metaphors are critically imprecise, it is a swindle.

It is worse than that. The escalation in February be
gan immediately after the Viet Cong attacked our air 
base near Pleiku, and killed seven American soldiers. 
In retaliation for this attack, or using the attack as our 
pretext for an offensive we had already planned, the 
Air Force proceeded—for the first time—to bomb areas 
over the Seventeenth Parallel in North Viet Nam.

It is, if we are to use metaphors, it is as if you and 
I have a small street fight on a city block. You catch

Author's Note
A few readers may notice that two or three short 

passages in this speech are taken directly from my 
article on the Republican Convention printed in En
quire in November, 1964, or from a review I did in 
the New York Herald Tribune on Lyndon Johnson’s 
book. My Hope for America, just before the last 
election. There is also a fragment from a debate in 
Chicago with William Buckley. Since I wished at 
certain places in the speech to say what I had said 
before, it did not seem desirable to look to rewrite 
such passages; on t'ne other hand, since the extracts 
were altered a bit to fit the tone of the speech, there 
seemed no compelling reason to burden the text with 
excessive quotation marks in and out, back and forth.

me by surprise, you win, and I choose to come back 
with my gang and stick a plastic bomb on your house. 
Your maid loses a hand in the explosion; your friend, 
paying a visit, is blown to bits. I send flowers to the 
funeral, and a card offering my services as a fire insur
ance adjuster. Is it possible the ideology of the Com
munists is being opposed by the spirit of the Cosa 
Nostra?

Let me list another difficulty to fighting communism 
in Viet Nam. It is that the communism of the Viet 
Cong is attached to the local nationalism. With the ex
ception of a few dedicated career soldiers, however, the 
a\erage American in Viet Nam is not much interested 
in the future of Asia. The freedom-loving spirit of our 
experts in Saigon has about as much real comprehen
sion of the life of the Asidn peasant as the President of 
the Hilton Hotels Incorporated is on talking terms with 
his dishwashers at the Hilton Istanbul.

For those of us here, for close to 200 million Ameri
cans, Viet Nam is faceless. How many Americans have 
ever visited that country? Who can say which language 
is spoken there, or what industries might exist, or even 
what the country looks like? We do not care. We are 
not interested in the Vietnamese. If we were to fight 
a war with the inhabitants of the planet of Mars there 
would be more emotional participation by the people of
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America than there is even now for our share of the 
war in Viet Nam.

Until recently, until February of this year, South 
Viet Nam could have fallen and most of us would not 
have known nor cared particularly if the territory ac
quired by the Viet Cong were as big as Brooklyn or as 
big as the state of Texas. Never in our history has so 
portentous a war been accelerated in a place which 
means so little to Americans. Therefore we must admit 
that we confront a mystery. Which is: Why are we 
already thus involved in a combat which is potentially 
huge, yet empty of emotional meaning?

The only answer which makes sense is that we are 
in this war to drive matters to a military climax, we 
arc escalating the war in Viet Nam, we are bombing 
North Viet Nam, as the first steps in a sequence which 
is aimed to destroy the nuclear plant of China.

But, if escalation carries up to the summits and abys
ses of such a moment, then the odds are large that an 
atomic war will also be upon us. Civilization as we know 
it would be gone. It is possible all life as we know it 
would be gone. So we are back to the mystery. Only now 
it is worse. It asks us to explain why all life would be 
destroyed for a war in a country we do not care about.

The ill of civilization is that it is removed from na
ture—disproportions thrive everywhere. The war in 
Viet Nam is just such a monstrous disproportion. We 
are present at a mystery. All monstrous disproportion 
conceals a mystery or an insanity. If a man suffering 
from a fever decides to cure it by walking through fire, 
we must say he has either a secret motive or is insane.

Perhaps President Johnson has a secret motive.
I do not speak of the desire to bomb the atomic works 

of China as his secret motive. That desire is, for one 
thing, public—William Buckley was writing in National 
Review about his desire for such an act a month before 
the first big February air raids on North Viet Nam 
were begun.

Indeed, a large part of the Pentagon has been ob
sessed with similar desires since 1946. For twenty 
years Congressmen have been standing up in Congress 
to read speeches written by War Department officials 
which exhort America to destroy the Soviet Union by 
atom bomb before the Soviet Union becomes too strong. 
That desire has never ceased. We are a conservative 
property-loving nation obsessed with the passion to 
destroy other nations’ property.

So one would not speak of the impulse to bomb the 
nuclear industry of China as a secret motive. That is a 
public motive. It is merely not over-publicized. Not yet. 
If President Johnson has a secret motive, it would have 
to be then of another sort. Most strong motives are 
finally psychological—money or power is required to 
satisfy some imbalance in ourselves.

So President Johnson’s motive in escalating the war 
in Viet Nam may be psychic in its nature. This assumes 
of course that the prime mover in the new war in Viet 
Nam is precisely the President, it assumes that Viet 
Nam is not the unhappy expression of vast inevitable 
historic forces too large for any man; no, to the con
trary this premise supposes flat-out that there was a 
choice in Viet Nam, and one man, balanced at the ful
crum of power between the Pentagon on one side and 
his liberal support on the other, decided to accelerate 
the war.

So it is a thesis which would say that the mystery of
12

Viet Nam revolves around the mystery of Lyndon John
son’s personality.

To ferret one’s way into the recesses of that mys
terious and explosive personality is an activity which 

. would give pause to many. It gives pause to me. He is 
after all a very intelligent man. He is doubtless more 
intelligent than you or me. He is certainly most intelli
gent about getting his way. He is also a complex man 
and his sides are many. The only side of him which is 
evident to all is that he is famished for popularity.

At the Democratic Convention in Atlantic City in 
1964, not one picture of the President was hung behind 
the Speaker’s Rostrum, but two. They were each forty 
feet high. So said his public relations. These photo
graphs, however, looked like they were eighty feet high, 
high as an eight-story motel. They dominated every 
moment of the Convention. They spoke of an ego which 
had the voracity of a beast.

At that convention, there were other clues to the 
mystery of the President’s personality. It was apparent 
he had vast affection for the powers of television, an 
affection so huge it shrank from any pretext that he 
might have equally large affection for his delegates. 
They were left marooned for the most part behind two 
huge television towers.

Perhaps a fifth of the delegates were seated in front 
of those towers. The rest were installed behind. From 
nearly every position behind the television towers, it 
was not possible to have a direct view of the speaker 
on the rostrum. One had to watch him on television. 
Delegates began to fight for a seat which gave them a 
good view rather than a poor view of the television set.

The Republican Convention in San Francisco which 
nominated Barry Goldwater had been not quite so or
derly as a rodeo. The Democratic Convention was can
cerous—the electronic machines were more crucial than 
the men.

It was evident that the Establishment was in the 
service of a most subtle and modern tyrant, an Emperor, 
to whom all Mafias, legit and illegit, all syndicates, 
unions, guilds, corporations and institutions . . . could 
bend their knee. The Establishment had a new leader, 
a mighty Caesar had arisen, Lyndon Johnson was his 
name, all hail, Caesar.

Caesar gave promise to unify the land. But at what a 
cost. For if the ideology were liberal, the methodology 
was total—to this political church would come Adlai 
Stevenson and Frank Sinatra, the President of U.S. 
Steel and the President of the Steel Workers’ Union, 
the C.I.O. and the C.I.A., Martin Luther King and the 
Pentagon.

Even before the election, a question was there. If we 
all worked to beat Barry, and got behind Lyndon and 
pushed, radicals and moderate Republicans, Negroes and 
Southern liberals, college professors and Cosa Nostra, 
cafe society and Beatniks-for-Johnson, were we all then 
going down a liberal superhighway into the deepest 
swamp of them all ?

For Johnson was intelligent enough to run a total 
land, he had vast competence, no vision, and the heart 
to hold huge power, he had the vanity of a modern 
dictator. Under Johnson we could move from the threat 
of total war to war itself with nothing to prevent it; 
the anti-Goldwater forces which might keep the coun
try too divided to go to war would now be contained 
within Johnson.
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That was a final description of the Democratic Con
vention, and still it missed the point. Because the final 
unhappy point was that Barry Goldwater had estab
lished Johnson’s power with such total perfection that 
the man elected had come closer to total control of 
America than any President before him. What could 
increase the fear is that Johnson might not be a whole 
man so much as he was alienated, a modern man, a 
member in a most curious sense of a minority group.

Lyndon Baines Johnson a member of a minority 
group? It is an extraordinary forcing of category. It is 
obvious some other notion is intended than a descrip
tion of a Negro, a Jew, a Mexican, a Nisei, or a Puerto 
Rican. Will it make sense if we say Lyndon Johnson is 
alienated? Alienated from what, you may ask.

But one must speak first of alienation, that intel
lectual category which would take you through many a 
turn of the mind in its attempt to explain that particu
lar corrosive sensation so many of us feel in the chest

God Is On Our Side

and the gut so much of the time, that sense of the body 
growing empty within, of the psyche pierced by a 
wound whose dimensions keep opening, that unendur
able conviction that one is hollow, displaced, without a 
single identity at one’s center. I quote Eric Josephson:

“It [alienation] has been used to refer to an ex
traordinary variety of pschyo-social disorders, includ
ing loss of self, anxiety states, anomie, despair, deper
sonalization, rootlessness, apathy, social disorganiza
tion, loneliness, atomization, powerlessness, meaningless
ness, isolation, pessimism and the loss of belief or val
ues. Among the groups . . . described as alienated . . . 
are women, industrial workers, white-collar workers, 
migrant workers, artists, suicides, mentally disturbed, 
addicts, the aged, the young generation as a whole, 
juvenile delinquents in particular, voters, non-voters, 
consumers, audiences of mass media, sex deviates, vic
tims of prejudice and discrimination, the prejudiced, 
bureaucrats, political radicals, the physically handi
capped, immigrants, exiles, vagabonds and recluses."

What a huge and comprehensive list. Is anything to 
be gained by adding to it the name of Lyndon Johnson?
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You may still ask—what is he alienated from? The 
Asian peasant? The dishwasher at the Istanbul Hilton? 
Of course not. You cannot be Alienated unless you wish 
to participate. Lyndon Johnson does not wish to share 
a bowl of rice with an Asian peasant.

How then is he alienated, and from what? And I say 
to you in no disrespect and much uneasiness that it is 
possible he is alienated from his own clear sanity, that 
his mind has become a consortium of monstrous dis
proportions, of pictures of himself in duplicate forty 
feet high, eighty feet high. Lyndon Johnson is not 
alienated from power, he is the most powerful man in 
the United States, but he is alienated from judgment, 
he is close to an imbalance which at worst could tip the 
world from orbit.

The legitimate fear we can feel is vast. Because there 
was a time when Lyndon Johnson could have gotten out 
of Viet Nam very quietly—the image had been prepared 
for our departure—we heard of nothing but the corrup
tion of the South Viet Nam government and the pro
fessional cowardice of the South Vietnamese generals.

We read how a Viet Cong army of -10,000 soldiers 
was whipping a Government Army of 400,000. We were 
told in our own newspapers how the Viet Cong armed 
themselves with American weapons brought to them by 
deserters or captured in battle with Government troops, 
we knew it was an empty war for our side, Lyndon 
Johnson made no attempt to hide that from us. He may 
even have encouraged the press in this direction for a 
time. Abruptly, he dropped escalation into our daily life.

There is fear we must feel.
It was not the action of a rational man, but a man 

driven by need, a gambler who fears that once he stops, 
once he pulls out of the game, his heart will rupture 
from tension. You see, Lyndon Johnson is a member of 
a minority group and so he must have action.

But now let me explain. A member of a minority 
group is—if we are to speak existentially—not a man 
who is a member of a category, a Negro or a Jew, but 
rather a man who feels his existence in a particular 
way. It is in the very form or context of his existence 
to live with two opposed notions of himself.

What characterizes a member of a minority group is 
that he is forced to see himself as both exceptional and 
insignificant, marvelous and awful, good and evil. So 
far as he listens to the world outside he is in danger 
of going insane. The only way he may relieve the un
endurable tension which surrounds any sense of his own 
identity is to define his nature by his own acts, discover 
his courage or cowardice by actions which engage his 
courage; discover his judgment by judging; his loyalty 
by being tested; his originality by creating.

A Negro or a Texan, a President or a housewife, is 
bv this definition a member of a minority group if he 
contains two opposed notions of himself at the same 
time.

What characterizes the sensation of being a member 
of a minority group is that one’s emotions are forever 
locked in the chains of ambivalence—the expression of 
an emotion forever releasing its opposite—the ego in 
perpetual transit from the tower to the dungeon and 
back again. By this definition nearly everyone in Amer
ica is a member of a minority group, alienated from the 
self by a double sense of idenity and so at the mercy 
of a self which demands action and more action to de
fine the most rudimentary borders of identity.
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It is a demand which will either kill a brave man or 
force him to grow, but when a coward is put in need 
of such action he tears the wings off flies.

The great fear that lies upon America is not that 
Lyndon Johnson is privately close to insanity so much 
as that he is the expression of the near-insanity of most 
of us, and his need for action is America’s need for 
action; not brave action, but action; any kind of action; 
any move to get the motors going. A future death of 
thf spirit lies close and heavy upon American life, a 
cancerous emptiness at the center which calls for a 
circus.

The country is in disease. It has been in disease for 
a long time. There has been nothing in our growth 
which was organic. We never solved our depression, we 
merely went to war back in 1941, and going to war 
never won it, not in our own minds, not as men, no, we 
won it but as sources of supply; we still do not know 
that we are equal to the Russians. We won a war but 
we did not really win it, not in the secret of our sleep.

So we have not really had a prosperity, we have had 
fever. We have grown rich because of one fact with two 
opposite interpretations: There has been a cold war. It 
has been a cold war which came because Communism 
was indeed a real threat to our freedom, or a cold war 
which came because capitalism could not survive with
out an economy geared to war; or is it both—who can 
know? Who can really know?

The center of our motive is an enigma—is this coun
try extraordinary or accursed? And when we think of 
Communism, we have to wonder if we are accursed. 
For we have not even found our Communist threat. We 
have had a secret police organization and an invisible 
government large enough by now to occupy the moon, 
we have hunted Communists from the top of the Time- 
Life Building to the bottom of the Collier mine, we 
have not found that many, not that many, and we have 
looked like Keystone Cops.

We have even had a Negro Revolution in which we 
did not believe. We have had it, yes we have had it, 
because (in the true penury of our motive) we could 
not afford to lose votes in Africa and India, South 
America and Japan, Viet Nam, the Philippines, name 
any impoverished place: we have been running in a 
world election against the collective image of the Russ, 
and so we have had to give the black man his civil rights 
or Africa was so much nearer to Marx. But there has 
not been much like love in the civil rights. We have 
never been too authentic. No.

We have had a hero. He was a young good-looking 
man with a beautiful wife, and he won the biggest 
poker game we ever played, the only real one—we lived 
for a week ready to die in a nuclear war. Whether we 
liked it or not. But he won. It was our one true victory 
in all these years, our moment; so the young man be
gan to inspire a subtle kind of love. His strength proved 
stronger than we knew. Suddeny he was dead, and we 
were in grief.

But then came a trial which was worse. For the as
sassin, or the man who had been arrested but was not 
the assassin—we will never know, not really—was killed 
before our sight. In the middle of the funeral came an 
explosion on the porch. Now, we were going mad. It 
took more to make a nation go mad than any separate 
man, but we had taken miles too much. Certainties had 
shattered.
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Our country was fearful, half-mad, inauthentic—it 
needed a war or it needed a purge. Bile was stirring in 
the pita of the national conscience and little to oppose 
it but a lard of guilt cold as the most mediocre of our 
needs.

We took formal public steps toward a great society, 
that great society of computers and pills, of job apti
tudes and bad architecture, of psychoanalysis, super
highways, astronauts, vaccinations, and a peace corps, 
that great society where nothing but frozen corn would 
be sold in the smallest towns of Iowa, where censorship 
would disappear but every image would be manipulated 
from birth to death.

Something in the buried animal of modern life grew 
bestial at the thought of this Great Society—the most 
advanced technological nation of the civilized world was 
the one now closest to blood, to shedding the blood and 
burning the flesh of Asian peasants it had never seen. 
The Pentagon had been kept on a leash for close to 
twenty years. Presidents so mediocre in their talents 
as Truman and Eisenhower had kept the military from 
dominating the nation.

But Johnson did not.
Out of the pusilanimities or the madnesses of his 

secret sleep he came to a decision to listen to the advice 
of his military machine, that congery of Joint Forces, 
War Department and C.I.A. which had among other 
noteworthy achievements planned the Bay of Pigs. It 
was now planning its escalation in Viet Nam. And 
Johnson was in accord.

The body of a consummate politician took recognition 
as it slept that the nation was in disease and its only 
cure—out where the drums were beating and the fires 
would not cease—was to introduce us to the first anxie
ties of a war whose end might be limitless. Miserable 
nation cursed with a computer for its commander-in- 
chief, a computer with an ego so vain it could not bear 
the memory of his predecessor and the power he had 
had for a week when the world was on the edge of nu
clear war.

Yet, there still remains the largest question of them 
all. It is the question of fighting Communism. Look, you 
may say, is it not possible that with all our diseases 
admitted, we are still less malignant than the Commu
nists, we are the defense of civilization and they, not 
us, are the barbarians who would destroy it?

If that is true, then—as some of you may argue— 
the logic must be faced, the Chinese must be stopped, 
we must bomb their bomb. And I would argue in return 
that neither capitalism nor communism is the defense 
of civilization but that they are rather each—in their, 
own way—malignancies upon the spirit of honest ad
venture and open inquiry which developed across the 
centuries from primitive man to the Renaissance, and 
that therefore there is no man alive who can say at this 
point which system will perpetrate the greater harm 
upon mankind.

But this I do know: existence alters the nature of 
essence. An unjust war, an unnatural war, an obscene 
war brutalizes what is best in a nation and encourages 
every horror to rise from its sewer.

The Communists could capture every nation on earth 
but our own and we would still be safe if our intention 
were clean. Yes. For in the vertiginous terrors of nu
clear warfare rests one rock-ledge of safety—in future 
no great power can ever be destroyed without destroy
ing every other power which would attack it. As a
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corollary no philosophy of government can occupy nine- 
tenths of the globe without being altered to its roots.

The health of Communism, its secret necessity, is an 
enemy external to itself, war is indeed the health of the 
totalitarian state, and peace is its disease. Communism 
would split and rupture and war upon itself if ever it 
occupied most of the world, for then it would have to 
solve the problems of most of the world and those prob
lems are not soluble in the rigidity of a system.

Like all top-heavy structures the greatest danger to 
Communism lies in its growth. Prosperity is its poison, 
for without a sense of crisis, Communism cannot dis
cipline its future generations. Attack from capitalism 
is Communism’s transfusion of blood. So our war 
against Communism, most particularly our wat against 
Communism in Asia, is the death of our future. I am 
going to quote Senator Wayne Morse:

"We shall win one military victory after another; we 
shall destroy cities, industrial installations, and nuclear 
installations; we shall kill by the millions. . . . That 
course of action will lay a foundation of hatred on the 
part of the colored races of the world against the Amer
ican people. In due time, those installations will be re
built . . .  on the foundation of intense hatred by

Department of Military Strategy
Jules Felffer complained last month that Mike Wal

lace, on his CBS newscast, neglected to mention that 
civil rights leaders had publicly identified themselves 
with the peace movement at the Vietnam rally in 
Madison Square Garden. Responded Wallace in part: 
“I’m not at all certain non-violence would work with 
the Viet Cong. Or isn’t that what you had in mind?"

Asians for the people of the United States. That hatred 
will even be inherited by generations of American boys 
and girls fifty, seventy-five, one hundred, yes, two hun
dred years from now."

I say: End the cold war. Pull back our boundaries to 
what we can defend and to what wishes to be defended. 
Let Communism come to those countries it will come to. 
Let us not use up our substance trying to hold onto 
nations which are poor, underdeveloped, and bound to 
us only by the depths of their hatred for us. We cannot 
equal the effort the Communists make in such places. 
We are not dedicated in that direction. We were not 
born to do that. We have had our frontier already. We 
cannot be excited to our core, our historic core, by the 
efforts of new underdeveloped nations to expand their 
frontiers.

Let the Communists flounder in the countries they 
acquire. The more countries they hold, the less support
able will become the contradictions of their ideology, the 
more bitter will grow the divisions in their internal in
terest, and the more enormous their desire to avoid a 
war which could only destroy the economies they will 
have developed at such vast labor and such vast waste. 
Let it be their waste, not ours. Our mission may be not 
to raise the level of minimum subsistence in the world 
so much as it may be to show the first features and 
promise of that incalculable renaissance men may some
day enter.

I have one set of remarks more to make. They con
cern practical suggestions. I have been visionary in my 
demands. For it is visionary in 1965 to ask of America 
that it return to isolationism. No, this country wishes
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to have an empire. The grimmest truth may be that 
half of America at least must be not unwilling to have 
a war in Viet Nam. Otherwise Lyndon Johnson could 
not have made his move, since Lyndon Johnson never 
in his life has dreamed of moving against a majority.

Let us then insist on this—it is equally visionary, 
but it is at least visionary in a military way and we 
are talking to militarists—let us say that if we are 
going to have a war with the Viet Cong, let it be a war 
of foot soldier against foot soldier. If we wish to take 
a strange country away from strangers, let us at least 
be strong enough and brave enough to defeat them on 
the ground. Our Marines, some would say, are the best 
soldiers in the world. The counter argument is that 
native guerrillas can defeat any force of a major power 
man to man.

Let us, then, fight on fair grounds. Let us say to 
Lyndon Johnson, to Monstrous McNamara, and to the 
generals on the scene—fight like men, go in man to man 
against the Viet Cong. But first, call off the Air Force. 
They prove nothing except that America is coterminous 
with the Mafia. Let us win man to man or lose man to 
man, but let us cease pulverizing people whose faces 
we have never seen.

But of course we will not cease. Nor will we ever fight 
man to man against poor peasants. Their vision of ex
istence might be more ferocious and more determined 
than our own. No, we would rather go on as the most 
advanced monsters of civilization pulverizing instinct 
with our detonations, our State Department experts in 
their little bow ties, and our bombs.

Only, listen, Lyndon Johnson, you have gone too far 
this time. You are a bully with an Air Force, and since 
you will not call off your Air Force, there are young 
people who will persecute you back. It is a little thing, 
but it will hound you into nightmares and endless cor
ridors of nights without sleep, it will hound you. For 
listen—this is only one of the thousand things they 
will do.

They will print up little pictures of you, Lyndon John
son, the size of post cards, the size of stamps, and some 
will glue these pictures to walls and posters and tele
phone booths and billboards—I do not advise it, I would 
tell these students not to do it to you, but they will. 
They will find places to put these pictures. They will 
want to paste your picture, Lyndon Johnson, on a post 
card, and send it to you. Some will send it to your 
advisers. Some will send these pictures to men and 
women at other schools. These pictures will be sent 
everywhere. These pictures will be pasted up every
where, upside down.

Silently, without a word, the photograph of you, 
Lyndon Johnson, will start appearing everywhere, up
side down. Your head will speak out—even to the peas
ant in Asia—it will say that not all Americans are 
unaware of your monstrous vanity, overweening piety, 
and doubtful motive. It will tell them that we trust our 
President so little, and think so little of him, that we 
see his picture everywhere upside down.

You, Lyndon Johnson, will see those pictures up 
everywhere upside down, four inches high and forty 
feet high; you, Lyndon Baines Johnson, will be coming 
up for air everywhere upside down. Everywhere, up
side down. Everywhere. Everywhere.

And those little pictures will tell the world what we 
think of you and your war in Viet Nam. Everywhere, 
upside down. Everywhere, everywhere.
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D O M I N I C A N  R E P U B L I C

(Continued from Cover)
Arache told me: "When our military intelligence in

formed us how many Negro soldiers were among the 
American troops, we were led to believe that the Ameri
cans had come as neutralists to establish a peace zone, 
rather than as aggressors.”

The rebel chief, wearing a U.S. chamelon camou
flage jungle suit, wiped his brow with a khaki handker
chief not much darker than his face. In America he 
would have been recognized as a Negro.

"Then we learned,” he continued, "that our black 
brothers from the U.S. had come to kill us. They were 
duped into fighting against our cause. Oppressed citi
zens at home, they became tools against our Dominican 
peoples’ revolution. We had no choice but to kill them.” 

Few of the GI’s stationed in the Dominican Republic 
would recognize themselves as “tools of Yankee Impe
rialism.” This is a propaganda phrase much overworked 
and too square to be contemplated seriously.

But there is a vague discontent, an uncomfortable 
feeling of being an intruder, of somehow being guilty 
of a kind of social faux pas which has embarrassed the 
family by overstaying your welcome or going to visit 
on a day when you were not invited or even expected.

If the American GI had little enthusiasm for Korea 
and less for Viet Nam, he has an even greater sense of 
reluctance in the Dominican Republic, which—especially 
in the case of the Negro troops—is perhaps unparalleled 
in American history.

Said Gary Jones of Miami, Fla., an MP in the 82nd 
Airborne: "I don’t even know who the enemy is. That’s 
what bugs me.”

Charles Veneble, Specialist 1st Class with the 82nd 
Airborne, admitted: "Everyone has treated me nice. 
That’s what I don’t  like about being ordered to kill 
them.”

First-Lt. Fulton Eaglin of Yipsilante, Michigan, said 
he will be glad when this thing is over so he can return 
to the States and enroll in Harvard Law School. "It’s a 
hell of a detour between Santo Domingo and Harvard.” 

Another Negro soldier who did not wish to be named, 
stated: "I cannot see being here if the Dominican peo
ple do not want the U.S. to help them. Why should we 
help them if they don’t care?”

There are few Americans who know the real story of 
the Dominican revolution or about the amazing man 
who has directed it. Because I am a Negro reporter. I 
was able to find out. I was able to do what no white 
correspondent could have done, and lived.

After interviewing dozens of American Negro GI’s, 
I attempted successfully to cross into rebel territory 
and, having done so, secured an exclusive interview 
with Lt. Col. Arache, the most wanted man in the 
Dominican Republic.

Nine a.m., Thursday, June 3rd, the temperature al
ready in the 90’s—the rebels had been fighting since 5 
a.m. with the rising of the sun. The bloody conflict be
tween the rebels and the loyalist troops had been mur
derously conducted by thunderous cannon fire, the bark 
of the automatic rifle, mortar shells bursting loudly, and 
the horrible sneak attack by snipers.

I crossed the barbed-wire barracades which lined 
both sides of the four-block-wide, 15-mile-long corridor 
set up by American troops as a buffer zone to separate 
the warring junta and rebel forces.
18

With my cameras as my passport, I walked unchal
lenged past the American machine gun-enforced posi
tion, pausing only to take a few pictures, deep into the 
rebel section of the city where the machine guns were 
manned by Dominican rebels wearing GI uniforms, 
carrying American weapons, only they were firing the 
other way.

I was fully aware that my every movement was be
ing watched by snipers concealed in the ruins of bomb- 
shattered buildings, behind bushes and high in cocoanut 
trees.

Although I cannot speak Spanish and had no guide, I 
found little difficulty in accomplishing the first object 
of my mission—to find the rebel headquarters.

Before leaving the American sector, I learned to say 
several words in Spanish: La Prensa Americana De 
Los Negros, meaning American Negro Press. I re
peated this phrase along with the name Arache to the 
first rebel I saw crouched in the doorway of a delapi- 
dated building.

In reply he pointed his sub-machine gun in the gen
eral direction of a huge office building which had been 
commandeered as headquarters for the rebel forces.

As I approached the building, I saw a large crowd 
milling about. A rebel guard armed with a stolen Ameri
can rifle told me in broken English that the crowd was 
awaiting announcement over a loudspeaker regarding 
the outcome of truce talks arranged by the American 
occupational forces.

I asked the sentry if he knew how I could get to inter
view Arache. He replied by asking me for credentials. 
I showed him my press card, and some photographs that 
I had taken of Dr. Martin Luther King, Malcolm X, 
and Sammy Davis Jr.

The photos worked like magic.
I was immediately escorted into the building by two 

guards in tattered khaki shirts and dungarees. One of 
the guards wore combat boots; the other was attired 
in open-toed sneakers.

Minutes later I was driven across the rebel sector in 
an open-top, American-made jeep to a modest two- 
story frame dwelling on one of the few streets that had 
been left unscarred by heavy shell and mortar fire. This 
house, I was told, was the retreat where Arache re
laxed when he wasn’t busy directing military opera
tions of his hard-pressed, ill-fed, rag-tail troops.

I was ushered through a Spanish-style courtyard into 
a small and immaculate dining room where I was intro-

Montez Arache: "We fight to erase class . . .**
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Lower class Dominicans read O.A.S. propaganda 
while awaiting food in American-held corridor

duced to a muscular, stockily-built man of about 45, 
dressed in jungle fatigues, with a shock of black curly 
hair.

Arache vigorously shook my hand and threw an arm 
about my shoulder. “I am so glad to see you,” he said 
in broken English. “We are grateful that the Negro 
press has finally come here to learn about our cause.”

We sat down, drank coffee and talked. Lying on the 
table, within easy reach, was Arache’s automatic rifle 
AR 15 which, he confided, he had taken from the body 
of an American soldier who was shot down when he 
strayed into rebel territory.

Approximately a dozen men dressed in fatigue uni
forms hovered nearby while we talked. 1 learned later 
that they were members of Arache’s crack underwater 
demolition team, commando-trained guerrilla fighters 
who formed the nucleus of his rebel army.

These one-dozen men, I was told, had held the U.S. 
82nd Airborne Division at bay for nearly three hours 
as the American troops sought to cross a bridge over 
the Ozama River which runs through the city of Santo 
Domingo.

Hiding in the bushes and trees on the banks of the 
river, these crack troops exacted a heavy toll of Ameri
can GI’s who ventured onto the bridge. The attempt to 
cross the span had come, Arache told me, after the 
American forces had driven a wedge almost completely 
across the city while seeking to set up a buffer zone 
between the rebels and the loyalists.

Before the present revolution, Montez Arache. a na
tive-born Dominican, had been considered, even by his 
close friends, as adverse to political action of any sort. 
A Washington, D.C. couple, for example, told me: "Lt. 
Col. Arache’s political emergence in the revolution is a 
complete shock to us. When we read it in the news
papers we could hardly believe it. We have known him 
for many years.”
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The wife added, "I remember that they used to say of 
him that whenever one talked politics of any kind Mon
tez would leave the table.”

Arache received his military training here in the 
U.S.; he was a specialist in underwater demolition tech
niques. His travel outside his native island, except for 
a youthful vacation in Spain, was to Bethesda, Mary
land for plastic surgery to repair injuries sustained in 
an accidental underwater explosion.

His presence now as a rebel leader, without any pre
vious record of political activity, expresses his position 
as one of personal conflict rather than as an activist for 
any theoretical or ideological concepts.

“We live in a beautiful island,” he said. “But it has 
an ugly history. One third of the island is a black dic
tatorship, Haiti. Once there was a black emperor. But 
today even the Negro discriminates against himself. 
Here in Santo Dimingo we do not make a race revolu
tion. You can understand it better if I say it is a class 
revolution. We fight to erase class so there is no race 
in the land. You understand?” he asked, smiling.

“In the Dominican Republic, the highest profession 
a young man of the lower class can aspire to is the 
army. Here, as in all Latin American countries, we re
spect the honor and discipline and duty of being a sol
dier. Even under Trujillo it was an honor to serve in 
the army," Arache continued. "We have many generals 
in the Dominican army, maybe as many as you have in 
the American army, though not as many privates.”

He asked me: “You have been to the jail?”
I nodded yes. “Before lunch.”
I had been shown the jail by Albert Malagon, a news

paper editor in the rebel sector.
“When you were there, you saw in the jail general 

X?”
I admitted that I had. “He had been a junta general 

who was captured.”
"General X is from the lower class,” said Arache. 

“His father was a fisherman. He cannot read or write. 
But he has made the right friends, he played the right 
games, did the dirty jobs, kept his mouth shut . . .  so 
he is a general—which is all right because that is the 
way generals become generals in many armies, and 
there is no good reason to expect our army to be better 
than other armies.

“But the point is that General X is a white man. We 
have had plenty of Negroes who are just as ignorant,

KebeLs with a photo of John F. Kennedy; 
would he have aided their revolution?
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just as willing to do bad deeds, to keep their mouths 
sh u t. . . who have never been generals.

"In your country I am a Negro. 1 lived in a white 
neighborhood in Washington, D.C. Often I had Negro 
guests to my home. On several occasions I received 
threatening letters telling me not to have ‘niggers’ in 
my house. In your country you have a race problem; 
here I am a colonel in the army. It is not a problem of 
race. It is a problem of class.

"Our country is smaller than the state of West Vir
ginia. In your state of West Virginia you have an eco
nomic problem. Can you imagine what those problems 
would be if West Virginia was alone and did not have 
the other 49 states to help; if it had 92 governments in 
the last 100 years, everyone of which robbed it and 
stole from it and oppressed its people; if it had been 
occupied by a larger state such as France or England 
at the time of your Civil War in 1864 and again in 1916 
in the time of the First World War; and if its most 
lasting and permanent government was a dictatorship 
of the most cruel and selfish kind which lasted 30 years, 
and in which all of the family of the dictator became 
millionaires and playboys all over the world while the 
people became paupers?

"Can you imagine that at last, when this little state 
was freed from the villain by assassination, that for the 
first time a free election was held December 12, 1962, 
38 years after U.S. marines had left, a President was 
elected and served only ten months, only to be over
thrown by another dictator? Can you imagine that kind 
of suffering in West Virginia? Can you imagine your 
government sending troops to West Virginia to keep 
that President, who was elected, from returning to serve 
his term? You cannot imagine it in America. But that 
is what America is doing in the Dominican Republic.

"Col. Francisco Caanano, President of the Constitu
tional Government, and I, and the people, the poor peo
ple, the colored people—for we are 90% of the popu
lation, and the whites are 10% of us and they are the 
bankers, they are the hotel operators and the plantation 
owners—we want nothing but to restore the govern
ment elected by the people.

"The Dominican Republic is a beautiful island. It is 
a land that could have fabulous grazing regions like the 
Pampas of Argentina. There is barsite to be mined, and 
mammoth mahogany forests spot the countryside. High 
mountains with rushing streams need to be harnessed.

Member of the June 14th Movement (supposedly pro-Com- 
munist) being led awuy by guerillas after firing his weapon 

in a crowded square
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White shoos—gift of an American soldier

Hospitals, roads, and public projects would improve the 
country greatly.

"Juan Bosch is a man of the people. He had begun to 
break the problem of class. If a boy from shanty town 
goes to college and becomes an excellent surgeon he will 
have to practice medicine in shanty town. The revolu
tion is being fought for individual dignity as well as 
for political freedom.”

Then Arache turned to me. "The problem is that I 
only exchange bullets with my black brothers on the 
other side of the barricades.” He then gave me a letter 
and asked me to have it published:

Listen: American Negro Soldier
We Dominicans are fighting for our freedom from 

social injustice, from racial discrimination. We are giv
ing our lives so that our sons will have what we have 
never had: WORK, FOOD, EDUCATION, SECURITY. 
Wc have been oppressed for centuries and now we have 
the chance to win our long cherished DEMOCRACY 
UNDER A CONSTITUTIONAL GOVERNMENT and 
leaders chosen by our people.

You, American Negro Soldier, have been sent by your 
Government to suppress our movement, to help Wessin 
y Wessin and Imbert Barreras, two Fascist Generals 
who follow the teachings of Trujillo, a dictator who 
murdered our people for thirty long years with the 
support of your State Department in Washington.

But we have the truth on our side. We are on the 
right side of History. We are willing to die for our 
cause.

Wc don't want to be your enemy. We don't want to 
kill you. We don’t want you to murder us with your big 
tanks and your deadly planes and weapons. American 
Negro Soldier: We are your brothers. We have the same 
color.

Open your eyes, American Negro Soldier. Back in 
Mississippi, in Alabama, in Little Rock, in Selma, your 
brothers, sisters and parents are being killed by the 
same white men who arc sending >ou to die in this 
Island.

Your white masters are sending you. American Ne
gro Soldier, so thut you forget what they are doing 
right now to your family back in the Deep South. They 

• want you to forget that back home in Dixieland you 
can’t sit beside a white man; that you can’t go to 
school with him; that you are not wanted; that you are 
not loved.

Our cause here is the same as your cause back home. 
You have Martin Luther King and the Bill of Rights.
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We have Juan Bosch and our Democratic Constitution. 
So lay off, American Negro Soldier. Point your Run at 
your own white oppressor. Don't shoot at your Domini- 
can brother.
There was an American Negro soldier, a private, who 

didn’t have the opportunity to read th a t communica
tion. He was w riting from his own heart, though, di
rectly to his wife, but indirectly to Lt. Col. Arache and 
his rag-tag rebel army with the courage to die and the 
hope to live.

Dear Daphne
lam  writing you this letter with a heavy heart. I re

gret having to write you such a letter but if 1 don’t tell 
this to some one I am going to drive my self crazy 
thinking about it.

I was a witinis to a demostration today and I learned 
a little more than I knew before about this fight that 
we have commitcd our selves to. This demostration was 
one of the sadest things that I have ever seen. There 
were all old women and young girls.

They were singing that they wanted us out of here. 
And I think that these people were right to protest our 
being here.

We have killed their children and their men and wo
men. These were people who were fighting for some
thing that they thought were right. If we had never 
come here I feel that these people would have been bet
ter ofT. There would have been less death less hate for 
the American people. 1 fear that our country has made 
a great mistake.

After I tell you a couple of the thing that I have seen 
since I have been here I am sure that you will feel the 
same way.

I saw a lady die in the dusty streets of Santo Domin
go because some one did not look where they were 
shooting their guns. I saw 4 men die because a loyalist 
soilder thought that they were rebels and didn’t wait 
to ask questions. These people along with hundereds 
of others have died in vain. 1 only wish that I was not 
here to see it.

Even after seeing all of this death and hate, over 
here. I can still sec the word prejuice. Even here in 
this bloody and war torn land the white still hate the 
black. The white people own all of the villas and stores 
and the black people work for them and live in the 
slum areas. Even with the reverlution going on this 
place is just another Alamaba. We are the black under 
dog no mater where fro go.

I think that this thing is nearing an end. Now maybe 
we can resume our life where we left off at. And keep 
struggling at this mean white world.

I will always love you.
Your husband . . .

Jonas Dull: lie wrote a letter to his wife 
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Nobody Knows De Trouble Obscene
The U.S. Supreme Court’s landmark obscenity deci

sion in the Roth case had interesting roots, judging by 
what has been edited out of an interview with publisher 
Sam Roth in Jaguar, a raunchy girlie magazine. He 
had been indicted on some 30-odd counts, but the prose
cution was willing to drop all the other charges if he 
agreed to plead guilty to those revolving around an 
article by Aubrey Beardsley entitled Venus and Tatiitr 
kauser.

Why was th a t particular work singled out?
Roth’s answer was expurgated:
“Well, because they had prepared a foolproof case, 

one on which they were almost certain to obtain a 
conviction since any New York jury  could be trusted to 
contain a t least nine Catholics. But this needs explain
ing.”

He went on to explain:
“There’s a biography of Aubrey Beardsley by an 

eccentric a rt critic, Haldane McFall, which contains a 
bedside scene showing Beardsley in his death-throes. 
A priest is a t his side, converting him and hearing his 
first and last confessions. McFall has Beardsley plead
ing with his publisher, who is also present, not to pub
lish but to destroy ‘a certain obscene work of mine.’

“This touching scene—often branded by McFall’s 
contemporaries as entirely fictitious—took place in 
1894, the year I was born, in Galicia, Poland. No date 
was mentioned either by the prosecution upon introduc
ing this evidence or by my attorney during his defense 
or as a m atter of record.

“The ju ry  therefore assumed I was the culpable pub
lisher who had refused this dying plea of a young artis t 
bent on escaping the eternal flames of damnation. God 
himself could not have saved me from its vengeance.”
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by Saul Heller
Reluctantly but firmly, the U.S. has 

taken on the job of being the world’s 
policeman. The fact that no one offered 
us the job—and that possibly no such 
position was even open- hasn’t  de
terred us from accepting it. The call 
of duty requires no summons.

We have heard the inner voice, and 
stand ready to send our men to the far 
corners of the earth—to our remote 
frontiers in South Vietnam, Dominican 
Republic, or anywhere else where 
American citizens have gone to plant 
the Hag and annoy the residents.

We are going to protect foreigners 
against Communism whether or not 
they wunt protection. Impelled by our 
stern sense of duty, we will even shoot 
and bomb them if their long-range in
terests demand it.

I t’s easy to sec why our marines had 
to be sent to South Vietnam and the 
Dominican Republic. What’s a bit hard
er to understand is, why stop there? 
Why not semi our troops into other 
countries us well?

Why not, for instance, pack our ma
rines off to Paris, to lead de Gaulle to 
the nearest exit? There are probably 
more card-carrying Communists in 
France than there are in North Viet
nam—a state of affairs which surely 
calls for correction. Millions of Com
munists have been permitted not only 
to co-exist with decent people, but to 
hold jobs and even intcr-marry with 
non-Communists.

In Italy, conditions are just ns had. 
In a t least one city, Communists are in 
open control of the government.

Roth countries are great places to 
send our marines to. There are cer
tainly many Americans on the prem
ises who need protection, particularly 
against the outrageous prices they are 
being charged.

Of course, the French might kick up 
a fuss if we sent our troops into Paris. 
The possibility need hardly concern us, 
however. The French should be a push
over, seeing their army couldn’t lick 
the Vietnamese in eight years of fight
ing, whereas we’re doing splendidly, 
according to Administration reports.

The risk of starting a world war 
shouldn’t  worry us—it doesn’t  now. The 
only countries whose retaliation we 
need feat are the Communist ones, and 
they would much rather have us fight 
France than the North Vietnamese. 
Communist nations might, in fact, even 
be interested in joining us, in putting 
France—possibly England as well—in 
their place.

Considering the totnl picture, we 
would do better to send our marines 
into foreign countries, not after Com
munists are well on the road to power,
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but before they have gotten much of a 
foothold. We could, on this basis, justi
fy sending our troops to occupy almost 
every non-Cominunist country in the 
world.

We would, obviously, have to leave a 
few marines a t home, just in case some 
nation that feels we aren’t handling 
our own affairs properly tries to send 
in a contingent of Good Samaritans to 
straighten us out.

Problems will of course arise—such 
as getting along in the world without 
friends. We've been getting some taste 
of what this will be like, with the re
cent upsurge of anti-American feeling 
in France, India, Pakistan, Japan, 
South Korea, Latin America, Egypt 
and other countries.

Perhaps we could learn to deal with 
Communist countries in a friendly way. 
This would be a helpful skill when the 
non-Communist world refuses to have 
anything further to do with us.

Problems may also arise when some 
small nation that doesn’t  appreciate 
what we are doing for it gets its hands 
on a few 11-bombs. Congress and the 
White House would be likely targets in 
such a case. The prospect may make it

by Paul Hoffman
Col. Hat Guano, as viewers of Dr. 

Strangclove will recall, was the mili
tary man who made a valiant—if vain 
—effort to save civilization by blasting 
the coin box of a Coca-Cola machine. 
The name "Bat Guano” undoubtedly 
was selected for its scatological conno
tations, with no thought of deeper 
meanings. Curiously, however, it was 
a case of fiction unwittingly following 
fact.

I say "unwittingly” because I am cer
tain that Messrs. Kubrick, George- 
Bryant and Southern had no knowl
edge of the events related below—the 
story of an actual colonel, bat guano, 
and the role they played in the crisis 
which came closest to being doomsday 
for civilization.

Unlike Strangclove, the story is true, 
though confirmation may be hard to 
come by—the CIA will certainly deny 
it and the principals probably won’t 
talk. Like Strangclove, though, it may 
be viewed as sardonic comedy.

The story starts in Cuba, early in 
1960, when the only American firm still 
doing business with Castro was an out
fit called the Cuban Bat Guano Corp. 
Its ownership was divided 50-50—half 
interest owned by the Cuban govern-

desirable, in the not too distant future, 
to re-locate the capital.

Maybe we could get permission from 
Canada to tuck the President and our 
representatives, during a time of crisis, 
into some remote spot where no .one is 
likely to come looking for them. The 
possibility of leaving them there* in
definitely is an interesting thought that 
merits consideration.

There is no guarantee that the dic
tators who currently flourish under our 
kindly democratic guidance will remain 
as well disposed to us as wo are to 
them. Some may, in fact, become com
pletely uncooperative, due to conditions 
beyond their control. The people under 
them may insist, as a condition of let
ting them hold office for several days, 
that they put up a bold anti-U.S. front.

Such developments could force us to 
set up puppet Communist chiefs in 
their place, who might be able to col
laborate much better with us against 
the common enemy—the people of their 
country. If puppet Communists don’t 
fill the bill, we might have to work with 
bona fide Reds—the kind we like, of 
course. I mean, the Tito type . . .  or 
the Polish typo . . .  or one of the other 
varieties we’ve spent millions of dollars 
to assist and strengthen.

All in all, the outlook is interesting, 
if not promising. The future should be 
exciting—if we live that long.

ment, half by a syndicate of Chicago 
businessmen headed by Erwin (Bud) 
Arvey, then 41, the wheeler-dealer son 
of Col. Jacob M. Arvey, one-time Demo
cratic boss of Chicago.

Arvey and his1 associates hadn’t  elect
ed to stay in Cuba for ideological rea
sons. They put up with the increasing 
irrationalities, hardships and encumb
rances of the revolutionary regime only 
for one mundane motive—money. And 
they had, it seemed, a sure-fire scheme 
for making it.

Bat guano is one of the most potent 
fertilizers known to man, and the caves 
along Cuba's north coast were an un
tapped reservoir of the smelly drop
pings. Their plan was simple: Extract 
the droppings, process them into com
mercial fertilizer, sell it and split the 
profits—half for the Cuban commies, 
half for the Chicago capitalists.

After many conferences in Havana 
with Castro, brother Raul and Ernesto 
Che Guevara, then in charge of Cuba’s 
industrial development, the deal was 
arranged. Guevara turned over to the 
scientific member of the expedition— 
let’s call him Dr. B—maps of the caves 
and provided native guides to the coast
al wilderness. Arvey and his compan
ions were among the few Americans
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who had over visited the area.
Throughout 1959 and early I960, Dr. 

B went about his tusk of exploring the 
labyrinths of caverns along the coast. 
He found the official maps grossly in
adequate, so he started making his own. 
Of course, his interest was economic— 
not military—so the major emphasis on 
his maps was given to the caverns with 
the greatest quantity and highest qual
ity of guano, as well as the caves with 
easiest accessibility for extraction.

This brings us to the spring of 1960, 
about the time of the U-2 incident in
volving Francis Gary Powers, and a 
time when U.S.-Cuban relations had 
deteriorated completely. Arvey’s group

had barely completed the second stage 
of the project—the building of a rail 
line into one cave complex—when the 
whole deal fell through. Arvcy himself 
barely escaped from Cuba with his skin 
intact.

Dr. B, however, returned to Chicago 
not only with his skin, but with all the 
maps — both those Che Guevara had 
given him and those he had made him
self, which even the Cuban government 
didn't have.. Being of reasonable intel
ligence, he figured the maps might be 
of some use to the U.S. government; 
and being of civic mind, he decided to 
offer them gratis to Uncle Sam.

He called the CIA in Washington and 
told them of his cache. The CIA told 
him to write a letter to the State De
partment. He did — and never got a 
reply.

There the matter rested for moro 
than two years—until the missile crisis 
of October, 1962. At the height of the 
confrontation, Dr. B met Col. Arvey at 
a cocktail party. He introduced him
self, said he’d been in the Cuban ven
ture with the colonel’s son, and men
tioned in passing thp call to the CIA 
and the letter to the State Department.

Arvey was aghast. He realized in
stantly that the caves Dr. B had map
ped could well bo the hiding places for
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J  Department of Unintentional Satire
The following is a verbatim reprint 

of a religious pamphlet published by 
the Faith, Prayer & Tract League of 
Grand Rapids, Michigan:

The Whipping
“It wasn’t my fault, dad. We got in a 

fight and that kid called me a liar . . . 
and then he called my mother a bad 
name. . . .”

Bill’s father closed the bedroom door 
and began to take off his belt

Bill had a  bad habit. He used bad 
words and sometimes would even swear. 
Bill’s mother had talked to him about 
it, but this morning when the fight de
veloped, Bill began to swear, and his 
father called him in the house.

“Bill, we’ve told you over and over 
that it fs a sin to take God's name in 
vain. You broke one of the Ten Com
mandments. Do you know that com
mandment?”

“Yes,” replied Bill, “Mother made me 
memorize it: Thou shalt not take the 
name of the. Lord thy God in vain, for 
the Lord will not hold him guiltless that

the Soviet missiles and that the rail 
line his son’s concern had constructed 
was the perfect means for transporting 
them. The colonel went into an adjoin
ing room, picked up the phone and 
called Washington. The next day, two 
CIA agents arrived at Dr. B’s Chicago 
office and claimed the maps.

In the weeks that followed, the CIA 
agents returned to Chicago again and 
again to interview Bud Arvey, Dr. B 
and the other members of the guano 
group. They brought blow-ups of U-2 
photogx-aphs of the Cuban coastline, 
and the Chicagoans matched the photos 
with both surface and underground 
maps.

The agents also questioned Arvey 
and his companions about the inner 
workings of the Castro government.

Having dealt with the Cuban officials 
almost daily over a period of many 
months—much more than the Ameri
can envoys hud—the Chicagoans had a 
wealth of petty details—such as the 
layout of the government offices, the 
location of Guevara’s desk in relation 
to the windows, where Castro kept his 
personal files, etc.

All this, of course, was information 
vital to an espionage organization. 
What use, if any, the CIA made of it 
no one knows.

Here the story ends—except for a 
final footnote. A year later, Bud Arvey 
was indicted by Uncle Sam for trans
porting counterfeit bonds across state 
lines, pleaded guilty and was given a 
suspended sentence.

There may be a moral in this some
where, but I ’m not going to look for it.

taketh His Name in vain.”
“Do you know what that means, ‘will 

not hold guiltless7 ”
“I guess it means God will punish 

those who swear,” answered Bill.
“Do you know that someone was al

ready punished for the swearing yon 
did today?” asked Dad.

“Who did?”
“Jesus did, son. When the Son of God 

hung on the cross of Oalvary, He was 
dying there becauso you swore thia 
morning. . . . When the nails were driv
en into his hands, it was because you 
swore. . . .  When God left Him all alone 
in the darkness of Calvary, it was be
cause of your swearing. He was pun
ished because you swore.”

“Then if Jesus was punished because 
I swore, why will God punish mo too?” 

“God won’t punish you,” replied 
Bill’s father, “if you arc willing to ad
mit that you arc a sinner and accept 
Jesus’ punishment as your punishment. 
If you trust Him as your Savior, the 
one who took your place when the 
swearing was paid for; if you’ll ask 
Jesus to live in your heart, then you 
won’t be punished by God.”

“But why should Jesus do that for 
me?” asked Bill.

“Because He loved you, son. But Bill, 
your mother and I said you must be 
punished if you swore again.”

“W . . . What are you going to do, 
Dad?”

“Here take my belt, Bill. Don’t look 
so surprised. I want you to whip me!” 

Bill’s father took off his shirt and 
kneeled by the bed.

“But your back is bare,” stammered 
Bill. “The belt would hurt. You didn’t 
do anything wrong, dad. I can’t  hit 
you.”

“You must be punished for swear
ing, Bill. And as you hit me I want you 
to realize that you hurt Jesus more, 
more than you're hurting me. Raise the 
belt!”

“I—I can’t, dad. Please, I'll never 
swear again. Please!”

“You must be punished, son. And I’m 
going to bear the punishment something 
like Jesus bore your punishment on the 
cross. Go ahead, Bill!”

The belt came down with a crack and 
a red welt appeared.

“Again!” Again the belt came down. 
“Harder!”
“Again!”
“Please, dad!”
“Again!” Another red mark appear

ed on his back.
“I can’t hurt you any more, dad. I 

see what you’ve been trying to show 
me, how Jesus suffered for me on the 
cross, even for my swearing. I didn’t  
know He loved me so. But I love Him 
now, and I love you, too, Dad.”
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Revolt On The Campus
or How I learned to love the folk  

scene and stop w orry ing about music
by Phil Ochs

(Pen name: Phillip Abbott Ochs)

Dallas isn’t really all that bad if 
you stop and think about Columbus, 
Ohio; at least Dallas almost admits it. 
And Dallas doesn’t have Ohio State 
University, which is still discussing 
the right of freedom of speech while 
other schools are arguing about pull
ing out of Vietnam.

Columbus is so extraordinarily 
American that in order to blend into 
the atmosphere you almost feel like 
putting a flag on your exhaust pipe 
and saluting the traffic cops.

When I was a student at State, I 
was so suffocated by the provincial 
patriotism that in a fit of madness I 
wrote a violent pro-Castro article for 
a dormitory paper. The next day I 
realized that few people there had a 
sense of humor, as Fidel was hung in 
effigy with me as the dummy.

Thinking quickly, I threw a foot
ball and a basketball at the enraged 
crowd, and while they were fighting 
over them, I escaped, disguised as a 
Young Democrat.

After leaving school, 1 knew that I 
hud to do something that would pay 
a lot of money and wouldn’t require 
too much work, so I became a protest 
singer.

Now, three years later, my phone 
rang, and the FBI and I learned that 
it was long distance from Ohio call
ing. Before I could say “Gus Hall” an 
excited voice explained that the Berk
eley seed had spread to State, and my 
presence was requested for a rally to 
protest the speaker’s rule that blocked 
the appearance of radical figures.

It seems the president of the uni
versity had snid that Herbert Apthe- 
ker, a Marxist intellectual, would not 
be allowed to appear on campus. How
ever, he added, “We are not afraid of 
having radicals speak here; for ex
ample, next month we are going to 
have Walt Disney.”

When I was going to State, the 
only thing that aroused the students 
to any level of mass action was when 
the school decided not to go to the 
Rose Bowl. That year it was a three- 
way contest between Ohio State, LSU, 
and LSD. The students were so en
raged, they stormed into downtown 
Columbus, over 5,000 strong, demand
ing that the games be huld.
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Finally, Ohio’s hero, John Glenn, 
stood up and begged the students to 
go back, with limited success, until he 
lost his balance on the platform and 
fell over backwards, bringing every
body down.

It’s not every college drop-out that 
gets a chance to take revenge on his 
alma mater, I thought, as my train 
slipped into Ohio under cover of dark
ness. When I got to the campus the 
next morning, the soporific spirit still 
prevailed: the art students were doing 
busts of Robert Taft; Ray BILss was 
recruiting new faces from the shot 
put team; and the fraternities were 
building floats out of Regimen tablets.

Oft' in a corner the campus police 
were whipping the bare soles of a 
weeping co-ed with birch twigs, hav
ing caught her jaywalking. The ad
ministration building was still done 
in early cobweb, and shrill, rusty type
writers recorded the non-events of the 
day. The Dispatch, Columbus’ pro
gressive newspaper, was still running 
editorials like “As the Republican 
Party searches for a new vigorous 
image in 1908, let’s not forget Ohio’s 
own John Bricker.”

Excitement was mounting on the 
oval as the 4 o’clock rally approached, 
and the student Air Force ROTC 
dropped leaflets with President John
son’s picture asking everybody to stop 
complaining about freedom of speech 
and reason together for a while.

Hushed mutterings of damn and 
son-of-a-bitch rustled through the 
crowd as the students quietly asserted 
their right to talk dirty. As the speech
es got underway, the plainclothesmen

fingered their little Japanese tape re
corders and moved in closer.

When it came my turn to sing I 
identified myself as a paid agent of 
Berkeley and Peking, and opened up 
with a rousing chorus of Why-0 why-
0  why-O, why did I ever leave Ohio? As
1 was singing, Communist agitators 
crawled on their hands and knees 
through the rows of seated students, 
obviously infiltrating.

Halfway through my set. the campus 
bells started to ring out proudly, al
most drowning out the singing. A 
group of students quickly checked and 
reported that it was Dean Quasimodo 
hanging by the rope with one hand, 
and thumbing through For Whom the 
Hell Tolls with the other.

In spite of the harassment, the stu
dent morale was growing and was fin
ally beginning to assume the propor
tions of an excited and vocal meeting. 
The angry demanding noise attracted a 
passing detachment of U.S. marines 
who encircled the rally and opened 
fire. The commander later apologized 
with a sheepish grin: “Sorry, force of 
habit.”

The remaining students were taken 
prisoner, and as they marched away 
on a prearranged signal, someone 
counted to three, and everyone yelled 
at the top of their lungs, “ p e r t in 
e n c e !”  To their amazement, all the 
university buildings crumbled into 
rocks and gravel. One of the students, 
wounded in the leg muttered, “Sic sem
per multiversity.”

The president staggered out on the 
oval like Alec Guinness in River Kurai. 
“I may agree with what you're saying, 
but I’ll defend to the death my right 
to keep you from saying it,” he moan
ed with his dying breath.

I escaped arrest only by agreeing to 
write a long article for the Saturday 
Evening Post exposing the Free Speech 
Movement as a front for Hanoi.

The sun was setting as the train 
pulled out of the Columbus station, 
and I joined a group of porters in the 
back of the train in a rousing chorus 
of U'e Shall Overcome.

Wethinks Variety Doth Protest Too Much
From Variety's review of the New 

York Folk Festival:
“Phil Ochs, who writes and sings 

semi-illiterate protest songs (one a 
taunting anti-liberal number) ut
tered a word probably never deliv
ered in Carnegie Hall before. Seeing 
that it got a laugh, he said it again. 
Another laugh. The third time he 
realized he was playing to diminish
ing returns and like a kid who finds 
it no longer shocks the adults, he 
desisted.”

What Phil Ochs actually said: 
“Now, for a change of pace, here’s 

a protest song. . . .  A protest song 
is a song that’s so specific that you 
cannot mistake it for bullshit. . . . 
Good word, bullshit. . . . Ought to 
be used more often. . . . Especially 
in Washington. . . . Speaking of 
bullshit . . .  I’d like to dedicate this 
song to McGeorge Bundy. . . .” 

Whereupon he sang 1 Ain’t March
ing Anymore, a semi-illiterate pro
test song.
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A City of Two Tales
by Larry Cole

How dead is a man’s soul 
If he lives a life of toys 
How dead is a man’s soul 
If he lives a life of a decoy 
How dead is all these joys 
When a man is a boy.

—Leonardo Negron, age 17
There is a large brick wall on one side of the build

ing across the street that is a perfect handball court 
for kids on the block. There used to be a sign that read 
No Ball Playing Allowed, but the sign was knocked off 
by ball playing.

Back across the street in the LEAP (Lower Eastside 
Action Project) building, our kids look to the other 
side and see other kids playing ball against the wall 
and they accept what they see. They accept this small 
fact knowing that if they played ball against the wall, 
somebody would call the police. It is not a Puerto Rican 
wall. It happily bounces the Spaulding handballs of 
the local Italian, Jewish and Polish kids back to them, 
but the Spauldings of the Puerto Rican kids set off a 
very sensitive alarm.

Next door, kids are playing against the front of an
other building. Somebody comes out and asks them to 
stop, telling the kids, again not colored or Spanish, that 
if they don’t  stop he will call the police.

“Go ahead,” says one. “Call the police. I’m up tight 
with the police.”

And he probably is.
One of our kids came up and laughingly reported 

that incident, and I reaJly believe that he found some 
very personal humor in it. Somehow, like the daily con
frontation with the inconsistencies of the Forbidden 
Wall, he has managed to separate himself from what 
he sees.

This is an advanced stage of the atrophy of the ego 
we call hopelessness. It is an advanced stage but not 
the most serious because even though it was seen as 
humorous, it was nonetheless seen. Terminal cases of 
ego-atrophy don’t experience any of this unpleasantness. 
The world does not become beautiful, but neither is it 
impossible. Everything is an equal shade of indiffer
ence. There are no ups and no downs. It is the final stage 
of the adaptation to the slum. It is the stage that as
sures us all that our wonderful slums will not wither 
away.

But our kid is not so learned in futility and by his 
humor is still asking, however implicitly, "Why is 
this?”

That, I suppose, is what we work the hardest to sus
tain; for as long as we can mutually keep these ques
tioning muscles flexed, there is hope.

In one of my marathon sessions with the kids one 
night, a boy brought up an old incident. It was four 
years ago when he was 11. His teacher was missing a 
paycheck out of his desk and our kid (we'll call him 
Miguel) was the monitor. The teacher immediately 
came to him and accused him of taking the check.

Miguel didn’t  take the check, but after some intense
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questioning by the teacher, he admitted to the theft.
He admitted it knowing there would be serious con

sequences. He was sent to the principal and the police 
were called in. The next day, the teacher found his pay- 
check. Miguel was allowed to return to class. There was 
no question on the part of the school administration or 
the ‘teacher’ about Miguel’s confession. The check was 
back and that was that.

I questioned him about his motives and he tried to 
explain.

“Let’s say you kill a guy,” he began, “and then you 
say that you didn’t kill the guy but that 1 did it.”

I nodded.
“I’d say that I did it,” he concluded.
“Why would you do that?”
“I don’t  know. I guess I just wouldn’t  like to go 

through all the- bullshit of saying I didn’t  do it,” he 
answered. “They wouldn’t believe me anyway.”

“But you really didn’t do it,” I pursued.
“So?” he answered.
Something from my early experience with LEAP 

pushed to the front of my thoughts. It was the first 
time I had gone to court with a kid. The charge was 
loitering or disturbing the peace or some like inconse
quence—stemming from a fight with a local group of 
Italian kids. The Italian gang was notably absent from 
the proceedings—having, I am sure, been sent home 
with a fatherly wink by the pblice.

The kid I was with was finally called to the bench. 
It was his first “offense” and I was pretty sure that he 
would be released. He was. But I will always remember 
the parting words of the judge, that high symbol of 
ultimate authority who speaks for us all.

“You tell your people around 12th and 13th Street to 
get off those stoops and stop drinking beer and making 
it hard for the respectable people to live,” he said.

Now the kid I was with was 16 years old and lived on 
4th Street. But even if he lived on 13th Street and was 
40 years old, this was hardly his guilt to bear.

I tuned back into Miguel, sitting around the table 
talking about when he had admitted a crime he did not 
commit, and I understood.

With most of the slum kids of our dispossessed mi
norities, it is just a matter of time until the world 
comes down on them. If it doesn't come today, it will 
come tomorrow, and if it comes tomorrow and that is 
over, it will come again soon. And they are right. To 
tell them it is not so would be to tell them that their 
world is something other than what it is.

This condition of pervasive, internalized guilt is a 
product of the schools, the police, the courts, the popu
lar press, television, and the welfare establishment— 
and I damn them equally.

There are some individuals in all of these institu
tions who work for a sober rejection of destructive 
stereotyping, but they somehow don’t  last long. They 
become, finally, part of the closed system that tends to 
justify its own ineptitude through such generalizations, 
or they are beaten and withdraw to a safer place be
hind the lines. We have found many of these behind- 
the-lines people and they have responded to our pleas 
for help when they could. Perhaps LEAP’S existence 
has helped awaken their battered optimisim

I think it is possible to reverse the trend of perpetu
ating guilt, fear and silence. I think it is possible by 
presenting a firm alternative to both sides.

For some of LEAP’S kids, there has been some move-
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ment away from self-inflicted pain by having outlets of 
expression and alternatives to failure.

The kids go on radio and TV and tell people what’s 
going on. They are devastatingly articulate. Public 
knowledge of their personal goals, talents and successes 
through the New York Post, the Village Voice, Neivs- 
day and the Realist have made a dent in the wealth of 
misinformation generally available.

By being able to move away from the most injurious 
elements around them, some kids have found an avenue 
for the development of positive feelings about them
selves and their futures. Some, through LEAP’S Schol
arship Fund have aspirations to college and are working 
in that direction.

But don’t jump to any conclusions. There are at least 
as many who still travel in the spiral of self-destruc
tion. They will actively destroy any situation that does 
not confirm their worst self-evaluations. All we can do 
is plod along, hoping for individual solutions to their 
collective problems. For many we will fail.

My assurance of something other than total effective
ness is supported by daily experiences.

CBS sent a woman here to interview kids for a pro
gram designed to show a positive image of the teen
ager, his successes and his failures. This being con
sistent with our barrage on the Establishment, 1 agreed 
to have her visit, leaving the ultimate decision as to 
whether or not to cooperate, to the kids. What hap
pened, I should have expected.

Within five minutes she had them all talking like the 
gang kids they are not. They were really slipping it to 
her with their fabrications of gang wars, fights with 
the cops and the brutality in the schools, and she was 
eating it up. Most of the kids got bored with the put-on 
and angrily left the room. The few that stayed really 
got caught up in the image she was asking for.

Kids, and I mean all kids, know when they’re being 
used. W’hen somebody comes in and sits down and it 
turns out that they are menscli, not pushing or pulling 
into any particular bag, the kids come on as they are. 
But like the acceptance of guilt where none is deserved, 
the kids also come across with the proper fearsome 
image when they are told—again, however implicitly— 
that it is expected.

And so I saw boys who had been far removed from 
the delinquent image for a long time, coming on strong 
like young Dillingers. While our CBS representative 
may have come looking for a young saint, she was 
asking for something quite contrary, and got it.

El Diario, the local non-representative Spanish news
paper, sent a reporter to LEAP to do a feature. He 
asked if I could find someone with a gun and a hypo
dermic needle to use for pictures. I told him that his 
newspaper does enough damage to the kids by printing 
pictures of them when they get arrested. He said that 
all he wanted to use was their hands exchanging money 
for these items. No faces. Swell. In ten seconds he was 
on the street, closer to the dirt of his sustenance.

One of the boys was having trouble in school. They 
had his IQ score on record as being about 70. We had 
him tested, at his request, at 110. His teacher told me 
that he was not paying attention in class and was dis
tracting her. I informed this emissary of Teachers Col
lege that the boy could not read and therefore might 
be a little bored in class. She countered by telling me 
that this was not the school’s fault since he was a 
“non-intellectual.”
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Six months later, having taken him out of school and 
into a tutorial program at LEAP, his reading level had 
jumped four grades—from zero to the fourth grade. 
Our non-intellectual. LEAP’S reading specialist. Bob 
Bosworth, thought from the start that this was a 
“bright lad.” The function of image.

“What happened in school today?” I asked one of the 
boys last week.

“Just more of that shit about drugs and stuff,” he 
answered.

“What do you mean?”
“I don’t know. Just all the time they keep telling us 

about drugs and shooting up and showing us movies 
about junkies. One of these days I'm going to believe 
that crap and go try it.”

This turned on four kids that were with him. All 
they can remember about school is their hygiene class 
and being bombarded with horror stories and other 
excitement about narcotics.

Last year one of the kids had the measles. No one 
knew what it was and so Caribbean folklore prevailed, 
as it had with VD and reproduction until Leo Koch and 
some Public Health Service speakers came to LEAP. 
But their school hygiene class hysterics on drugs pre
vails. While I am certain that other points have been 
made in other classes on other subjects, it is not a small 
matter of concern that the junkie lessons are so well 
remembered.

Whether we prefer to tune in to Merton’s socological 
description of a “self-fulfilling prophecy” or to react 
to what we are doing to assure the destruction of kids 
on a more emotional plane, it is obvious that we have 
at least a starting point to change the course of kids’ 
confirming actions. I think first we have to come out 
from behind our own guilt.

A t  PLM, P rogress Is Their 
Most Im por tan t  T a rge t , . .

New York City is on the verge of getting a police 
review board. It is likely to be more objective in evalu
ating reports of police misconduct than the present 
internal police unit. It has been discovered that police
men judging other policemen rarely blaze new trails in 
stern self-examination. What the composition of the 
new board will be, or how it will function, remains to 
be seen, but it has to be an improvement over the bum
bling and highhandedness that have been the rule.

Progress towards the acceptance of even the idea of 
such a board has been slow. Opposition has come most 
vociferously from the Patrolmen’s Benevolent Associa
tion, wealthy Conservative William F. Buckley Jr., 
J. Edgar Hoover and the Progressive Labor Movement.

That the issue could create such odd soulmates is not 
too surprising. What is noteworthy is that in the mid
dle of a community just beginning to deal with its 
complexities, PLM’s participation in such opposition is 
far more insidious than the others. It is exploiting 
minority group resentment to serve its own special pur
poses by dishonest manipulation. There are strange 
echoes in their actions.

In the past year I have spoken often before groups of 
college students, newspaper people and others interested 
in the idea of a civilian review board. One such appear
ance was at the New School for Social Research in New 
York City. The woman who invited me to speak told 
me that SNCC and PLM would be represented on the
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Panel and that the subject would be “Police Brutality.’* 
I accepted—hoping, as usual, to push for the passage 
through the New York City Council of the Weiss Bill, 
which would create an independent board of review.

There was some curious casting for the evening’s 
libretto. The SNCC speaker did not represent SNCC; 
the PLM representative spoke from under the innocu
ous banner of a student-led anti-war movement; the 
audience was de facto segregated, and I seemed to be 
the only one on the panel interested in trying to solve 
the problem that supposedly had brought us all together.

Politically I am not exactly naive. But it was a jolt 
to find out that the legislation I was pushing for was 
being opposed not only by the ‘meat-heads’ of the ex
treme right, but also by the ‘humanitarians’ of the 
extreme left. I found myself put into a kind of “Eisen
hower middle” position in what I considered to be an 
attempt to derail entirely my pleas for action.

The audience, in the main, came with the same po
tential for disagreement or challenge as a brand new 
parishioner in an evangelical church. At each moment 
of revelation in the revival meeting, the congregation 
chimed in with an appropriate huzzah. The speaker then 
came across with another bit of the gospel, and they 
huzzahed again.

There was one “Now-wait-a-minute” guy, but he was 
quickly brought home to Jerusalem through some slick 
use by one of the panelists of the fact that he is Jewish. 
But that’s another story. What is important is that his 
mouth was rendered shut. And so sat my listeners— 
huzzahs and silence. Strange echoes.

The SNCC spokesman who wasn't, had only one quali
fication for discussing the subject: He was a Negro. 
But the issue of abuse of police power is not just a 
Negro issue, or a Puerto Rican issue, or a Mexican 
issue, and it is certainly not an issue that can be solved 
by criers: As it happened, the representative from the 
New School, sponsor of the discussion, had asked SNCC 
for a speaker, and was told that none was available.

After hanging around the SNCC office for a while, the 
J'lew School talent scout spied a young Negro running 
a mimeograph machine and asked him if he would be 
interested in being a panelist. The young man had been 
with SNCC as an office volunteer for exactly three days. 
He accepted the invitation though he did not reflect 
any of SNCC’s position as a panelist.

Our audience responded to him as if he had just de
scended from Sinai. Seemingly a student of LeRoi 
Jones, he told them of their guilt. He told them that 
they could neither understand nor hope to deal with 
the Negro's problems. He told them that there was no 
solution. He told them what schmucks they were and of 
his complete contempt for their liberalism. Garments 
were vent, breasts beaten and cries of “Mea culpa!” 
filled the air. Between floggings the audience cried for 
more, and he was generous. .

Then he fell into PLM’s bag.
He was asked: “Do you think that anything but revo

lution would solve the problems of police brutality?”
He answered that this was the one true way. This 

was fairly consistent with his overall position since 
what he was really saying was that he wanted a gun. 
He was angry and he was frustrated. He didn’t want to 
be bothered with small solutions to his big problem. He 
wanted a gun. And it didn’t seem to matter which way 
he fired.
2 S

A young girl in the audience stood up. “I’m a Com
munist,” she said, “and I know how* it feels for you to 
be a Negro. What are your views on Communism?”

By this time, having been forcibly handcuffed to 
Barry Goldwater by my fellow panelists, I had gotten 
hip to what was happening.

“Now wait a minute,” I said, “this topic may be very 
interesting, but I woifld like it clarified whether we 
came here to talk about ‘Police brutality,’ or to discuss 
dialectics.”

The chairman affirmed my challenge and he brought 
the discussion back to the topic that had brought us 
together.

The other panelist, PLM’s Ed Lemansky, suggested 
that Cuba’s solution to the problem of racial injustice 
might be duplicated here under the proper conditions. 
His ‘facts’ on the Cuban solution have not been con
firmed, and are probably grossly distorted. He sug
gested a board that would be empowered to investigate 
cases of racial prejudice, and to shoot the offenders.

Now I know, without having to ask him, what 
Lemansky must have thought of the McCarthy com-

The Identity Crisis in Action
A t a  recent debate on juvenile detention centers 

in H arrisburg , Pennsylvania, S ta te  R epresentative 
Blaine C. Hooker sta ted : “Pm not talk ing  as a  Re
publican: I*m speaking as a hum an being.”

In New Y’ork th at sam e day, John J . Cnssese, presi
dent of the  Patrolm en’s Benevolent Association, de
plored the  recent action of The G uardians, a  Negro 
fra te rn a l organization of policemen, which supported 
a civilian review board. “ I t’s  unfortunate,”  he said, 
“ th a t they put color before their oath  of office.”

Mr. Cassese didn’t  specify whether he w as speaking 
as a human being o r a  benevolent association.

\ _________________________________________ /

mittee operating on the other side of the political spec
trum with its traveling band purging the disturbing 
elements among us. I asked him about this curious 
affinity for the Senator’s techniques and received an 
eloquent silence as an answer. Maybe Lemansky inverts 
that old white-collar defense bf McCarthy, so that it 
now reads: “I don’t like what he’s trying to accomplish, 
but I have to admire his methods.”

I questioned the paradox of meeting to discuss solu
tions to a problem and finding an almost total unanimity 
of anti-solution, and then the fog cleared and I got my 
“Aha!” Followed by a few other “Ahas!”. ..

Watch the blackboard now', everybody:
First, if there is any social progress, there is less 

social discontent. If there is less social discontent, there 
is less hostile feeling toward society. If there is less of 
such feeling, there is less potential for recruitment into 
PLM to overthrow the “power structure.” And finally, 
if there is less recruitment into PLM, then where is 
Ed Lemansky?

Second, in the case of the phantom agent from SNCC, 
if there is less social discontent among the Negroes, 
then there would be less need for field-marshals of 
futility. If there were less of a need for these spokes
men, people might be more discerning about whom they 
chose as panelists or w’hom, as an audience, they would 
listen to. If they were more discerning they almost 
certainly would not listen to such as these. No more 
Instant Status.
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“Three Potato9 Four .  .  .

E ditor’s  note: The following screenplay is based on
m aterial from actual case histories.
(SCENE: Two men are sitting on a park bench; 

finally, one breaks the silence.)
Mr. A : Say, are you here to see a social worker about 

adopting a child, too?
Mr. B: No, we already have a kid. Fell out of his 

crib last week, as a matter of fact. We had to rush 
him to the hospital.

(Enter Miss B.)
Miss B: Excuse me, which one of you gentlemen is 

the child-beater?
(The men look at each other.)
Mr. B: Well, that’s what I’ve been charged with. 

(Rises; looks back at Mr. A.) Nice talking to you.
Mr. A: Yes, same here.
(As Mr. B. and Miss B. exit, Miss A. enters.)
Miss A: Hello, there. I didn’t expect to be seeing 

you again. Won’t you step this way?
(Mr. A. leaves with Miss A. FADE TO: The swings, 

where Mr. B. and Miss B. are talking, each on a sep
arate 8wing. She has a sheaf of papers. The dialogue 
ensues as they swing back and forth.)

Motives now clear, I excused myself and left the 
meeting. I must admit that I left with the feeling that 
I was abandoning a sinking ship.

The frustration I feel after such an experience is 
the frustration of working for small solutions to com
munity problems every day and finding myself hemmed 
in by the philosophers. There is little elbow room to 
move, to act or to change where there is such a unified 
effort in opposition.

The kids who work together with us to change many 
of the entrenched values and practices of our com
munity, the lower east side, have felt this kind of iso
lation since birth. They have heard all of the philoso
phers preach against the enemy of the moment, and 
have had a good education in the discrepancy between 
word and action.

They have witnessed millions being poured into their 
neighborhood with promises for change, and have seen 
the most reactionary get the most support. New pro
grams invariably seem to give off the same old smells. 
The kids know, and I have learned from them, that 
things are very seldom what they seem, and especially 
not what they say.

So it is that PLM has a lower east side branch, among 
its other outposts among the impotent. My feeling about 
their presence is the same feeling I would have if this 
were a southern town and the Klan organized on the 
next block. I would think, in that case, that it is no 
small tragedy that some good people will have their 
fears, their hatreds and their hopes used for covert 
goals not their own.

It is not hard to exploit hatred, whatever the philo
sophical cover; it is of ultimate immorality to use a 
man’s poverty or fear as a lever of manipulation. This 
is equally true for those landlords who would exploit 
slum families for their illegitimate ends, and for PLM
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Miss B: Now, look, your neighbors have complained 
to our agency that you’ve beaten your child on several
occasions.

Mr. B: Who told you that? It’s not true! Why don’t 
they mind their own goddam business?

Miss B: Plus the fact that hospital records on your 
child indicate that recent X-rays show several injuries 
in various stages of healing. And that, each time, 
you’ve taken him to a different hospital—with a differ
ent excuse. Last time you said he tripped on the 
stairs. . . .

Mr. B: All right, if you really must know, I threw 
him—into the closet.

Miss B: You threw him into the closet?
Mr. B: The one where we keep the vacuum cleaner.
Mi8s B: But an eight-month old infant . . . why?
Mr. B: He was bugging me, that’s why. There I am, 

trying to watch TV, and the kid is crying his goddam 
head off—and he knows I never miss the Danny Thomas 
show. . . .

(CUT TO: The maypole. Mr. A. and Miss A. are 
playing on it, running around and swinging through 
the air, as they talk. She has a sheaf of papers to 
which she refers.)

Miss A: Now let’s see why you and your wife don't 
meet the basic eligibility requirements for adoptive 
parents. . . . You’re both in the acceptable age range.

Mr. A: Oh? What’s that?

who would exploit the same people.
I have recently been told of PLM plans to turn a 

peaceful demonstration against police misconduct by 
LEAP kids into an attack on the police. The result of 
such an attack would be an instant defensive retalia
tion against the kids. What this would bring about in a 
tensely integrated community is obvious. Progress, 
however resisted or slow, would come to a screeching 
halt in the midst of racial warfare.

For the first time in LEAP’S history I had to stand 
against a legitimate decision made by the kids. They 
listened and agreed that they could not realistically pre
vent such interference. They have since developed pro
tective measures.

“Progressive,” “Labor” and “Movement” as used by 
the PLM are as much a part of double-think vocabulary 
as the “clean bomb.” “Progressive” and “Labor” have no 
meaning in the PLM scheme of things. Their method is 
reaction. They are certainly not a working class body. 
"Movement” implies solidarity.

On the front of the PLM “Integrated Workers Club” 
on East 3rd Street is a sign in Spanish and English. It 
tells the local citizenry that between the hours of 8 
and 10 on Tuesday nights the organization takes com
plaints about housing, police brutality, injustice in the 
courts and school. Two hours a week in a neighborhood 
where these problems are the rule, not the exception, 
would appear to be somewhat less than adequate. I see 
this as a hook to recruit shock troops. In PLM’s chess 
game, they are expendable pawns.

£- - - -
Editor's postscript: A representative of PLM was in

vited to present their side of the story. He was given a 
deadline of May 2nd. As the Realist goes to press (late 
June), we have received nothing from them.
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Miss A: Well, of course it varies from agency to 
agency. Our age limit happens to be 38 for the wife 
and 40 for the husband.

Mr. A: I don’t quite understand what that would 
have to do with whether or not we’d be good parents.

Miss A: An agency must have standards. For exam
ple, your income is within the acceptable range. Surely 
you’ll agree that a prospective parent ought to be able 
to support the child he adopts.

Mr. A: I can’t imagine anyone who couldn’t some
how afford to. even applying. . . .

Miss A: Now, let’s see . . . length of marriage, that's 
fine, too. You see, if we didn’t have some standards, 
why then, just anybody could adopt a child.

Mr. A: Well, anybody can have a child. . . .
(CUT TO: The monkey bars, where Mr. B. and Miss 

B. talk as they climb around on the bars, swing upside 
down, etc.)

Miss B: Now, even though you conceived this child, 
nevertheless he has his own individual right to safety— 
and this agency is devoted to protecting that right . . . 
through the courts, if necessary.

Mr. B: Just a minute—what right does anybody have 
to infringe on my right to bring up my kid the way I 
want to?

Miss B: A child is not a piece of property. A child 
is a human being—and society has not only the right 
but the responsibility to interfere w’hen necessary.

Mr. B: This is the United States, not Russia. We’re 
not a totalitarian government here. Children do not 
belong to the state!

Miss B: Society needs healthy people, and if society 
must impinge upon the rights of parents in order to 
safeguard the health of its people, then interfere we 
must.

Mr. B: What are you, some kind of Communist?
(CUT TO: See-saw. Mr. A. and Miss A. talk as they 

go up and down.)
Miss A: Now, next is . . . your sterility status.
Mr. A: I beg your pardon?
Miss A: Oh, don’t worry, the report is perfect—your 

sperm count is very low.
Mr. A: Yes, I know.
Miss A: A low sperm count is nothing to be ashamed 

of.
Mr. A: I'm not ashamed.
Miss A (On the way down on the see-saw): You 

don’t feel it’s a severe threat to your masculine identi
fication, do you?

Mr. A (At the top of the see-saw, but he STAYS up 
there): No, no. (He makes visible efforts to use his 
weight to come down, but to no avail.) No, of course 
not. . . .

(CUT TO: Sliding-pond. Mr. B. and Miss B. climb 
the ladder and slide down as they talk.)

Miss B: You know what you are? I’ll tell you what 
you are. You’re some kind of fascist, that’s what.

Mr. B: You think you’re gonna get them to take my 
kid away from my wife and me, is that what you 
think?

Miss B: You’re the personification of what happened 
in Germany. A helpless little infant is your scapegoat. 
You need him the way Hitler needed the Jews!

Mr. B: Christ, what would people think if you took 
our kid away from us—you can’t do that.
30

Miss B: You do not have the right to attack your 
child . . . it’s absolutely insane!

Mr. B: Listen, I take him to church every week— 
and I never cnce hit him where it would show- for the 
whole congregation to see—so don't you forget that. . . .

(CUT TO: Sandbox—Mr. A. and Miss A. are making 
mudpies as they talk.)

Miss A: Ah, here’s the problem . . . religious affili
ation.

Mr. A: Well, my wife and I both come from a Jewish 
background—I mean we don’t go to services or any
thing, but we have a strong sense of ethics—you know, 
we really try to live by the golden rule.

Miss A: Oh, it has nothing to do with your moral 
character. But the law stipulates that a child must be 
placed in a home which practices the same religion of 
the child . . . and there are very few Jewish babies 
available. That’s why we have to turn down your 
application.

Mr. A: But how can a baby have a religion?
Muss A: Well, whatever the religion of the child’s 

natural parents is, that’s what the child’s religion is. 
Or, in the case of an illegitimate child, whatever the 
religion of the natural mother is. . . .

Mr. A: But religion isn’t an inherited characteristic! 
I mean the Nazis spouted that kind of stuff. You’re talk
ing just like a Nazi!

Miss A: That isn’t a very courteous thing to say.
Mr. A: Oh, well . . . there’s always artificial insem

ination.
Miss A: They label the test tubes according to the 

religion of the sperm donor.
Mr. A: But there aren’t religious genes. . . . Look, 

suppose a baby is left on the doorstep, say, of a police 
station—a non-denominational police station, okay?— 
and there’s no way of telling what the religion of the 
mother or father is.

Miss B: Oh, in that case, the rotation system is used. 
The religion of those children is listed alternately as 
Protestant, Catholic, and Jewish.

Mr. A: What right do you have to make such a de
cision? Children don’t belong to the state. As long as 
there are people who can give these infants a loving 
home . . . it’s absolutely insane!

(FADE TO: The wading pool—with water shooting 
up from a fountain in the middle, and out from a few 
outlets around the circumference. Both Miss A. and 
Miss B. are there, barefoot, their hair and clothing 
becoming wet while they talk.)

Miss B: Casework can be so frustrating. We keep 
pretending we’re a civilized people, and yet these sa
distic parents—that is, strictly biological parents—act 
is if they have the right to torture their children. And 
nobody wants to take the responsibility to interfere in 
order to protect the children.

Miss A: Listen, you think your cases are frustrating? 
You can’t imagine the abuse I just had to take—you 
know, when they start calling you nasty names—I mean 
I can understand their point of view (Her image be
comes sort of hazy) . . . but they have to realize 
(Something new begins to form on her hazy image)
. . . I'm not responsible for the injustices of the sys
tem. (Superimposed over her image as she speaks there 
forms the recognizable image of Adolf Eichmann) I’m 
just following orders . . . I’m merely obeying the 
rules. . . .
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No, Virginia
by Alan Whitney

, ' ' '  " ■ t  ^ l  y\ *
Fink of fhe Month

Remember Bergen Evans, the North
western University professor who used 
to write iconoclastic books? Well, for
get him. The symptoms of Evans' de
cline first became apparent a few years 
ago when he became proctor for some 
silly-assed word game on TV.

Now, ns one might have anticipated, 
he's turned up on the wrong side of a 
book-burning cause celebre in Chicago. 
The controversy started with a fath
er’s complaint that his daughter was 
compelled to read James Baldwin’s An
other Country for her English Lit 
course. The matter got to the City 
Council and the community’s civil lib
ertarians were quick to defend use of 
the book, whereupon Evans chimed in 
to say that it might be all right “in an 
advanced course in abnormal psychol
ogy’’ hut that “I wouldn't want my 
children to rend it.”

There are a couple of other intrigu
ing angles to the case. Usually the 
pupil in such a hassle is a repressed 
adolescent and the complaining parent 
a Fundamentalist steamfitter. This 
time the hapless victim is 26 years old 
(she goes to night school at a junior 
college) and her father is Raymond W. 
Snyder, sales manager of World Book 
Encyclopedia—a fact to bear in mind 
next time one of Snyder’s minions tries 
to sell you 112 pounds of books with a 
ja r  of peanut butter thrown in as a 
premium.
The Sour Smell of Failure

Some of the outbuildings of the 
fourth estate have been a t their most 
aromatic during the Dominican cha
rade. The World-Telegram, ran a ban
ner headline reading: “Dominican Reb
els Hurl Gas Threat a t U.S. Troops.”

That’s the kind of head made famous 
by Hearst early in this century, except 
that he would have run the “threat” in 
tiny 6-point type.

The Telly shared with the Joumal- 
American the responsibility for New 
York distribution of a bizarre UPI 
concoction served up on the afternoon 
of May 4. The dispatch from Santo 
Domingo said: “. . . The rebels were 
reported massing up to 12,300 men for 
an all-out assault. They would be op
posed by up to 19,000 Americans.” It 
should be noted that the phrase “up 
to” is as useful to the quack journalist 
as to his spiritual cousin on Madison 
Avenue. If the rebels massed six men 
and the Americans nine, the statement 
would be technically correct.
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In any case, it must be said for the 
Journal that its banner lino didn’t 
compound the sin. The Telly, on the 
other hand, went to an eight-column 
“DOMINICAN BATTLE” over “12,000 
Rebels Face 19,000 Yanks.” There was, 
of course, no such battle a t all, but 
since Dominican rebels rarely sue for 
libel, one waited in vain for a correc
tion.

Throughout the early phase of the 
revolt, the Chicago Tribune headlines 
routinely referred to the rel>els as Reds 
without qualification: “Reds Kill 4th 
GI in Domingo” . . . “36 Americans 
Wounded in Red Attacks.”

Later the Tribune sought to ration
alize its sloping reportage with a story 
under the head, “Reds Reveal Role in 
Dominican Revolt.” All that this turn
ed out to be was a quotation from a 
Party manifesto which could hardly 
have terrified even McGeorge Bundy. 
The nub of it said:

“We, who are 100 per cent Commu
nist and Dominicans, do not fight at 
this moment for the establishment of a 
socialist regime in our country, al
though this is our final objective. We 
understand that what the country now 
needs is a constitutional regime that 
guarantees the democratic freedoms 
and that adopts efficacious mensures 
for the development of our economy 
and to combat misery and unemploy
ment.”

Out, Damned Spot
You don’t have to be Jewish to be 

omitted from the new and highly eth
nic barrage of radio commercials in 
praise of Rheingold beer. But it helps.

The theme of the series is that here 
is New York with all these different 
kinds of people and isn’t it “remark- 
able that one beer has become the 
favorite” in the city? To me, it does 
not seem remarkable at all. Barring 
dead heats, it is a mathematical cer
tainty that one beer lead in sales. It 
iff rather remarkable that Rheingold 
has achieved that stature, in view of 
its undistinguished taste, but I doubt 
that this is what the commercials are 
trying to tell us.

Be that as it may, let us gress back 
to the Jewish Question. Each spot in 
the series uses one ethnic group—Ital
ians, Puerto Ricans, Germans, Swedes, 
Greeks, Poles (of whom there were 
seven or eight in New York at last 
count), etc. We hear a couple of drink
ing songs associated with the nation
ality, and are then told, for example, 
that "in New York, whore there are 
more Irish than in all of Dublin,” pco- 
drink Rheingold like there was no 
tomorrow.

Obviously, there was a problem of 
what to do about Negroes. They could 
hardly be treated as immigrants in the 
usual sense, since few of their ances
tors made port a t Ellis Island. Could

Rheingold say there are more African*
in New York than in Lagos? Hardly. It 
might sell Elijah Muhammed — who 
doesn't drink—but could only offend 
most of the people the Muslims call 
“so-called Negroes.”

You see the problem. Well, Rhein
gold was equal to the challenge—but 
separate. Instead of colored folks as 
such, we ore told about jazz. There 
arc all these different kinds of jazz 
played in New York, and it just hap
pens that all of the musicians men
tioned are of what a Chicago politician 
I know calls “the Negro persuasion.” 
Then there is a separate spot about 
Jamaicans to take care of the West 
Indian contingent in Harlem.

I don’t know why Rheingold is upset 
about the Jews. They came here vol
untarily and if they do not constitute 
a major element of New York’s popu
lation then somebody has fixed the 
census. But there is not a word about 
them in the radio commercials. Maybe 
the good brewer believes the familiar 
myth that Jews don’t drink. If so, he 
might ask the bartenders a t the Amer
icana. Or maybe he fears stirring up 
a crazy argument about whether the 
Jews are a religious or an ethnic group.

There’s one other piece to the puz
zle. In a parallel series of TV com
mercials, both Negroes and Jews do 
appear and are labeled as such. Maybe 
Rheingold figures they’re harmless 
enough as long as you can keep an eye 
on them.

The ultimate piquancy in this fine 
kettle of suds lies in the fact that the 
Rheingold advertising account is hand
led by Doyle Dane Bernbach, the same 
agency that made "You don't have to 
be Jewish to love Levy’s Rye Bread” a 
subway watchword.
Miscellaneous Items

Princess Grace in Look magazine: 
“. . . I breast-feed my babies for at 
least two months. I feel it gives them 
a good start and would continue long
er, only my tnany obligations do not 
permit. . . .”

* •  •
When stock car driver Billy Wade 

was killed after he had a blowout and 
crashed into a wall, the UPI stories on 
the accident pointed out that he had 
been testing (and apparently finding 
wanting) Goodyear tires. The AP 
stories I saw made no reference to that 
phase of the accident

*  *  •

Piety note: Miss Jennifer Brain, 19, 
of Worcestershire, England, celebrated 
Easter this year by getting the Cruci
fixion tattooed across her back.

• • •
The citizens of Illinois Senator Dirk- 

sen’s home town, Pekin, make quite a 
thing of the similarity of the name to 
that of Mao Tsc-tung’s capital. The 
high school athletic teams are nick
named “The Chinks.”
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the morbid the merrier
by Bob Abe! and Michael Valenti

T he rifle used to  a ssa ss in a te  P residen t Kennedy and 
th e  p isto l w ith which police officer J .  I). T ip p it w as 
sla in  have been valued officially a t  $10,000. T he w eap
ons, owned by a ssass in  Lee H arv ey  Oswald, w ere valued 
by th ree  a p p ra ise rs  appoin ted  by the  [D a llas] County 
P ro b a te  C ourt. — A ssociated P re ss  d ispatch

T he rifle th a t  killed P residen t K ennedy would rem ain  
in G overnm ent hands fo rever under a bill to  be p ro 
posed by the  Ju s tic e  D ep artm en t. U nder th e  bill p e r
sons whose p ro p e rty  is  claim ed by th e  G overnm ent 
could sue  in Federal C ourt fo r  com pensation. O sw ald’s 
w ife, M arina, h a s  been offered  $10,000 fo r the  tw o 
w eapons by a  Run collector even though  they  a rc  s ti ll  
in G overnm ent possession.— A ssociated P re ss  d ispa tch

T he widow of Lee H arvey  Oswald, M r. K ennedy’s 
assa ss in , has been paid $10,000 by a  collector fo r the  
Ita lian -m ade  rifle used in th e  a ssa ss in a tio n  and th e  re 
volver w ith which h e r husband sho t P a tro lm an  J .  1). 
T ipp it of D allas. The gun co llector h as b ro ugh t su it  to 
have th e  w eapons tu rn ed  over to  him .

— A ssociated  P re ss  d ispatch

It is perhaps savagely ironic that the society Lee Har
vey Oswald hated has now set a value of $10,000 on 
the murder weapons allegedly used by him on that fate
ful November 22nd. Still, even in a world in which 
reality and satire seem to have checked into a sleazy 
motel together, a five-figure price tag—chiefly for the 
rifle that killed John F. Kennedy — sounds like the 
amoral arithmetic of a demented computer.

The fact that a rare gun collector has since shelled 
out $10,000 for the two mass-produced weapons—to
gether worth less than l/200th of that figure at mail
order prices—is almost anti-climactic.

Obviously, Marina Porter nee Oswald herself places 
no value — cither sentimental or historical — on the 
deadly weapons, apart from their pragmatic virtue as a 
posthumous wedding present from her late husband.

If competition for the guns had become truly Texas- 
spirited, and it had been necessary to enlist the services 
of a professional auctioneer, there is really no telling

W ash ing ton , Ju n e  17 (U l’I ) — A t the  clim ax, Jam es A. 
M cDivitt had to  do q u ite  a  lot of fa s t  b linking. E dw urd  H. 
W hite  11 sw allow ed h ard , sev era l tim es. . . .

how elevated a figure the bidding might have* reached. 
After all, ownership of one or both of the notorious 
weapons would constitute a new high in this era of Pop 
Living, one in which historical artifacts replace king- 
sized replicas of soup cans, kitchen cleansers and other 
cultural symbols on our walls.

Here, then, is a judicious selection of the items which 
rabid collectors may find themselves mortgaging their 
souls to possess, in tomorrow’s Cultural Artifacts 
market:
• The axe used by America’s most celebrated spinster, 
Miss Lizzie Borden, to estrange herself from her par
ents
• The jackboots of the first Nazi solder to violate Po
lish soil, thereby igniting World War II and dousing the 
lights all over Europe at one and the same time
• The pistol (this one also a genuine antique) that John 
Wilkes Booth carried into the Ford Theatre to disrupt 
a performance of Our American Cousin with his own 
histrionics
• The hubcap of the tire that blew out on a lonely 
French road, sending Albert Camus to his final existen
tial experience
• The lamp that Mrs. O'Leary’s famous cow upended, 
barbecuing herself and a sizable portion of Cook County
•  The scarf, worn as a gay accessory, that choreo
graphed itself around Isadora Duncan’s classic neck
• The propeller of the torpedo that met the Lusitania 
in mid-ocean, ending the seaworthiness of 1200 pas
sengers
•  The first polyethylene bag that became a child’s trans
parent shroud
• The arrow that retired General Custer in the middle 
of the Battle of Little Big Horn
• The bottle (complete with prescription) that con
tained the favorite pills on Marilyn Monroe’s night 
table
• The stub of the last cigar enjoyed by Sir Winston 
Churchill
• The charred faggots that nestled under the feet of 
Joan of Arc
•  The cup that held the hemlock that ended the flow of 
Socratic wisdom
• The spoor on the Wall Street sidewalk of the first 
investor who jumped on Black Tuesday
• The assortment of knives used to reduce mighty Cae
sar to something less than imperial status
• The four nails, bent and perhaps a trifle rusty, that 
held Jesus of Nazareth to His Cross
• The timer of the Bomb that performed an act of in
stant urban renewal on the city of Hiroshima
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