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The Demonstrators


Some of them behaved in a way which must have precipitated the use of force on the part of the police. That may sound like a fairly involved way of saying that some demonstrators 'asked to be arrested', but in fact that isn't what I mean. Those demonstrators who threw paint and flour in Parliament Grounds on Thursday night may or may not have been arrested. One of them, Howard Moses (who two members of the 
Salient staff saw throwing material), was certainly not arrested. And yet those actions undoubtedly contributed to the heightened tension of an atmosphere in which several people were subsequently arrested for hitting, with the flat of their hands, the side of a bus which had nearly run them down. And, on Friday night, several people saw one group of demonstrators shove another group into the police ranks—an action which, some reports go on to suggest, led directly to some of the 34 arrests made that night.


In fact, therefore, those demonstrators who behaved violently or provoked the police as often as not caused the arrests of others who were content to protest peacefully. More importantly, however, they nearly succeeded in directing the protest movement away from its initial object, the All Black Tour of South Africa, Rhodesia and South West Africa, to an irrelevant and largely unreal issue—that of alleged police 'brutality'. The Thursday night demonstration had at times too much of the character of an anti-police demonstration rather than an anti-Tour protest, and the situation was in danger of disintegrating altogether. Friday night and Saturday, however, saw a fresh assertion of the clearly anti-racist and essentially non-violent character of earlier demonstrations and the self-fulfilling prophecies of the Progressive Youth Movement and other opportunist fringe elements were effectively nullified. A few troublemakers were still in evidence—those lionhearted characters who wandered along the fence shouting "Fascists!" or "Pigs" or, occasionally, "Fascist Pigs!" at policemen who gazed back at them with a degree of contempt which I shared fully. Or those protesters who refused to move off once the plane had left, when told to do so by the police and asked to do so by Tom Poata ("don't let the police provoke you . . . they will try to provoke you but don't let them do it . . . just disperse quietly and don't give them an excuse to arrest you . . .") But the people mouthing the simplistic polarities—"we (demonstrators) good; they (police) bad"—had been effectively shut up by an overwhelming vote the night before against violence and for a peaceful protest.


The end—as the plane took off and there was clearly nothing anyone could do to stop a small group of New Zealanders (but with the moral support of what I believe to have been the majority of New Zealanders, including Maoris) from furthering this nation's involvement in racism—was sad. It was honest though, and our means—a peaceful and honest assertion of what our consciences told us was right—did not belie our ends.







The Police


People who I spoke to after the demonstrations almost invariably had much more to say about the behaviour of the police than that of the demonstrators. This was natural enough from some points of view, but one thing should be made clear: it is grossly hypocritical to oppose police violence and to condone violence on the part of demonstrators. Many students appear to have been guilty of this hypocrisy.


I am inclined to believe that most of the allegations made against the police have some substance. I witnessed one incident myself where a policeman, who has since been identified to me as Detective-Sergeant C.W. Lines, kicked a demonstrator. The same incident was witnessed by a member of the 
Salient staff (and, no doubt, by a hundred or more people in the crowd). This member of the 
Salient staff also witnessed, with Margaret Bryson, the President, the same policeman punch another demonstrator.


I have also seen photographs (some of which are published in this issue) of other incidents and I have heard descriptions by reliable witnesses of incidents where members of the police seem clearly to have acted with undue force. In the case of the arrest being made in the back page photograph, it seems reasonable to ask why the person arrested, whose hands seem to be fully occupied with the task of hanging onto his duffle bag, should have his hair pulled. Incidents like this were frequent, it seems. Many of the people who spoke to me about the demonstrations seemed surprised that I was interested in such mundane acts of violence as the hair-pulling, arm-bending, kicking and many other perverse processes by which members of the police restrained demonstrators from committing the acts of violence which they (I suppose one means the demonstrators) were about to embark on.


It is also almost true to say, as NZUSA President Paul Grocott has said, that "on Friday night particularly, any of the 600 demonstrators still present outside the Majestic Theatre could have been arrested for 
exactly the same reason that 34 people were." The arrests appeared to be almost completely random; the police just began to pick people out from the periphery of the crowd and march them away. The first arrests were made while Grocott was in the middle of making an appeal to the demonstrators to end the sit-in in Willis Street.


Those persons who were arrested were treated very badly by the police and of this there is no doubt whatsoever. They were denied access to counsel in several cases, they were—and I am convinced that this was deliberately done—effectively denied sleep by the police through a series of petty harrassments such as transferments from one cell to another, the withholding of blankets (although these were readily available) and constant interruptions. They were not given an opportunity to wash before the Court Session on Saturday morning and consequently appeared before the Magistrate—unwashed and without sleep for 36 hours—much as the police would have wished them to look.







The Magistrate


Mr Scully, the magistrate who on Saturday morning dealt with the demonstrators who had been arrested, behaved in court like a petulant little bully. In threatening to clear the courtroom at the slightest sound from the members of the public present, Mr Scully seemed at times to be deliberately provoking the tired and dejected spectators. As a remand and bail was sought for a demonstrator, Mr Scully paused for several seconds ("and bail of $150 in . . . his recognizance") before naming the sex of the defendant—a reference, apparently, to the length of the demonstrator's hair. This was repeated in each case, accompanied by a leer at the defendant, and in Shadbolt's case Mr Scully actually said "in her recognizance" before making a play of stumbling into a recognition of Shadbolt's gender. This display, and Mr Scully's irritable demands for respect in a courtroom in which there were far too many policemen to clearly suggest the independence one would have wanted in evidence, brought discredit upon the Court.


On the other hand, and I mean this in no way to lessen the force of the immediately preceding remarks, Mr Scully's actions—in giving remands and allowing bail where sought-and those of Mr Jamieson SM-in handing down what seem to be very fair sentences ($25 for Shadbolt, $24 for Verschaffelt)-cannot be questioned.







Our Leadership


Those of our few student politicians who can command any respect from students should all of them (and I am particularly thinking of one person for whom I have a very high personal regard) be condemned for their failure to attempt to frustrate the actions of those demonstrators who almost led us into a series of confrontations with the police: actions which would have done far more to damage the cause of racial equality than could the Tour itself.







Where Now?


Paul Grocott concludes: "Inspector Moodie, who had the misfortune to be in charge on Friday night, and Magistrate Jamieson have both said things which indicate a change in attitude, and a change in the authorities' approach to our scene. They don't want us in their gaols or even in their courts. They are impressed (in a sense) by the role of peaceful protest. As Shadbolt told them in court: 'You've got to choose between the lesser of two evils—violence and peaceful protest. I think you should encourage peaceful protest.'


"And so," Grocott continues, "I think we will see a new approach. The law-enforcement people will have to work out a new way for handling peaceful protest. None (or few) of them (let alone us) want a repeat of Friday night. The overall benefits and impetus for the cause of peaceful change in New Zealand society which have come out of the climax of the anti-Tour movement will, I think, become more clear in the months ahead. The other results are still eagerly awaited."


An optimistic summation but one which, like most of my comments to this point, makes little reference to the pro-racial equality movement and its future. The effect of the anti-Tour protest has been over-estimated by the protesters. In protesting against the Tour, we took it for granted that the majority of New Zealanders regarded as repugnant apartheid and the premises of racial superiority on which that policy rests. But we were wrong. The pro-apartheid propaganda continues. The rugby tour may provide the propagandists for apartheid with some pretty hard-hitting material. (The 
Dominion carried a 'news story' last Monday headed "All Blacks impressed by Transkei: Apartheid providing better life—Laidlaw".) The struggle for racial equality may not even be one that we're winning. But it must be won.



David Harcourt
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The Police






Sir,




Until the Agnew Demonstrations, the New Zealand Police seemed to hold certain ideals about the rights of the individual. They refrained from kicking and punching people, or dragging them to their feet by their hair. They wore identification numbers while on duty, and did not make indiscriminate arrests at demonstrations.


It now seems that the Police are not prepared to stand by their former policies, but are following the example of their brothers in the USA, France, Japan and Britain.


Friday night was my first experience of conflict with the Police, and I feel that a comparison with Gandhi's passive resistance movement and the reactions of the British forces is not inappropriate. The Police reaction to passive resistance on Friday night was to wade into the seated demonstrators with boots and fists. Arrests were made at random. People committing exactly the same offence as myself, that of sitting in the road, were arrested and face the possibility of a fine, whereas I was merely pushed to the side of the road. This type of Police action will only create antagonism, and must be abhorred by all people.


I feel that demonstrators must not react in a violent way, and give the Police an excuse for their actions. Once the violence has started in other countries, it has built up rather than staying at the same level, or fading away. The chances of Police responding to passive resistance by a non-violent attitude on their part are small. However, I feel that the chance must be taken unless we wish the probability of repetition of Friday night's brutality by the Police to become a certainty.




T. Stafford










Sir,




The Police made absolutely no attempt to disperse Friday night's demonstration by peaceful means before resorting to unprovoked violence; and all the violence that occurred was initiated by them.




Tim Sheppard










Self-service




Sir,




We are writing this letter in the first floor dining room while waiting for a meal which we were told half an hour ago would take ten minutes to prepare. Our number is not up yet but our time almost is. We suggest that any of your readers using this dining room do so with a thick skin, an ability to decipher meaningless scrawls and a stomach that does not rumble.




Beth Tolley


Owen O'Connor








Procesh




Sir,




Quote, 
Salient, 22 April, 1970, Mike Fay: "the Procesh was expected by the public and did not present a poor image."


What rubbish! From where did Mike Fay get his statistics to support his statement? Did he get them from the "bloody idiots" in the 1969 Procession?


I stood in the crowd on Dawson's Corner and watched the 1970 Procession. I did not hear one person cheer; but I did hear statements about the Procession being another example of our sick society.


Let's face it! There are other ways of letting ones hair down, than resorting to barnyard muck.


It is time that the students involved with the Procession were given a bath, their mouths washed out with soap and water, and their pink behinds soundly spanked.


Or, perhaps it can be arranged that they be exiled to an island where they can wallow in their filth without offending other people.


It was fortunate that schoolchildren were unable to watch the Procession. Most parents would have had a difficult time explaining the student's behaviour.


It is to be hoped that students will quit their grovelling and rise to higher thoughts and deeds in the 1971 Capping Celebrations.




Olive R.F. Baldwin
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It now seems that the Police are not prepared to stand by their former policies, but are following the example of their brothers in the USA, France, Japan and Britain.


Friday night was my first experience of conflict with the Police, and I feel that a comparison with Gandhi's passive resistance movement and the reactions of the British forces is not inappropriate. The Police reaction to passive resistance on Friday night was to wade into the seated demonstrators with boots and fists. Arrests were made at random. People committing exactly the same offence as myself, that of sitting in the road, were arrested and face the possibility of a fine, whereas I was merely pushed to the side of the road. This type of Police action will only create antagonism, and must be abhorred by all people.


I feel that demonstrators must not react in a violent way, and give the Police an excuse for their actions. Once the violence has started in other countries, it has built up rather than staying at the same level, or fading away. The chances of Police responding to passive resistance by a non-violent attitude on their part are small. However, I feel that the chance must be taken unless we wish the probability of repetition of Friday night's brutality by the Police to become a certainty.




T. Stafford










Sir,




The Police made absolutely no attempt to disperse Friday night's demonstration by peaceful means before resorting to unprovoked violence; and all the violence that occurred was initiated by them.




Tim Sheppard
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Sir,




Until the Agnew Demonstrations, the New Zealand Police seemed to hold certain ideals about the rights of the individual. They refrained from kicking and punching people, or dragging them to their feet by their hair. They wore identification numbers while on duty, and did not make indiscriminate arrests at demonstrations.


It now seems that the Police are not prepared to stand by their former policies, but are following the example of their brothers in the USA, France, Japan and Britain.


Friday night was my first experience of conflict with the Police, and I feel that a comparison with Gandhi's passive resistance movement and the reactions of the British forces is not inappropriate. The Police reaction to passive resistance on Friday night was to wade into the seated demonstrators with boots and fists. Arrests were made at random. People committing exactly the same offence as myself, that of sitting in the road, were arrested and face the possibility of a fine, whereas I was merely pushed to the side of the road. This type of Police action will only create antagonism, and must be abhorred by all people.


I feel that demonstrators must not react in a violent way, and give the Police an excuse for their actions. Once the violence has started in other countries, it has built up rather than staying at the same level, or fading away. The chances of Police responding to passive resistance by a non-violent attitude on their part are small. However, I feel that the chance must be taken unless we wish the probability of repetition of Friday night's brutality by the Police to become a certainty.




T. Stafford
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Sir,




The Police made absolutely no attempt to disperse Friday night's demonstration by peaceful means before resorting to unprovoked violence; and all the violence that occurred was initiated by them.




Tim Sheppard
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Sir,




We are writing this letter in the first floor dining room while waiting for a meal which we were told half an hour ago would take ten minutes to prepare. Our number is not up yet but our time almost is. We suggest that any of your readers using this dining room do so with a thick skin, an ability to decipher meaningless scrawls and a stomach that does not rumble.




Beth Tolley


Owen O'Connor
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Procesh




Sir,




Quote, 
Salient, 22 April, 1970, Mike Fay: "the Procesh was expected by the public and did not present a poor image."


What rubbish! From where did Mike Fay get his statistics to support his statement? Did he get them from the "bloody idiots" in the 1969 Procession?


I stood in the crowd on Dawson's Corner and watched the 1970 Procession. I did not hear one person cheer; but I did hear statements about the Procession being another example of our sick society.


Let's face it! There are other ways of letting ones hair down, than resorting to barnyard muck.


It is time that the students involved with the Procession were given a bath, their mouths washed out with soap and water, and their pink behinds soundly spanked.


Or, perhaps it can be arranged that they be exiled to an island where they can wallow in their filth without offending other people.


It was fortunate that schoolchildren were unable to watch the Procession. Most parents would have had a difficult time explaining the student's behaviour.


It is to be hoped that students will quit their grovelling and rise to higher thoughts and deeds in the 1971 Capping Celebrations.




Olive R.F. Baldwin
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The tour Demos




Anti-tour protests over three days, culminating in a demonstration at Wellington Airport on 13 June, resulted in several violent confrontations between police and demonstrators and 46 arrests.



At 4.45 pm on Thursday, 11 June, about 460 demonstrators left Victoria to march, by way of Willis Street and Lambton Quay, to Parliament, scene of the farewell cocktail party for the All Blacks. The marchers set off from the University following a concert in the Student Union Building and an address by the Rev. Godfrey Wilson.





[image: Thursday afternoon: the march sets off from the University on down the Terrace. It proceeded through the city to Parliament Buildings and only dispersed at 7.40 p.m.]
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(We've just telephoned the NZ Rugby Football Union)


Could you tell me what time the All Blacks are leaving on Saturday, please?


Who's speaking, please?


I'm a reporter for 
Salient, the Victoria University student newspaper.


Well, the time has been publicly announced several times, up to three or four months ago.


I haven't seen any of these public announcements. Would you please tell me the time of departure?


It was on TV last night.


I don't own a TV set. If it was announced last night you can have no objection to telling me now.


But it has been publicly announced.


Would you please tell me what time the All Blacks are leaving on Saturday?


The plane leaves at 8 am. Thank you.



(Five minutes later)



(Hale and hearty Manawatu-type accents) G'day! I wanta go an see the All Blacks off on Satiddy. Could ya tell me what time tomorra morning the plane leaves?


Um ... ah ... um ... 8 o'clock.





[image: Photograph of an anti Springbok rugby tour protest]



Thursday night seven arrests in Parliament Grounds as the tea party for the All Blacks proceeds inside Parliament Buildings (anyone remember 'The Masque of the Red Death'?) About twenty minutes before the arrests were made, a 
Salient photographer witnessed this scene: a senior police officer (3 pips on his shoulder) came up to the cameraman in the NZBC's TV team and put his hand over the lens. The police officer told the cameraman to stop filming as they (the NZBC) "bad had a fair go". They were only making the job of the police difficult, the policeman said, and if any further film were taken, the matter would be referred to the Director-General. The policeman then turned to the sound-man and said. "Are you recording this?" When told that the conversation was not being recorded, the policeman said: "Just as well." By the time the All Blacks made their departure and the arrests took place, the TV team had packed up their equipment.
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Thursday night: All Blacks mixing with police and Rugby Union officials as the demonstration proceeds outside. A 
Salient photographer who gained entry to Parliament Buildings was searched by a plainclothes policeman who told him that the police were looking for paint.
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The marchers, on their arrival at Parliament Grounds, were informed by Bill Logan that the Clerk of the House would not permit the use of public address systems and that consequently there would be no speeches. The All Blacks, Mr Logan said, had arrived shortly before the demonstrators.


While awaiting the departure of the All Blacks from the party, protesters chanted anti-tour slogans and were addressed briefly from the centre of the crowd. Some flour bombs were thrown during the arrival of guests and a Public Service car, some police and some demonstrators were spattered by a paint bomb.


At about 6.30 the crowd booed and jeered when the Prime Minister arrived and paused to smile and wave before entering a door at ground level beside the main steps.


The mood of the demonstration appeared to change when three members of the Police Force ejected Mr Peter Cawley from the Buildings. He had entered the House to speak to his Member of Parliament. Mr Cawley, who was ejected from the door used by the Prime Minister, landed heavily on the ground. He then spoke to the senior Police Officer involved who, Mr Cawley later claimed, refused to give his name.


Soon after seven o'clock, a City Council bus arrived and was backed to the main steps amidst cries of "How does it feel to be a fascist bus-driver?"
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The All Blacks, some smiling and waving, appeared on the main steps shortly after and were greeted with a fresh outburst of booing. Some objects were thrown.


As the bus pulled away, demonstrators ran towards the gate. Several of them arrived before the bus and three or four leapt into the path of the bus in an attempt to stop it. The bus accelerated and the demonstrators leapt aside, narrowly avoiding being run over. The demonstrators reacted by striking the side of the vehicle with their open hands as it passed. At no time did the bus stop.


Police arrested those who had struck the bus and marched them towards vans parked inside the grounds. Demonstrators appeared to become angry during the often violent struggles which followed. The Police formed a line inside the gate and forced protesters to leave Parliament Grounds. Further arrests were made.


One of those arrested called for help as he lay on the ground surrounded by Police. Another was dragged over a barrier after a policeman had pointed at him and shouted "We'll have him." Police later claimed that the demonstrator had thrown a piece of dirt.


Several of the demonstrators attempted to obtain the names of Police Officers who, they claimed, had acted with excessive violence. Policemen refused to give any names. In all seven arrests were made.


The main body of protesters then sat down outside the gate. Lists were compiled of those arrested and the crowd, at the request of the organisers, dispersed after having been reminded of the demonstration scheduled for 5.30 pm the next day.


Friday night's demonstration was again preceded by a concert in the Main Common Room of the Student Union Building. At 5.30, nearly 500 demonstrators marched to Cuba Mall. Here, members of the public and the Seamens' Union had assembled.


Mr Tom Poata (Secretary, Maori Organisation on Human Rights) said that most Maoris were



opposed to the tour. "Today we are in mourning for 13 million black brothers and sisters who white society has decreed will live on bended knee because of the crime of colour," he said.


Mrs Tirakatene-Sullivan, MP, said that "the hard-core executive of the Rugby Union are New Zealand's greatest public relations liability. I am ashamed, as a New Zealander, as a Maori and as a Member of Parliament that our Government has adopted such a cavalier attitude towards human ethics."




[image: Photograph of woman at an anti Springbok rugby tour protest]


About one thousand demonstrators then marched to the New Zealand Rugby Football Union headquarters in Post Office Square.


Trevor Richards, President of 
Hart (Halt All Racist Tours) addressed the gathering while a small group chanted pro-tour slogans. Mr Richards claimed that in 1960 the NZRFU had sent a racially selected team to South Africa.


"In 1967," he said, "they climbed down: admitting, in effect, that they were wrong." In 1970, Mr Richards said, the Rugby Union was committing another racist act and would climb down again. "What will their habit of being wrong cost us?" he asked.


Mr Richards said that the arguments against the tour could be broken into three categories; moral, political and sporting. The Rugby Union, he claimed, had acted wrongfully in each respect.


The demonstrators then marched to Parliament. Eggs were thrown at the marchers from the fourth floor of the Wright Stephenson building. At Parliament, it was decided to march back to the Grand Hotel where the All Blacks were staying.


When the marchers reached Stewart Dawson's Corner (having, once again, been the target of eggs thrown from Wright Stephenson's) they found a line of police blocking the road. The police linked arms and brought the demonstration to a halt.


The Rev. Don Borrie, one of the protest organisers, negotiated with the police who agreed to allow the march to continue provided that the demonstrators marched directly to the University. On reaching the Grand Hotel, however, most of the demonstrators, unaware of the agreement which had been made, sat down. A section of the road was kept open to allow buses to pass.


After about twenty minutes, the protesters set off again. At the Manners Street corner, however, the majority elected not to follow the first few ranks and turned left into Manners Street. Progress was again halted at the Manners Street Post Office where the police made four arrests. The demonstrators turned and attempted to head back the way that they had come. The police again halted all movement. Demonstrators, claiming they did not know what they were expected to do, again sat down. This was at 8 o'clock.
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After some time, the marchers were told to stand and were led down Farish and Bond Streets and thus back to Willis Street where the police again forced a halt outside the Majestic Theatre. The demonstrators again sat down.


The police issued an ultimatum to the effect that if the demonstrators refused to disperse they would all be arrested. In an on the spot vote the majority of demonstrators elected to stay. A large crowd of onlookers gathered. Demonstrators numbered at this stage about 700.


The situation remained the same for some time until NZUSA President Paul Grocott appealed to the demonstrators to disperse. As he was speaking, the police started pulling demonstrators on the outskirts away from the main body. Some demonstrators were taken to the footpath and others were arrested, photographed and placed in a police van.




[image: Photograph of an anti Springbok rugby tour protest]
Alan Browne






[image: Photograph of an anti Springbok rugby tour protest]




[image: Photograph of an anti Springbok rugby tour protest]




Roger Clark, a senior lecturer in law at Victoria and one of the three defence counsel for those arrested in the demonstrations, made this statement to 
Salient last week:


I am chiefly concerned about non-access to counsel. It is perfectly clear that a large number of people arrested asked for a lawyer on Friday night and were refused until after their court appearance on Saturday morning when they were released on bail. I had to wait for three hours before I was allowed to talk to one of the clients I did manage to reach.


The incident raises a number of other issues. The first is the condition of the cells at the Central Police Station. They were extremely cold and the only toilet facilities provided were buckets. Another point was that the interview room, contrary to an assurance given to the Council for Civil Liberties last year, had a one way mirror on one wall. I actually saw a lawyer interviewing his client from the other side. Yet another point was the length of time involved in 'processing' those arrested. In my opinion it took far too long.
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Many demonstrators later, claimed that the police were unnecessarily violent in their actions. Several photoographers claimed that police officers man-handled them and struck their cameras. One photographer was arrested and charged with obstruction.


Three ambulances arrived and, by using their sirens, cleared a path through the crowd. Police officers followed the ambulances and kept the road open. At this point most of the demonstrators began to disperse. In all, 34 arrests were made.
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Saturday morning at least two hundred demonstrators left the Student Union Building at 4.30 a.m. for the march to the Airport. At the Policemen's Ball on Friday night, the word went round: "We're going to get those Victoria University kids tomorrow" . . . "Well, that might have been said, " replied Superintendent Saunders when we asked him about this, " but it was just loose talk. We don't encourage that sort of thing."
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When the protesters arrived back at the university, an informal discussion was held in the Men's Common Room as to the tactics to be used at the airport the next day. Legal advice was found for those who had been arrested.


The meeting moved to the Main Common Room where Margaret Bryson, Students' Association President, took the chair. Opinion appeared to be divided as to what action to follow during the All Blacks departure from Rongotai Airport on Saturday morning. It was agreed that the demonstration would be quiet and disciplined.


About 230 people stayed in the Student Union Building for a sleep-in. At 4.30 am on Saturday morning, the marchers began a march to the Airport. Massive security precautions were awaiting them. About a mile from the Terminal Building, the marchers were joined by two bus-loads of demonstrators from Auckland.


At about 7 am the marchers halted about 150 yards from the Terminal Building. While seated on the roadway, protesters were advised by Tom Poata not to allow themselves "to be provoked" by the police. A small group began chanting "We will remember 11.45"—a reference to alleged police brutality at the Agnew demonstrations in Auckland.


A little later the bus containing the All Blacks was spotted moving along the Airport perimeter. Mr Poata said that the fact that the team had entered the Airport by a back entrance was "a major victory" for the protesters.


The demonstrators, whose numbers were estimated at about a thousand, were then asked to turn their backs on the Terminal Building. Demonstrators were then told that they could enter the Airport car-park and go to the fence bordering the tarmac by "going around" the police. This they did. Police lined the other side of the fence.


As the aircraft with the All Blacks on board headed down the runway, Tim Shadbolt cleared the fence and ran towards the tarmac. He eluded several police officers before being brought to the ground and placed in a police car. A police officer struck Shadbolt as he was being lifted into the car.


After the Electra cleared the runway another demonstrator, Peter Vershaffelt, appeared on the tarmac. He ran a considerable distance towards the runway before being apprehended. A police officer kicked Vershaffelt as he was carried towards a police car.


The fence bordering the tarmac had been loosened and conflict between demonstrators and the police flared as police ripped away placards which, the police said, were poking through the fence.


Another confrontation followed on the car-park side of the fence. Mr Poata told the police that the demonstrators would disperse when the police withdrew. He also asked demonstrators not to be 'provoked' by the police. Seven



arrests were made at the Airport.


About 100 demonstrators went to the Magistrate's Court immediately after the Airport demonstration. All of those persons who had been arrested were remanded on bail. Several of the demonstrators later claimed that they had been treated unreasonably while in custody and some were denied access to defence counsel.


At a meeting on Tuesday night, about 25 of the persons arrested identified themselves and sought witnesses.


The meeting was told of a meeting earlier in the day at which fourteen members of the Law Faculty (staff) had agreed to undertake an investigation into the events of the three days of demonstrations. The immediate object of the investigation would be to identify witnesses to offences alleged by police to have been committed by those persons who were arrested. Roger Clark, a senior lecturer, said he was particularly concerned about the way in which some persons who had been arrested were denied access to counsel.


Offices were established at 18 Kelburn Parade and in the city to receive statements about incidents during the demonstrations. From last Thursday, these offices have been manned by members of the staff of the Law Faculty and statements will continue to be collected for a few days yet.




[image: Tim Shadbolt tells the one about the Prime Minister with no brains at all. . .]

Tim Shadbolt tells the one about the Prime Minister with no brains at all. . .






[image: Just one of at least a dozen policemen who were seen without numbers on their lapels during the three days of demonstrations, "Well, you must remember that numbers are very small," said Inspector Joyce. "They may be torn off in transit or get lost.]

Just one of at least a dozen policemen who were seen without numbers on their lapels during the three days of demonstrations, "Well, you must remember that numbers are very small," said Inspector Joyce. "They may be torn off in transit or get lost.






[image: Photograph of an anti Springbok rugby tour protest]




[image: Photograph of an anti Springbok rugby tour protest]




[image: Photograph of an anti Springbok rugby tour protest]










Victoria University of Wellington Library




Salient. Victoria University Student Newspaper. Volume. 33, Number 9. 25 June, 1970

Salient Interview







Salient Interview




[image: Photograph of police helmets at an anti Springbok rugby tour protest]





Inspector Joyce, the Police Officer at the demonstrations on Thursday night, II June, and Saturday morning. 13 June—was to have been the subject of this interview concerning the activities of police and demonstrators during the anti-Tour protests on 11-13 June. When two 
Salient reporters arrived at the Central Police Station for the interview, however, they were informed that the interview was to be with Superintendent Saunders, the Police Officer in charge of the Wellington District. Inspector Joyce was present during the interview with Superintendent Saunders, who was not present at any of the demonstrations.



Do you think either police or demonstrators have learned anything from the weekend's activities?



Saunders: 
It's not a simple matter. We believe in the demonstrator's right to demonstrate. There are times when the police are provoked and arrests must be made. Now what's your attitude, you've got a slant haven't you? You must be biased. Why do you ask questions like this? You don't believe all this American business do you?



What do you mean?



Saunders: Well you're students aren't you? What have you written so far in your leaders and articles? What have you said?



Well no editorial has been written yet. I have written a lengthy news story which makes no allegations and merely recites the facts of the situation.



Saunders: Well you must know that demonstrators provoked the police. Are you going to write about this?



Yes, if we get evidence of misbehaviour on the part of demonstrators we will record it. We have asked for statements from people present and have made it clear that we also want any evidence of violent action by demonstrators. We know that some people threw things and we will print statements to this effect if we receive them. We hope we do. Now what is your opinion of the behaviour of the police? Have you asked for reports?



Saunders: Our men are briefed before every demonstration and are told to be tolerant and not to be provoked. Many people have been amazed at the tolerance shown by the police in the face of insults. Any ordinary person wouldn't put up with it and it is expecting a high standard of the police that they should. On the whole the police acted with restraint.



You say "on the whole". So you concede that there were exceptions?



Saunders: I'm not conceding anything. For all I know some individual officers may have retaliated under extreme provocation. I think the Wellington public would take with a pinch of salt any allegations of police brutality. Demonstrators have usually been pretty good in Wellington but there are a few people who could want to cause trouble. Don't you agree?



Perhaps, but it may interest you to know that on the Friday night a vote was held at Victoria where the issue was whether the demonstration would be quiet, orderly and disciplined. The great majority voted in favour of this; to my knowledge only three or four dissented.



Saunders: Was Shadbolt there then?



No, he arrived later in the morning.



Saunders: Well what do you think of what he did—he was breaking the law wasn't he?



He wasn't violent and he probably considered that this was the best way to make his feelings known.



I don't know the exact legislation but it is laid down that a policeman on duty must wear his full uniform. In the police regulations it states that a number is part of the uniform. A number of police officers were not wearing their numbers.



Saunders: I doubt that very much. Higher ranks aren't required to wear numbers. These are the ones you will have seen. They wouldn't be constables.



Well I have a photograph here of a police constable at Wellington Airport. He is quite plainly not wearing a number.



Saunders: 
(looking at photograph) Well I can't really tell.



Joyce: 
(looking at photograph handed to him by Saunders) You must remember that numbers are very small—they may be torn off in transit or get lost. Why are you so concerned about numbers?



Because they are the only way of identifying a police constable who may, in the opinion of those involved, have acted in an excessively violent fashion. Police officers consistently refused to give their names and avoided having their photograph taken.



Saunders: This is a democratic country—if a stranger asks your name do you give it? If a police officer asks you your name would you give it?



If you're arrested you have to.



Saunders: I'm not talking about arrests. Would you give your name to a police officer if there were no chance of arrest?



If I had nothing to hide, yes I would.



Saunders: Police don't have to give names nor do they have to have their photograph taken.



Talking of photographs, I noted on Friday night that a police photographer photographed each person as they were put in the van. They were held towards the camera and photographed. Under S.56 of the relevant Act they are required to give their fingerprints, footprints and photograph only at the police station when in custody. This was done in the street.



Saunders: The Act states what those arrested are required to give. We can take what photos we like. The person can refuse.



And if they refused would they be charged with obstruction?



Saunders: No.



A photographer photographing the violence was charged with obstruction, Another photographer Ans—Westra—claimed that her camera was struck by a policeman on Friday night. She demanded an apology and received one. She asked an Inspector if it was police policy to hinder photographers. He said no but the next day she complained that police held their hands over her camera lens several times.



Saunders: If a woman goes to these demonstrations she must expect to get knocked around. As for the hands over the camera, well I can't believe that 
(shaking his head at Joyce).



The photographer arrested for obstruction claims that when the police took his camera off him at the station they exposed the film.



Saunders: I don't believe that.



At the demonstration on Thursday night several people saw an Inspector place his hand over the television camera and the following conversation ensued—this is from memory:


	
Inspector! "You've taken enough film now.

	
Please leave."

	
Cameraman: "Why?"

	
Inspectors "If you take any more I'll take it to the Director General. (to the sound recordist) "Are you recording this?"

	
Sound Recordist: No, the camera isn't going." Inspector: "Just as well."





Joyce: 
(looking at Saunders) I was the only Inspector present Sir and I have no knowledge of that situation. 
(To us) Your powers of observation aren't very good. An Inspector's uniform is very distinct.



Did you notice the incident where a man was thrown heavily out of the lower door that the Prime Minister entered?



Joyce: No.



Well the man involved spoke to an Inspector immediately after and tried to take his name.



Joyce: Are you sure he didn't slip—it was very slippery just there because tomatoes and paint had been thrown. I slipped once.



No, he was thrown to the ground. He had claimed to be exercising his democratic right to see his Minister, 
(laughter)



Joyce: Well I was, as I say, the only Inspector there. I knew nothing of this.



This is hearsay but a reporter for one of the dailies reported that a policeman remarked on Friday afternoon "come along tonight and you'll see some fun." Also, correct me if I'm wrong, there was a police ball on Friday night?



Saunders: Yes.



It was reported that police made the comment "We're going to get those kids up at the Varsity tomorrow." This seems to be indicative of a hostile attitude?



Saunders: That might have been said but it was just loose talk. We don't encourage that sort of thing.



One girl claims she was hit in the stomach and then in the jaw on Friday night.



Saunders: Well that sort of thing is very uncertain. It's possible that someone could be knocked around in the general melee.



Are there any regulations governing the handling of a woman at opposed to a man?



Saunders: Are four policemen—one on each limb—unreasonable?



It depends on what they're doing to the limbs.



Saunders: Have you ever tried to control a girl in this state?



No, and I'll accept your judgment of the difficulty of control, but four men onto one girl seems to be a link unnecessary, Moving on to another point now: one of the lawyers involved in defending those arrested has complained that access was denied in some cases until after the remands on Saturday morning.



Saunders: We're working under great difficulties—you might notice that the station is being renovated. It's a matter of time. We haven't got enough men to cope with such an influx quickly. I mean they can't concern themselves with every demand someone makes. It's a matter of sorting them out.



There were enough policemen to stand around insulting those arrested while they were in the cells. At least that's what has been alleged.



Saunders: No doubt, but have you considered the sort of things that those in the cells were saying to policemen?



The lawyer also claims that the condition of the cells was pretty terrible. There were eight people in one cell with one bunk. They had a bucket for toilet use which leaked. They were thus presented from sitting on the floor as it was covered with urine.



Saunders: We'd like to see the cells improved too. Not to A class accommodation but better than they are.



Some claim that they asked for blankets and were refused on the grounds that there were none left yet when they were allowed to the toilet early in the night they discovered some in a cupboard.



Joyce: These could be blankets that had been used and were to go to the laundry. We don't issue blankets that have been used.



Some of those arrested also complain that they were kept awake during the night by police offering insults. One policeman told one cell early in the morning that the All Blacks had left and seventy three protesters had been arrested.



Saunders: How many?



Seventy three. Is this a matter of discipline or do you encourage it?



Saunders: We certainly don't encourage it.



Joyce: We are required to check the cells every two hours. Much good-natured banter goes on between police and those in the cells. No one has ever complained and they certainly have nothing to lose by doing so.



A considerable number are complaining now. The lawyer also alleged that, contrary to an assurance given by the police to the Council for Civil Liberties last year, the interview room contained a two-way mirror. Aren't lawyers entitled to speak to their clients privately?



Saunders: This is completely incorrect. What we have is an observation room—early morning parades—you know the sort of thing. The police watch from one side while the duty sergeant ushers in the suspects on the other. What the Civil Liberties Council was worried about was that this room was being used by lawyers and that the police were spying on them and have them bugged. There is a microphone—it's quite obvious—but this is merely for the duty sergeant for use to give those on the other side the name of those they are watching. Because of charges of the kind the Civil Liberties Council made we are having a new interview room made. At present this observation room is occupied as an office as we are short of space.



The lawyer claims that he observed a lawyer interviewing his client in this room on Friday night.



Joyce: I can't see how that would happen—the duty sergeant wouldn't let him through . . .



Saunders: The room may have been used on Friday night since it was rather crowded.



The microphone is still there?



Saunders: Yes.



Another point, When I was at the rear of the demonstration I saw a demonstrator arrested for using the words—may I use them—"fucking cops". Less than two minutes later a Maori, not a demonstrator, belted the bonnet of a car and yelled "fuck off you stupid cunts," I heard this and immediately turned to the policemen. One nudged the other and they laughed. Why was this man not arrested?



Saunders: You may have a point here. I don't know whether what you say is true or not but this could happen. A considerable degree of discretion is involved here.



If we were able to produce signed statements which mentioned one policeman's number more than twice would you investigate?



Saunders: Yes, I would.
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What they Said they Saw


13 June (Airport) witness saw two policemen attempt to arrest a speaker who was urging the crowd to disperse.


12 June (Manners Street) witness saw demonstrator pinned to the ground by five policemen who then dragged the demonstrator for 20-30 feet. Witness (Willis Street) saw police pick up non-resisting demonstrators by the hair. Also saw several police kick and punch demonstrators—officer B52.


12 June (Willis Street) witness saw "a couple of demonstrators" pushing other demonstrators towards the police. Witness also saw a policeman pick a demonstrator up by the hair.


12 June (Willis Street) witness grabbed by hair and flung some distance colliding with a police officer who threatened arrest for assault. Saw girl being flung in the same way, then punched. Attempted to intervene. Police replied "that's her bad luck; if she doesn't like it she shouldn't be here."


11 June (Parliament) witness saw several demonstrators throw objects towards Parliament. Recognised one as Howard Moses. 12 June (Willis Street) witness saw police push demonstrator to the ground. When the demonstrator got up he was punched repeatedly by the same policeman.


11 June (Parliament) witness saw demonstrator twist a policeman's finger in an attempt to make him let go the barricades.


12 June (Willis Street) witness grabbed by hair by policeman and flung along the road into a group of eight policemen one of whom-U 11—punched witness in the stomach.


11 June (Parliament) witness punched by plain clothes policeman as he pushed at the barrier, Policeman pushed fist into witness' face and twisted.


12 June (Willis and Bond) Constable B292 objected to witness taking his number and struck his pen to the ground. Another demonstrator sought to retrieve the pen-B292 stamped on the demonstrator's hand. Witness half tripped by B260 who shouted "Move on, get out of it."


12 June (Central Police Station) witness asked if lawyers had been arranged for friends. Police replied "We haven't got time to get lawyers." Later on footpath outside station witness with companion was told "Move along or you will be booked for inciting a riot."


12 June (Willis Street) witness had his glasses knocked to the ground. Bent to pick them Up. Punched by four policemen having possessions including $30 scattered on the ground, Pulled towards police van. Kidney—punched and pulled by the hair, Hit in the face before being put in the van. Injured person lying on the floor—others thrown by police on top of that person. Witness (Central Police Station) promised lawyer between 2 and 3 o'clock. On way to van had asked if under arrest and if so on what charge. No reply.


12 June (Willis Street) witness saw police pulling demonstrators by the hair . . . punching them. A girl was being pulled by the hair and having her arms twisted.


12 June (Willis Street): witness saw policeman break from the police line crying "Get out of the way." Policeman grabbed a demonstrator, flinging him to the ground.


11 June (Parliament Grounds) witness saw four different demonstrators throw paint and flour over the barricades.


12 June (Willis Street) witness saw a man pulled out of the crowd, punched in the stomach and face, and kneed.


12 June (Willis Street) witness dragged by hair to police van. He did not resist. His arm was twisted behind his back.


12 June (Willis Street) witness saw a policeman kicking demonstrators. Date and location unspecified. Witness saw policeman-U11-punch a demonstrator in the stomach.


12 June (Willis Street) witness saw B44 pulling demonstrator by the hair. Demonstrator was not resisting. Witness saw B44 place left hand on the camera and push. Witness also saw A25I pulling unresisting protester by the hair.


12 June ("Willis Street) witness saw demonstrator being kicked by a policeman. Witness and another policeman remonstrated with the first policeman who apologised. Witness saw another policeman pulling a girl by the hair. This policeman apologised also.


13 June (Airport) witness saw Maori policeman being asked for his number, which was not showing—policeman lashed out violently at several demonstrators around him. Some demonstrators had shouted "What's your number, you bastard" at the policeman,


12 June (location unspecified) witness saw a demonstrator kick a policeman in the backside twice.


12 June (Manners Street): witness saw a policeman repeatedly kicking demonstrators who passed him in Manners Street.


13 June (Airport): witness saw an African student who had sat down against the fence being dragged to his feet and punched in the small of the back by a police sergeant.


12 June (Wills Street): witness was hauled to his feet and held by his hair, then kicked in the thigh. He had been sitting down.


11 June (Parliament): witness saw a policeman strike a person who yelled out "Cops are pigs!" The man was struck in the face and throat, then dragged along the ground.


12 June (Willis Street); witness was kneed twice in the groin before being arrested. Witness said was trying to stop a verbal quarrel between two demonstrators.


12 June (Willis Street): witness saw Police Officer P41 drag a demonstrator a short distance by his hair. He later saw another officer kicking a girl.
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Majority Oppose Tour



The first 1000 returns of the questionnaire circulated at the University last week show that a majority of students are opposed to the All Black tour of South Africa and Rhodesia. 38% of students indicated that they are in favour of the tour, and 54% are opposed to it.


Other results are as follows:


	Do you think that bursaries are adequate?—Yes: 30%; No: 57%

	Have you ever been to an S.R.C meeting?—Yes: 67%; No: 32%

	Do you think that the S.R.C is a worthwhile institution?—Yes: 45%; No: 25%

	Did you agree with the invasion of Cambodia by U.S. troops?—Yes: 35%; No: 51%

	Have you ever read 
Focus?-Yes: 85%; No: 13%

	Do you think 
Focus conveys anything which other media don't?—Yes: 49%; No: 26%

	Do you think 
Focus is a worthwhile magazine which Victoria should continue to support?—Yes: 53%; No: 23%

	Would you pay 10 cents for 
Focus if the present free distribution were curtailed?—Yes: 23%; No: 61%

	Do you think the controlled use of marijuana should be legalised?—Yes: 36%; No: 49%

	Do you think 
Procesh should have been abolished?—Yes: 44%; No: 47%

	Do you think NZUSA is of any value?—Yes: 64%; No: 15%

	Do you think that university lecturers should undergo basic training in teaching techniques?—Yes: 87%; No: 7%

	Do you approve of compulsory military training?—Yes:28%; No: 66%

	It is interesting to note that 1% of students were uncertain whether they had ever been to an SRC meeting, and that 2% were uncertain whether they had ever read 
Focus
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SRC on Education


The SRC on 19 June passed four education recommendations which will go to NZUSA winter council.


They are as follows:


"
That NZUSA believes an inservice teacher training course for University Lecturers should be established in all NZ Universities."


"
That the gradings for salary changes, and the promotion of University teaching staff, should be based on their abilities and skills as University Teachers and Lecturers, as well as on their ability as researchers and on the amount of material published by them, which are currently the primary considerations in assessment."


"
That NZUSA recommends its constituents to investigate the feasibility of instituting unified statistics courses in their universities."


"
That there should be optional courses in Maori Language and culture available at all NZ Universities and that all teacher training college students should undertake a compulsory course in Maori Culture and be strongly encouraged to take a course in Maori language during their training course."


A further recommendation,


"
That the gradings of staff should be made, with some objective scale, by the head of their department," was referred back to the Education Sub-Committee for reconsideration.
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Demonstrations in South Africa



Major demonstrations were held on main South African campuses on 11 May.



The demonstrations took the form of campus rallies, picketings and the boycotting of classes. They were organised as the result of an appeal by the National Union of South African Students to protest the continued detention of 22 black African political prisoners.


The prisoners, members of the banned African National Congress (ANC), had first been arrested in May 1969; they later appeared in court charged with violation of the Government's all-purpose Suppression of Communism Act. The 22 Africans, including the wife of jailed ANC leader Nelson Mandela, were acquitted, then immediately detained again under the Terrorism Act. It is this legal instrument of indefinite detention of mere suspects (technically for 90-day periods, but re-arrest is automatic) that NUSAS has consistently attacked.


The May 11 protests took the form of campus rallies, picketings and the boycotting of classes in universities in Cape Town, Johannesburg, Durban and elsewhere. One of the most politically active campuses was the University of Witwatersrand, Johannesburg. Four members of the Wits Faculty of Law issued a strong statement charging that the Terrorism Act gave security police higher authority than the courts of law. They can make detentions simply on the initiative of a senior police officer. This inspired a number of students to carry placards reading, "Let Judges Be the Judge" and "Charge or Release."


The original purpose of the May 11 demonstrations was broadened to include expressions of "deep sympathy" with colleagues of the four students killed at Kent State University in Ohio (US). The decision to condemn the use of armed force "against the peaceful anti-war demonstrations" in the US was taken at a special meeting of the Students representative Council (SRC) of Witwatersrand University on May 5, just one day after the Kent campus shootings, Both the SRC and NUSAS cabled messages of sympathy and solidarity to Kent State University.


The Waits students scheduled a second series of protests for the following week, May 18. On the eve of the march, at midnight, permission for the second series was denied. Some 2,000 students gathered on the Wits campus in the morning to decide how to react to the court ban. The majority chose to comply with the order, but nearly 400 went ahead with the protests in defiance of the ban. Police intervened, arrested and fingerprinted hundreds of students, then released them. But a police spokesman announced that 357 of the students would be formally charged under the Riotous Assemblies Act. All subsequent requests for permission to demonstrate in protest against the latest incidents have thus far been turned down by the Johannesburg municipal authorities.


On May 20, more than 2,000 students in Durban held a meeting to discuss new tactics of peaceful protest. Out of this gathering-one of the largest seen in South Africa for several years—came the idea of a house-to-house campaign to build up support for "the right of non-violent protest." The so-called "doorstep" campaign involved hundreds of individual Durban students. At the University of Cape Town students staged a teach-in on the theme of "democracy and dissent."


Publications Board


Simon Arnold is the new Executive appointee on the Publications Board.


Bob Dykes was the only other applicant for the position.





[image: Photograph of an anti Springbok rugby tour protest]




Because of the amount of material generated by the anti-Tour demonstrations and other factors, we were unable to prepare a number of news stories for publication in this issue of 
Salient. We'll catch up on these stories (the most significant of which are reports on the Marijuana Seminar and on Baxter and Mitcalfe's discussion on New Zealand involvement in Indo-China) in the issue of 
Salient which will appear immediately after Study Week.
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Sensitive lecturers




Professor D.F. McKenzie, a representative of the Professorial Board, made this statement at a meeting of the Joint Committee of the Council, the Professorial Board and the Students' Association on 10 June.



Professor McKenzie, speaking in the course of a discussion on course evaluation, said he had known a member of staff who had been very upset by student criticism of his course. "It is undesirable to upset sensitive lecturers," Professor McKenzie said.


Students' Association representative Margaret Bryson said that "course evaluation should be anonymous, and the staff member concerned should not assess his own evaluation".


The Vice-Chancellor, Dr Taylor, said that "a sensitive lecturer might be motivated to miss out one particular part of the course that is criticised."


The Committee agreed to recommend that "the heads of departments scrutinise questionnaires carefully to ensure that they elicit full, frank, and responsible answers, and that they take such measures as they deem necessary to protect their staff members from any undesirable effects of irresponsible answers."
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[Letter from Graeme Collins, Publications Officer Student's Association Office, to the editor of Salient, 1970]








The Editor 
Salient.


Dear Sir,





As you know, but perhaps other students do not, the Publications Board has been investigating and assembling facts, opinions, and comments on 
Salient's production methods. This is to determine the practicability (as opposed to desirability) of producing 
Salient weekly. As this discussion has all but concluded and the report been written, it is only fair that individual students be given a chance to bring their views to the Board. Therefore, anyone who has anything constructive (Constructive, please) to say now has his chance.



The Board's report is well overdue so a prompt response to this invitation would be appreciated. Please reply to the Publications Officer, Students' Association Office.





Graeme Collins



Publications Officer
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[Note found in the Student Union Building]
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This note was found pinned on one of the notice boards in the Student Union Building. The owner may repossess it if he so desires, by entering the 
Salient office and asking for it—if he manages to wake any of the staff.
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[Letters to Paul Grocott and Margaret Bryson]





NZUSA President Paul Grocott VUWSA President Margaret Bryson have been receiving letters from an irate taxpayer. 
Salient readers may be interested in the gentleman's grievances. (None of the letters were signed):










This letter is representative of the opinion of tens of thousands of decent people. Something you and your longhaired bearded unwashed sneering arrogant bastard student males would not understand, decency. I read your arrogant anti-social statements the other day and I must say with countless others that you must be a depraved filthy human rat in your clamouring for marijuana to be legalised. What sort of mongrel scum must you university students be? You are supposed to be in our universities to study professions and what are you "student communist pigs doing. Making a cess-pit of sexual and drug filth, communist espionage and everything that is rotten. A sad day for universities to be breeding grounds for human rats. As far as apartheid is concerned you students pigs only want to make trouble and strife.




Margaret Bryson,


President,


Communist Anti New Zealand Movement,
Victoria University Students' Assn, Wellington













[image: "Most of them are on filthy drugs which rot their minds, you know. They won't be able to last out much longer."]

"Most of them are on filthy drugs which rot their minds, you know. They won't be able to last out much longer."




Well you student rats, yes you long haired unwashed bastard dogs, depraved troublemakers you've all excelled yourselves last Saturday. If ever I saw a pack of mangy mongrel snarling human dogs it was you student scum at the All Black farewell, what the hell sort of foreign weird anti social vennum are you at all? Any healthy red-blooded young New Zealander of either sex would be only too glad to wish their own N.Z. team the best regardless of any political views. Any how you dirtly anti-police anti-social bastards only want to make trouble. You mongrey scum of either sex if you had to live right in among South African natives you'd damn soon change your views. Go to Auckland and live in Ponsonby or Grey Lynn among the natives there. Oh my word.


These are the black darlings who you student depraved rats so much love this is only one instance of what is going on right here in N.Z. districts in Auckland such as Ponson by and Grey Lynn that were built up as respectible white areas by white people hating (like you students pigs) bastards. I was reared up in Grey Lynn when it was a decent respectible district, and now aided and egged on by student rats like yourself, Law, Rudman Grocott and Co it is just a stamping ground for coloured niggers.



To: The Scum of our Society. University Students Yet another example of your black swines attitude towards white women since last Saturday when you vicious student scum sank to a record all time low in evil malice towards your own country men these coloured characters have been insulting white people in the knowledge that you repulsive university mongrel bastards are backing them up. Its a great pity this woman in the tunnel had not been you, you depraved student rat or one of your fellow university student sluts. It might change your opinion a bit regarding coloured people. This is one of the main reasons why white South Africans have to keep coloured natives in their place. You student rats will cause the same here.


(Enclosed: newspaper cutting headed "Tunnel Attack on Woman")
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Food Price Increases



The caterer, Mr Levenbach, has applied to the Catering Sub-Committee for price increases for a wide range of items.



Most of the proposed increases involve uncontrolled prices. Most meat dishes would be raised 4 or 5 cents if the proposals are approved.


An increase in the price of filled rolls from 9 to 10 cents was also proposed.


Catering Sub-Committee representative Margaret Bryson said that her committee had looked into the price rises and they felt that they were justified.


The increased prices will come into effect after study week.
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Council Election



Denis Phelps, the Students' Association Secretary, has been re-elected to the University Council.



He received 69 votes to Mr J.D. Barnett's 61 at an SRC meeting on Monday. 8 June.


Mr Phelps said prior to the election that he regarded it as his job to carry forward the views of the SRC as expressed. He said it was the duty of students to "attack the prevailing outhodoxies of society" and to "raise hell in society."
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Sex



A series of sex six lectures is to be held on campus during July.



A series of six sex lectures is to be held on campus during July.


Speakers at the lectures will be Mr Duncan of the Hutt Marriage Guidance Council, Mr Reid of the Wellington Marriage Guidance Council, Dr Sparrow from the Student Health Service, Dr Carol Shand, and Dr Vera Levett, a psychologist.


The topics in the series are expected to range across many aspects of human sexuality. Among the subjects to be discussed are contraception, love and sexuality, the biology of sex and conception, and venereal disease.


A portion of each lecture period is expected to be taken up with questions from the floor.
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Moratorium



It has been proposed that a National Moratorium Committee be set up to oppose the war in Indo-China.



A teach-in on the war was held at Waikato University on 6 and 7 June. Those present passed a resolution advocating the setting-up of the Committee, and the organisation of demonstrations by it to coincide with 4 July Moratorium Day in the United States, Australia, Britain etc.


The Interim Organiser, Rex Dunn of Auckland, hopes that mass demonstrations on 4 July will encourage many sympathetic people, hitherto inactive, to march.


Mr Dunn has suggested that the proposed committee should establish a Central Committee which would be responsible for organising demonstrations, establishing common tactics and policy, relations with the National Moratorium Committee, and making press statements.
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Student Reps Divided



"The highest Committee should be able to run its own affairs without students around."



This was the opinion of Colin Knox, student member of the Joint Committee of the Council, Professorial Board and Students' Association, at a meeting of the Joint Committee on 10 June.


The Joint Committee was discussing the question whether students should be represented on the Committee of Vice-Chancellor and Deans. Mr Knox said that the discussions of the Committee are "highly specialised" and that students would be of no help.


Earlier in the meeting, the Vice-Chancellor, Dr Taylor, had said that the matter should be postponed as the whole administrative structure of the Committee is under review.


Student representative, Bill Logan, said the matter was "too important ' to delay, "It is an important area for students, and students should participate in re-constituting the Committee," he said.


Denis Phelps, a Council representative, said that "If we are to have communication we must have students on all important bodies."


The discussion will be continued at the next meeting of the Joint Committee.
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O'Brien on Campus



Mr John O'Brien, the new Social Credit League leader, spoke to students at Victoria on 15 June.


Mr O'Brien expounded basic Social Credit monetary policy. He also dealt at length with foreign policy.


He said that the Vietnam problem was not of a military nature. "It is," he said, "a socio-economic problem." Mr O'Brien felt that the war was not "Communist-inspired,"—this term, in his opinion, being too liberally used to describe such situations. He added that the League felt that New Zealand troops should never have been sent to Vietnam.


When questioned on demonstrations Mr O'Brien said that they had turned into battles between students and the authorities, He said that demonstrations could not achieve any change and advised his audience "to become involved in politics."


Mr O'Brien said that the former Social Credit leader, Mr Cracknel], was not "forced to resign". He explained Mr Cracknell's resignation as a "difference of opinion as to policy." Mr O'Brien and his supporters had considered that the political section of the League should make the political decisions, and the administration the administrative decisions. Mr Cracknell, said Mr O'Brien, could not agree with this.
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Focus—NZUSA Committee



"
Focus could be an important propaganda organ," said Charles Draper at a meeting of the SRC sub-committee on NZUSA on 9 June.



Mr Draper, chairman of the 
Focus Administration Board, said that 
Focus "will never be important unless it gets a real break, such as an important scoop". He said that 
Focus had a role to play in making university thinking "more comprehensible" to the outside world. "But this does not mean that 
Focus should be solely an organ of the Universities. It must also stand for independence and liberal thought," he said.


Speaking about the proposed NZUSA office building, Mr Draper said that it would help to "sell" NZUSA, and that eventually NZUSA, with decreased overheads, would have greater income. He remarked that, in his opinion, NZUSA will have to 'commercialise' to succeed as a national body.


Trevor Richards, NZUSA International Vice-President, and Bruce Wallace, Education Vice-President of NZUSA, attended when the Committee met again on 16 June. The possible formation of a New Zealand Tertiary Students Association, which would combine the Students Associations of Universities, Teachers Training Colleges and Technical Institutes was discussed. Bruce Wallace said that although tertiary students all had common aims and ideas, he felt that the organization would not be particularly feasible.


Questioned on the forthcoming Asian Students Association Conference, at which NZUSA will not be represented, Trevor Richards said that he thought it doubtful "that anything worthwhile will come out of it".


In discussing 
Focus, Mr Richards said that in his opinion the layout had improved, but he felt that the magazine was "a little Wellington-based". He is in favour of continued free distribution to students. Mr Wallace agreed that there had been a slight improvement in layout, but he felt that this did not apply to content He said that he had never expected the magazine to improve, but thought that NZUSA should persevere with it, as in his opinion it does have a future.



Students Association to join NZRRC



The Students' Association is to seek associate membership of the N.Z. Race Relations Council.


This was decided at the SRC meeting of 19 June.


Speaking against full membership, Margaret Bryson said that it would be better to seek only associate membership until the full effect of the Council could be seen.


"Its aims seem to be in line with our stated policy," she said, "and for this reason we should support it."
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Excluders Excluded



A student whose appeal comes before the Exclusion Review Committee is entitled to object to the presence of two of the Committee's members other than the convenor.


This was decided by the Joint Committee of the Council, the Professorial Board and the Students' Association on 10 June.
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Complaint



The Association Treasurer, Gary Langford, has complained to the Executive about the way in which an appointment to an Executive Sub-committee was made.



Mr Langford said at a recent Executive meeting that he had not been consulted in a 'sounding-out of opinion' on the merits of either of the two candidates for the position of Executive appointee on the Publications Board.


Mr Langford's complaint arose from an agreement at an Executive meeting on 10 June that, as only one of the applicants for the position was present at the meeting, the Secretary, Denis Phelps, would arrange a meeting of the Executive members who had interviewed the first candidate to meet the second candidate and the vote.


As Mr Langford was not present at the first interview, he was not asked to attend the second.


Mr Langford said that, as his opinion had not been sought, he therefore questioned the validity of the appointment. The Executive agreed to confirm the earlier appointment.
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Salient looks at


America dying, or merely insane?
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Primeval Gloom... the Swamp... Altamont


Sandy Darlington
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Altamont—The Stones' free concert. 
Sympathy for the Devil. "Something wierd always seems to happen when we play this song," said Mick Jagger as the Angels murdered a black man on the stage about twenty feet away from him.


The 
Sunday Examiner and the 
Oakland Tribune lied about it. So did radio and TV. Including 
Ksan, at least during the time of the concert, They were programmed for Woodstock West, instant Woodstock. So they reported it, even though it never happened. A beautiful day. Only one murder.


I got there a half hour early. Parked a half mile away. Walked into the front row mumbling some litany about Press and sat down, my arm leaning on the monitor speakers. The traffic jam was another media myth, you see.


A fat guy about three hundred pounds of heavenly joy, stripped. Naked blubber. Gross. Idiot smile, His bouncy body and his little pecker. Like a parody. But it was all right if he wanted it that way, from my point of view.


However, the sight of him freaked some stud who immediately wanted to beat him up. Not an Angel. Just some young man who immediately stiffened and started growling, like a German Shepherd getting ready for a dog fight. His girl friend threw herself on him: "No, Johnny, no!" Rebel without a cause.


Later a bunch of people, mostly Angels, beat the fat guy up.


The first fight was with pool cues. I think somebody hit an Angel to start it. Anyway, an Angel toppled into Ed Leimbacher's lap as he sat unable to move and everybody else split. During Santana's set. Oh, yes, all the music was good. I was about five feet away. Suddenly the crowd exploded. Young people, hairy . . . now hippies . . . the windbreaker—wearing set, last two years of high school, first two of college. They had been throwing food to each other shortly before. Suddenly, in one spot they exploded and began rushing away screaming "No! Stop! Help!" A circle of open ground. In the middle people were hitting each other. A photographer at the side, getting focused. An Angel said "No pictures!" Two of them jumped the photographer. Another guy said something like "Hey! Stop that!" An Angel cracked him over the head with a pool cue. He sat down.




[image: "Disgusting! I bet they're having an orgasm right now."]

"Disgusting! I bet they're having an orgasm right now."




People all around began to raise their hands in the V sign. That was their big response. It was so fucking pathetic.


Another fight during the Airplane set. Balin tried to stop it. They beat him up. Kanter got pissed off and said so over the mike. An Angel went for him.


"You're hitting my lead singer."


"He insulted my brothers."


"This is my band."


"This is my family."


Finally Grace Slick wooed them away with a rap about fucking is better than fighting. Don't touch bodies except to make love. Smiling at various Angels. Whorehouse tactics. And brave. And smart. Lili Marlene. It pissed me off that the Airplane kept playing during one fight. It pissed me off that Jorma wore a big iron swastika around his neck. Oh yes, it's a sun symbol. And we're only in it for the music. They ended their set with a song about revolution. Horseshit.


Balin was brave. Or foolish? Yes, but there were few fools that brave that day. Hardly anybody stepped into the fighting to stop it like he did. And if Grace hadn't stepped forward, the temper was such that the Angels were about to massacre the Airplane.


Why didn't the Airplane walk off stage then? I doubt they could have. They were at bay.


No fights during Flying Burrito Brothers. One fight during Crosby, Stills etc.


We half-watched the music, half-watched for the next fight. People said "When the Stones come on, somebody will get killed." It was in the air.


The whole crowd was uptight from the start. They wanted Instant Woodstock. Too crowded. Body to body. At the end of a set, we'd stand up. Whereupon people would push forward. Then others would yell "Sit Down!" We'd sit down on each other, or yell "I can't until you move back! Yes, it was inhuman. So this is the Aquarian Age.


I kept thinking we are so stupid, so unable to cope with anything practical. Push forward, yes, smoke dope, yes. But maintain? Never. We don't know how. We've been coddled, treadmilled, straight-teethed and vitamin-pilled, but we don't know what to 
Do on our own. Reports of a revolution are vastly premature. We don't like the power structure. But we have to live together. We will be governed by others until we learn how to govern ourselves.


Sam Cutler, the Stones' road manager, was MC. I liked his London accent. Many didn't like him because of his manner and choice of words. I can't remember exactly what he said, but it was things like, "People, we must resolve our tensions with equanimity."


Then: "Move back. Get off the light towers. We need a doctor. This is a Party."


Dull technical English vibes. The English live together fairly well. They do it by being repressed. Mind your head, don't jump the queue. It's not much help in a high energy situation.


During the Stones' set, there were several fights at first. It was dark then. Primeval gloom. The swamp. Suddenly a circle would open up. In the middle, a bunch of Angels kicking somebody.


A girl jumped on stage to touch Mick. Four or five Angels pounded on her. Jagger said "Hey Hey, 
One of you guys can handle her, you don't need eight." After he said it three times, they desisted a bit. No more girls tried to get on the stage.


At one point, some Angels drove their bikes into the front of the crowd to take the pressure off stage. That sounds terrible, and the noise was a drag. But in fact it was a good idea, except that after ten minutes people had swamped where the bikes were.


The crowd got into hating Angels without much trouble. All those nice kids with their V signs that didn't do anything, and their day was being spoiled by the Hells Angels. Deplore violence. Oh life would be so beautiful if only the bad guys weren't here.


I don't like Authority ever, so I didn't like the Angels much either. But how to relate right then? How to help? I'm not a fighter. And talking was out. Hence, I was as helpless as anyone. Impotent. That's the word. When the musicians tried to calm things down, they were the same way. They had power of sorts as long as they played. But as soon as they stepped out from the shelter of their guitars and said "Cool It," it was like a commercial.


During the Stones' set, the fights were all the more terrifying. Because of the darkness. Somebody threw a smoke bomb into the first few rows at the beginning of 
Sympathy for the Devil Some brother, as we say.


And in the middle of the circle, there



would be one or two lying on the ground bleeding.


Who got the Angels to act as Security? The Stones and the Grateful Dead. Gleason puts them down for that. Well, I saw the Angels do the same job at the Be—In, at Santa Clara Rock Festival, and their beautiful birthday party dance at the Carousel with Big Brother in 1968. They were rough. They are rough people. But within bounds. And I thought that they did a good job.


Ahead of time, I think it seemed quite reasonable for them to buy Security at Altamont. I figure it this way: Everybody was busy with negotiations and carpentry, and somebody said "What about Security?" And somebody else said, "Call the Angels." And everybody said "Yeh, great, well that's one problem taken care of." And that was it.


At the concert proper there was an air of frustration, nerves and tension from the start. It had nothing to do with the Angels. A lot of people were passing out free drugs. It's wrong to give out tree drugs at a crowd. It simply is wrong. People who do it should be stopped. Because it's so tempting. If someone would have laid acid on me at the beginning, I would have taken it.


Why is it wrong? Because the situation is too crowded. You can't move your body. And you can't move your mind. And when heavy things happen, like fights, it starts a current going in everyone. Also the younger a person is, the more likely he or she is to take the drug as a festive gesture, and the less likely he or she is to be able to maintain. In short, it increases the chances of bad trips. And that is wrong.


The bad vibes of the situation got to the Angels. Well, no, that's unfair. They got to all of us, but the Angels were supposed to be the Force of the moment, so they soaked up the bad vibes and got upset easily. If you want to blame somebody, you can blame them. But if you do, you are lying. It's false to blame them for beating people up. Because we all know that about them ahead of time, That's why we ask them to "keep peace," because they are tough and they can fight. We expect that of them.


But when the situation got tough and wierd, then suddenly we as a crowd expected 
Them to fall in with our version of how things should be done. Well, life doesn't work that way. We gave them authority. When you give someone authority, it's because you are unwilling to do it yourself. And when you give someone authority, they carry it out 
Their way, not yours. That's fair, after all. They were asked to do 
The dirty job so the rest of us could lay back and be joyful and irresponsible.


As we do so often. Don't we, boys and girls?


I don't know anything about the Angels personally, and I'm talking as a spectator. It seems to me that a man wants to be an Angel partly because they are tough and because of the bikes and jackets but there is a deeper reason also. They are proud to be Angels, because they know they are honest. And they are. You don't get any bullshit. Quite true, they aren't pacifists. But they aren't saying they are, either. They are saying, among other things, "Don't fuck with us or we'll fight you." And that crowd fucked with them. The whole day fucked with them. We were frustrated. And we wanted violence. We got it. Don't make scapegoats of them.


All you groovies who are saying that politics is dead, look around you, and within you: there's a lot more dead and dying than you realize. And forget the slogan about how rock music is revolution. It ain't so. Revolution is change, and it's based on people. Huge amounts of them. And the huge amounts haven't learned anything yet. If you really like the slogan that music is revolution, try it out on the Panthers. Go tell Bobby Seale that Aretha is where it's at.


It's reality check time in the old west.


Yeah, and what about the Stones? Ah yes, speaking of theater. Violence and frustration, Jagger pulled off his belt during 
Midnight Rambler and began hitting the stage with it. As in, "You heard about the Boston" Whap! It's the same as Pete Seeger with that axe. But not on the surface. And mass crowds relate to surface.


So the Stones loot the United States and sing violent songs. People say "Why don't you sing for tree?" So they do. They protract the arrangements for the concert the same way they draw out their set, aiming for peak frustration. "You think you're a bunch of flower children, you fucking American fascist creeps. Look how disgusting you are. Mind fuck. Pleased to introduce myself, hope you catch my name."
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Some Notes on the Vanguard of American Democracy



From 
Time, 5 January:



Home and family are the focus of Middle American morality. Thus the women of Middle America are often more disturbed than their husbands by the assaults on that morality. They usually reduce large issues to the immediate scale of their lives: inflation is a steak not served, law and order a five-year-old son who must walk six uncertain blocks to school. Their voices are not so much shrill as perplexed.


Mrs. Mildred Budion, 39, the wife of a New York City patrolman, worries about her changing neighbourhood in the Sheepshead Bay area of Brooklyn. The Budions send their five children to Catholic schools: With the public school system today, they don't get the discipline. If the nuns feel like belting them, they could. And then there's "the mixture" in public schools. I lived on this block practically all my life, and there were very few changes. But more and more it's changing now. More and more superintendents are black, and that's how it all starts. I'm not against all blacks. If they're halfway decent, who minds them? I lived on 18th Street with a coloured family. They were nice. If you get the right people, okay. But not the families that come here. These are from down South. Most of them are on welfare and have no sense of values. With the Negro people coming, I feel well have to get out. It won't be a safe city.



Mrs. 
Dorothy King, 47, a mother of three and wife of an Atlanta manufacturer's representative, reads a book a week-a somewhat un-Middle American habit in a television age-but finds fewer and fewer books to her taste: I read one book about a brother and sister living together. This is sick," I told myself. I can accept these things as facts of life, but I don't have to read about them. Sex is so cheap and available now, it seems to have lost something. When I was married, I felt my husband and I shared something very special, something I'd never shared with anyone else. Girls don't have that attitude any more. We looked up to actresses like Irene Dunne and Loretta Young, not women walking down the aisle on the verge of delivery.


Mrs. Mary Cobb Bugg, 37, an Atlanta mother of two and part-time antique dealer, is dismayed by the drug culture: This generation is getting as hung up on drugs as ours did on liquor. My mother used to scream at me not to use liquor, and I'll be doing the same with my children about drugs. There is no immorality in either one; the dangers are practical. People can get on these drug trips and not come back. I'm just scared to death of drugs, including marijuana, which might lead to addiction to harder things. Anyway, I just don't think we need the kind of buffer that drugs afford us. Life is not all that bad that we need something to break the reality of it.



Mrs. Madeleine Winter, 47 a newspaper librarian in Pitts field, Massachusetts, is angered by student unrest: Dissent is disgusting. If you have a complaint, write your Congressman or the President. School is to get an education. Nobody asked the student dissenters to go to college, so what right do they have to dissent? Every time I see protesters, I say, "Look at those creeps."



Mrs. Mary Hargrove, 46, lives in Silver Spring, Maryland, and works as a florist's assistant in Washington: I won't come downtown after dark and neither will my friends. The city is deserted after dark. Everybody is afraid to walk on the streets. I think the Supreme Court is ruining the country with its decisions. Criminals are being released on technicalities. My husband is an oil-burner mechanic, and he used to be on call 24 hours a day. No more. He doesn't work after dark.


Mrs. Barbara Baisley, 34, the wife of a Glencoe, Illinois, lawyer, worries about the America in which her four children are growing up: I want my children to live and grow up in an America as I knew it, where we were proud to be citizens of this country.


I'm damned sick and tired of listening to all this nonsense about how awful America is. If you feel that way, why stay here? We were brought up to think that anything that is worthwhile in life is worth working for a sacrificing for. It's never going to be one big beautiful world, like some of the flower children seem to be demanding. Life isn't like that.
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On 6 March, the editors of the 
Daily Californlan—the daily student newspaper of the University of California at Berkeley—were forced to print the Bank of America advertisement on this page. In an editorial entitled 'For the Record' published on the same day, the staff of the 
Daily Californian wrote an epitaph for press freedom in the United States.


In the past few days this newspaper has undergone an agonizing discussion regarding the acceptance of one of the many Bank of America ads printed in papers throughout the state in the past week.


The ad that we had to decide upon is B of A's catechism on "Violence in America."


It asks us to choose between protest, revolt and violence on the one hand, and the "non-violence" of the American political process on the other.


The implication of the ads is that we should not be for revolution, for radical change—that we should be non-violent in our protests.


The immediate, emotional response of many of us on the paper was bitter anger at the blatant hypocricy reflected in the Bank's taking a Ghandian position of non-violence.


Many of us have long recognized that we do not live in a democracy. We live in a society that is dominated by the ethos of large corporations—such as the Bank of America.


The United States has become a modern-day combination of Huns and Roman armies that each day we continue to unleash on much of the world. The criminality of our actions has long been obvious in Vietnam and Laos.


The actions follow from the economic "newspeak" of B of A-from people like Harry S. Baker, a director of the Bank of America who sits on the board of the largest police weapons manufacturer in the world. Bank of America Director DiGergio, who owns properties larger than the state of Delaware, who has consistently obstructed things like the minimum wage demands of the migrant workers.


From one point of view, if somebody wants to pay for an ad in the paper to express a political opinion, we have no right as responsible journalists to censor the ad.


Ideally, in a free and equitable society, this problem would never arise.


But some of us have experienced too much and seen too much. Some of us no longer believe that America is a free, democratic society "where all men are equal."


The idealism of our earlier youth, the hope that ran through most of us, the hopes that many of us had—John' Kennedy, Martin Luther King, Robert Kennedy—like our idealistic dreams, were destroyed . . . murdered.


America is sick. We have a psychic sickness that runs through all of us, we are rapidly approaching the deep end.


At times some of us pause, reflect on history and say that every generation has said this and maybe this is just part of life, of maturing.


But we can't help but look around us, and feel thesese thoughts—we cry, we rage, we smash windows, we desperately cling to our sanity, we gobble down tranquillizers, we stuff ourselves full of marijuana.


We walk the streets of Berkeley alone and confused, we look to the hills.


We look for flowers, for spring, we look for the flowers once within us-for the love, the compassion, the ability to trust and relate to others.


Those of us who objected to running the ad did not do so because we were afraid that our readers would be getting an opinion or a version that we did not wish them to get.


We saw a process going on here that is as concerted, as criminal, and probably as well planned as the bombings of Laos and Vietnam.


The Bank of America has decided to extend its monopoly practices not only to the economy and to the running of this country for their own benefit, but also control taking of the opinions that are expressed in the media.


Through their money and power they have the ability to let other people die and kill for them—we have found that we have virtually no power to stop this now.


Yesterday we found that we also did not have the power to prevent them from entering our newspaper on their own terms.


It is truly tragic that some still feel that there is not a struggle going on in this country-a struggle for power, a struggle for survival, a struggle for our humanity that is directly contrary to the Bank of America and everything that it stands for.


In addition, we discovered that the editors and business managers do not have the power to decide what goes into this paper. We are not so pretentious and naive to think that we speak for the student body or this community.


This paper is the product of the people who put it out. The selection of stories, the way they are written and presented, are a result of the divergent and collective personalities of the people on this paper.


As somewhat experienced journalists we are trying to redefine what a newspaper is, and what it should be. We feel that claims of objectivity and impartiality are myths.


However, we do feel that it is possible to be fair and to strive to be complete in our coverage.


Rather than attempt to disguise our opinions in made-up quotes—a common practice of most newspapers—we like to be honest with our readers and to clearly label our opinions both in news articles and in editorials.


Many of us feel that it is important to go beyond the charge and counter—charge syndrome that is typical of the ordinary news article.


We feel an obligation to explain in an analytical and interpretive manner the processes and facts behind the ordinary topical news in the hope of arriving at an understanding of the events that go on in this way.


Many of us used to abhor the cynicism so common in newspapermen. In the last couple of days we have come to understand possibly how this might come about. People recognize the power of this paper and are continually trying to use it for their own personal and political ends.


As editors we have the responsibility to our readers to evaluate and judge our decisions on what is going on.


In the case of the Bank of America ad, which was not a commercial advertisement, we discovered that we were not permitted to evaluate and judge it on its political and news value.


Because of the University rules we are forced to operate under, and because of the power of the Bank of America—which can intimidate us into printing their propaganda in this covert way, under the guise of free speech—we found out that even though many of us did not want to run this ad, that even though this paper unanimously voted not to run this ad, we did not have the power, legally, according to University rules, to decide not to run what we don't want to run in this paper.


Ultimately, the product we each expend our lives on and for which we must often assume responsibility, is not our possession.
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Kent State:



'
Fear and Expected Repression'


This letter—from a member of the staff of Kent State University—was received by a lecturer at Victoria a few weeks after the murders at Kent.


We are sick and have been for nearly three weeks. What happened here is mind-bending. It has really shaken my faith in many different things. Four innocent kids were killed because the National Guard were nervous, tired, and ignorant—because Rhodes was running for the Senate in the primary against Taft that was held on May 5 (one day after the massacre). Thank God he lost. Moreover he only lost by 3,000 votes in the State. It does my heart good to know that he lost our County by 2800.


What happened here was like a nightmare. The kids went on a window breaking spree on Friday night, burned the 
Rotc building on Saturday, and marched in campus on Sunday. Some threats were made against local shop owners by unknown students who said that unless peace signs were displayed their stores would be totaled, In general, there was an atmosphere of fear that was generated over a very short period of time. To these events, Governor Rhodes responded by coming to Kent, ordering in the Guard, and essentially engaging in sabre-rattling. We weren't, he said, going to be intimidated by these mindless bums, etc. What we needed was to restore law and order and jail any and all who broke any law. Ohio has had enough of these uneducated schmucks, so to speak. Well, his remarks have become history, as have the events which took place on campus on May 4—a day which will long live in infamy.


It is impossible for me to convey the feeling of my students on that Monday. The presence of the Guard on campus solidified the students against the Guard. Students who would never have demonstrated before found themselves confronting the Guard. There was in fact a kind of carnival atmosphere that pervaded the campus. Helicopters were diving out of the sky while kids were playing hide and seek with them Girls were putting flowers in the guns of Guardsmen, saying that flowers were better than rifles.


People were yelling and taunting the Guard asking them when the time they read a book was. What really turned them (the students) on was an announcement that no groups could meet with more than three students. The kids wanted desperately to hold a speak out against Nixon's decision in Cambodia. They wanted to release some of their pent up frustrations by talking. To their request, the Guard ordered the crowd to disperse. The kids refused. The Guard started marching, firing tear gas into the crowd. The kids would pick up the tear gas and throw it back at the Guard. Each time this was done, a huge roar would come from the students. A few of the students, however, threw some rocks at the Guard and at least in view of the latter those rocks justified the indiscriminate firing into a crowd. I was stunned. I couldn't find words to describe the horror that shook the campus. Four kids dead, only one of whom was actually in the crowd 
per se. Nine wounded, one of whom will lose a leg, another who will be paralysed for life. What on God's earth could justify these events? I would be the last to defend the breaking of windows, the burning of a building, or even the throwing of rocks. But to shoot people for committing these acts is inconceivable to me. Moreover, the only thing that the crowd on Monday did that was wrong was to be on the commons in a large group. The Guard didn't have to shoot them. There were other ways that the group could have been disbanded. They wouldn't even let faculty or students try to break them up first. No. They were going to do it their way. Of course after they had murdered the kids, then they asked the faculty to intercede. Unbelievable—absolutely unbelievable. What's even more frightening is the reaction of Nixon's silent majority. The general remarks made by a very large part of our 'great society' is that more of the kids should have been killed. Our great lumpenproletariat feels that the kids had it coming to them. What is the response that one gives to those ideas? I am so frustrated. So are the kids. America, the real America represented by Nixon and Agnew, is really scarry. Property is more important than life, goods more important than kids in the flowering of life. I don't know. I simply don't know. Where do we go from here? The kids are asking the same question. I wish I knew the answer. The side events of the tragedy are also disheartening. We now have 90 FBI agents visiting the campus. They are talking to faculty about what they teach, how they teach it, etc. Students have been approached and asked to make available to the FBI class lecture notes. The atmosphere here is one of fear and expected repression. I simply can't describe what is happening. The campus is like a morgue. Only graduate students are permitted here-no undergraduates. Some of our faculty have gotten their wish—these are the types that say wouldn't the university be a great place to live and work if there were no students here?!?! The fact that four young people are dead has almost been lost already in the feeling that we must go on with business as usual. Disbelief.




[image: "I say we must oppose the subversives in the market place of ideas; and only after failing to win there should we throw them in jail."]
"
I say we must oppose the subversives in the market place of ideas; and only after failing to win there should we throw them in jail."




Sorry to release my emotions on you. But you caught me on a bad day. I'll write again soon to let you know what 'normal' things are happening as well. Please let us hear from you soon. Don't wait until the next tragedy.
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Lon Louty wanted a military career because his father had been medically unfit for service in American forces during World War II. "I felt I had a job to do for two people," he says.



After high school graduation in Columbus, Ohio, he enrolled in the Coast Guard. He dropped out when "I found out I'd have to spend two years with icebergs." Transferring to Ohio University, he joined Army 
Rotc and was voted the outstanding cadet in the programme. He won several medals and a promotion to bat all ion commander before graduating in 1968 with honours in architecture and design.



Today Lon Louty is a graduate student and teaching fellow in A & D at the University still appalled at his nine months of active duty. He does not regret his resignation from the Army.


List autumn, seven non-commissioned officers at Fort Benning, Georgia, refused to go to Vietnam. Two were court martialed for smoking pot; both are still in the Army, one is still in the brig. Two suffered mental breakdowns; one stood up on a live firing range but still hasn't been discharged, the other was released. Three were given general discharges.


Lon Louty was one of the fortunate three whose resignations were accepted without penalty. Louty had been in the Army only four months when he quit. He had always been anti-Vietnam. Now he is anti-military, too. But he is still pro-establishment. Louty, who expected to work in cities as a commissioned civil engineer after graduation from 
Rotc, explains he "thought the military was more than a slaughter-house. I thought you could be a military man without being a butcher."


His architecture professors at Ohio University were the first to challenge that idea. "They said 
Rotc stood for the forces of destruction, while architecture stood for creation," he recalls. "But I rationalized it all away. My 
Rotc instructors had told me, "Don't worry, you won't have to fight, not with your grades and expertise,' That was bullshit." Later, after he'd been commissioned a second lieutenant, Louty was told he'd have to serve time in Vietnam.


Confronted with Vietnam as a personal dilemma, Louty decided to get out of the Army. He resigned his commission in June, 1968, shortly after graduation—over the protests of his 
Rotc commander who earns demerits every time a junior officer resigns. As a non-com, Louty had to deal with the Army's kick-'em-in-t he-kidney crops, rather than 
Rotc's "effete" academicians. The regular Army officers crawled through the underbrush of Guam or the swamps of Vietnam to get on top.


They do not like anyone who resents going to Vietnam. The 54lh Infantry at Ft. Knox, Kentucky, where Louty was sent in June, turned into a perplexing hell. No one met him and his wife with cheerful greetings. In fact, no one had even arranged housing for them. His first assignment was funeral duty with several Vietnam veterans.


"We were supposed to comfort bereaved mothers and widows," he laughs derisively. "They gave us prepared speeches where we just filled in the names. Most of these guys were so calloused after being in Vietnam they would bet on when the women would Mart to crack up. Usually it was when—they played taps or when they put the flag on the casket.


"Once a woman ripped the flag off and spat on it and swore at us. That wasn't supposed to happen. It was pretty hairy and shook up everybody."


Louty was put in charge of a company pregnant with young draftees, many from impoverished hill country and most with domestic problems like indebtedness or shaky marriages. The 
Awol rate ran at higher than 35 per cent. "I was supposed to remain objective and treat them like so many numbered cattle," Louty explains, "so I'd be able to send them into a machine gun nest without feeling any emotion."




[image: Vietnam: the Final Solution.]
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The first crisis came in July when Cleveland black rioted. When Louty's company was ordered in to back up the National Guard, his black pfe's and he asked to be relieved. "I couldn't shoot a man for stealing a television set," he says. "That equates the value of his life to the price of the TV." Feeling the cross-pressures at having "copped out" on his first mission, Louty decided to confide in his chaplain. Within an hour, a report censuring him was on his captain's desk. "I was chewed out for expressing moral doubts about the miliary," Louty says. "That wasn't so bad, but the chaplain was supposed to listen to me in confidence."


What was supposed to be, as recorded in 
Rotc textbooks, was seldom what was, Louty found out. He became embittered and disillusioned. Especially unfuriating was the Army's re-enlistment practice. Instead of having been told, Louty discovered he would have to serve at least five years and two terms in Vietnam. Most of all he resented officers who bribed pfe's into signing up for an extra two years with the bogus promise they wouldn't go to Vietnam. Although widely known and applied, the ruse still works, according to Louty. The gullible joe is first shipped out to England or Germany, and they inevitably transferred to Vietnam sometimes as quickly as three weeks.


In September Louty and his company were ordered to Ft. Benning to train as Rangers. "Every day there, you live with the rail, rah, kill, kill' business. One day, I thought, my God, where am I?" He appealed for a transfer to his immediate superior, who told him, "Unless you serve in Vietnam, you aren't fit to live in this country."


So he went to Lt. Col. Wilbur Thiel. "Thiel thought I was part of the Communist conspiracy," Louty says. "I thought Dr. Strangelove was a funny movie until I met Thiel. Then I found out he was in the majority among the officers." Once he revealed publicly his objection to Vietnam, Louty was at the mercy of his superiors, who have virtually unlimited methods to make his decision unbearable. Thiel, a 23-year veteran, was so furious he threw Louty out of his office and filed a report with the base commander charging Louty was "a disgrace to his country, the U.S. Army and Officer Corps."


Louty resigned in Octber. "I began thinking, hell's bells, five years in prison can't be any worse than this." He was re-assigned to Thiel's secretarial pool, where he spent 12 hours each day mimeographing handouts for new recruits. Another secretary "got so sick of the half-truths" that he mimeographed his own handouts to countermand the official line. He was caught, court martialed and booted out.


Louty's discharge, which finally came through in March, was not that ignominious. In fact, it wasn't even dishonourable. Despite peer pressure, more and more officers are asking to be excused from Vietnam. But the command policy has held firm either fight our war or take the consequences. Some, not as fortunate as Louty, end up behind bars. Louty retors, "I could not order my men to get killed for a war that wasn't moral.


"In 
Rotc we learned to lead. In the Army they teach you to order. In 
Rotc it was supposed to be motivate. In the Army it's demand. Those who say we should keep 
Rotc on campus so the Army won't turn into professional killers should give up worrying," he says. "The Army already is all professional killers."



(Originally published in 
The Michigan Daily).
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The following article, written by 
Ramparts Editor Robert Scheer, describes the treatment given to demonstrators at Berkeley by National Guardsmen following a demonstration last year.


The National Guard had simply closed off a large area of downtown Berkeley, arresting shoppers and protesters alike. I had a valid press pass, given to me that day by the Berkeley police, but with my long hair and all, the sergeant would not let me leave the ring. Angry, I sat down with those caught, chatting for hours, surrounded by bayonets. A cop pulled me out and 
[
unclear: 
s] I was arrested. I showed him my press card. Terribly impressed, he used it to get my name and address and sent me on to fingerprinting and the sheriff's bus. Like the others, I expected to be bailed out after a few hours booking at Santa Rita (the county prison farm), and then be home for a late dinner. Like the others, I was to be in a state of literal terror for the next 16 hours.


The one-inch slit in the window of the Alameda County sheriff's bus didn't let us see much of Santa Rita Rehabilitation Center, only a lot of wire and low white barracks—somebody jokingly referred to it as a cross between a concentration camp and a chicken farm. The bus stopped at the gates and two guards with shotguns jumped on. "
Ah right, you creeps, move your asses out of here. The last guy out gets his head cracked open." People who live in college towns spend their lives seeing old gangster movies, and it was difficult at first to realize that that corn and violence had suddenly become the real world. We stumbled out of the bus and through a gauntlet of club-swinging deputy sheriffs. The guy in front faltered and they hit him on the head—it does sound like a "crack". He said something like "take it easy," and they moved in on him. The rest of us made it through the gate and were greeted by the sight of 200 arrestees lying prone on a concrete yard—heads turned sideways, hands straight back at their sides, legs pulled close together. Two hundred bodies perfectly tense and quiet, but the guards walking between the rows of bodies gave proof of life as they whacked and poked the men with their clubs. These guards were the same deputies who had done all the shooting in Berkeley the week before—the "blue meanies" (in America it's always comic book death: macabre, unreal and later funny). It was getting dark and cold; the countryside was moorish and vacant; we could hear no cars moving on Highway 50 below; and the place was flooded with guards—enough to turn any organized resistance into a bloodbath.


The concrete was gravelly and it dug into your cheek. The wind blew some of the smaller bits into your eyes, which had to be open to catch sight of the guard about to whack your limbs for having moved or shivered in the bitter cold. After 30 minutes you could turn your head to rest on the other cheek. We lay there from 6 p.m. to 8:30 p.m. The fellow who was beaten as we came off the bus was forced to take a different position—resting on his knees, arms hanging at his sides while three guards systematically beat him for several minutes-one guard for the stomach, one for the back, and one who specialized on the head. (When he got out later a doctor reported that he pissed blood and that his body was a mass of bruises.) The rest of us just lay there-no one said anything, no one protested. Perhaps some tried to, but the minute their hands moved they became the center of other guards attention. "If you don't like it, do something and we'll bust you on a felony for assaulting an officer-you'll never get out." That's the threat that finally keeps you in line.


While my body had suddenly become very important because it was vulnerable to pain, my mind floated elsewhere, giddy and irrelevant. All this time I thought of James Reston and Max Lerner and the other good, rational men. I began to compose an open letter to Reston. "Dear Scotty," it went, "This letter concerns your column holding the New Left responsible for the increase of violence in American society. You condemned the New Left for its distrust of the legal system. Remember? It's the column that had the cute line about the New Left kids being neo-Nazi crybabies who won't pay their dues. Well, before I get into those arguments, Scotty, why don't you try paying some dues? 'Lie down on this concrete floor, motherfucker, hands back, legs together,' as the guards here say. 'Come on, creep faggot, get your ass down there, cheek to the stone, keep your hands out-what are you doing, masturbating? Move your head and I crack it open ... at Santa Rita we shoot to kill.' Sorry, Scotty, have to run now. There's this guard talking to me."


The guard is, like most all the other guards, a stocky, nasty redneck (except that he's enamel white—not enough sun in Northern California). Like most of the younger ones, he was let out of the Marines six months early to enter this profession. He seems to have only two comments to make about life. One is, "We shoot to kill in Santa Rita," and the other is, "Creep, I split heads." He has been commenting on life for two hours, and now his club is two inches from my nose. Do I want to go wee-wee? It's a good thing, a favor, a release. My head won't be cracked, nor will I be shot—on the contrary, five of us are getting to go to the bathroom. One cannot simply walk in and piss in the latrine, for there seems to be an elaborate and well-established ritual which the fat, middle-aged latrine guard is bent on following. It requires that one first sit in line, three feet from the latrine, and observe a good two minutes of silent reflection. Then the fat guard has us all jump to and line up on three sides of the small box to piss on signal and, unavoidably, on each other.


At 8:34 p.m. we are given a minute's exercise running in place. Soon we are allowed to sit, hands clasped, no talking—nirvana. At 10 p.m. They run us, shivering, into a barracks-height to a double bunk—and it is rumored that a doctor has blocked the guards' fervent and often expressed wish that we freeze to death out in the compound.


During all this, they are calling out names for booking. Booking is blessed, because until one is booked he cannot be bailed. I am not booked until early the next morning. We are kept in the barracks from 10 p.m. to 4:30 a.m. Three lawyers arrive and there are wild cheers from inmates. The guards snarl but hold their clubs. Kids are afraid to talk too freely to the lawyers with the guards watching.


One lawyer talks too much to an inmate and is himself made an inmate (charged with interfering . . . etc.). The other lawyers leave and the guards snap back to viciousness, making up for the 20 minutes they've lost. The guards don't want to see any closed eyes—no sleeping. If eyes close, you get a rap on your bunk or self. "Yes, sir," you say. If not, then outside to be beaten and lie face down in the cold. The ACLU green card had said, "You have the right to call counsel." Later another kid asks whether he will get to call a lawyer. "You say something, creep? Come here, creep." He too is hauled out and hit. Fuck the ACLU green card. Survive. You forget your rights and concentrate on the main problem, keeping your eyes open—10 p.m. to 4:30 a.m.—and pray for booking. Most are already called and we get desperate as our numbers decline. Finally our turn comes—five names called-up against the fence—nasty redheaded pig makes us, trot, whacking the last guy.


The booking hut is all efficiency—lots of deputy sheriffs, five typewriters going, fingerprinting and searching. You start by sitting on the floor, once again hands clasped in front, eyes riveted ahead "or well rip them out and paste them up there." Scrape along on ass, still sitting, from stop to stop—first stop is for searching again. "Stand up, hands against wall, feet back. No, creep. Like this." One's head is then thumped hard against the wall, legs kicked back, pig hand searching entire body. The mind is by now too tired for outrage. Back down on the floor, we scrape along on our bottoms to the next station, then up again, heels together at attention, answering questions for the deputy who is typing: "Marital state?" "Married, sir." "Legally?" "Yes, sir." "Bullshit, don't he to me or you're dead. Children?" "One, sir." "Legitimate?" "Yes, sir." "Yeah. Ever work?" "Yes, sir." "You got a job, hippie?" "Yes, sir. Editor, sir." "Where?" "Ramparts magazine, sir."


All activity in the booking hut stops suddenly as the assembled deputies are duly informed that the editor of Ramparts magazines is indeed in their company. They all seem reasonably impressed and one jabs me quite hard in the back with his club. A deputy hustles me over to the sanctuary of his ink pad. It is important that my fingerprints "get to Washington quickly," he tells another pig. Then it's back on the floor, eyes straight ahead, to be given a bologna sandwich and a small container of milk—the first food or drink we've had in 15 hours. Because I am the editor of Ramparts I get to "clean every fuckin' piece of paper off the floor of the hut" before eating my bologna sandwich.


With booking finished, we're off to compound C and sleep, only to be awakened 45 minutes later. It's breakfast time: line up at bunks, eyes ahead, "move your asses, creeps, run to the mess hall or heads get split." It's Wheat Chex and watery milk and keep elbows off the table for any elbows on the table get cracked. "Hey, you fuckin' hippie queer, don't you understand English, get up against the wall." Whack-the poor bastard didn't get to eat his Wheat Chex.
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"The blue meanies." Most of us finally manage to draw the line and chant, "Fuck the blue meanies." The guards are pissed but realize that it's too close to the end to push it.


Suddenly I'm in a car back to Berkeley and for about three hours I frantically try to raise bail money for others and tell people what has happened. Then the entire experience fades out. To begin with, nobody really believes you. Even hard-bitten Berkeley radicals still hold some illusions about American life, about legal limits and public opinion. I began to consider the possibility that this was all some paranoid fantasy. The terror had worked back there because we were cut off and they had total power to define reality. Once we were outside the guards no longer existed; they were nowhere to be seen in that Chinese restaurant or coffee shop where I was boring people with yesterday's war story.


Perhaps I wouldn't have written up the "incident," but it turned out that Tim Findlay, a reporter for the San Francisco Chronicle, had also been arrested and his eyewitness report, printed in that paper the next day, made it somehow all right to remember.


It had been real—it was in the papers.




Scheer's description of that night in Santa Rita did not end with the 
Ramparts article. A recording was made of a reading of the article with these liner notes by 
Village Voice writer Nat Hentoff:
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On May 22, "law enforcement officers" arrested 480 people in Berkeley in connection with the demonstrations for a People's Park. By July 9, all charges against those 480 had been dropped. I cannot conceive of a more important album than 
A Night at Santa Rita being released this year and for the years ahead. It transcends all Schwann categories—from any kind of music to any kind of spoken word. Robert Scheer's account of his night in Santa Rita, the Alameda Country prison farm raises the most basic of all questions in this country. More basic than a moon landing. More fundamental than who runs for what office. The question is simply—and ominously—whether freedom can survive here. The freedom to dissent, the freedom to just speak out, the freedom to be who you are.


Within the prison farm on that night-in the United States-what differentiated the treatment inflicted on Sheer and his fellow prisoners from what they would have received in detention in Haiti, in Greece, in South Africa, in those Russian camps where dissident writers are sent? Nothing. And that is the chilling truth of this article.


A further question is raised. The guards. Is an Eichmann possible only in Germany? Was an S.S. officer possible only in Germany? What is wrong in a country that produces men who treat other men as less than animals? In the life experience of these guards, in the schools they went to, in the families in which they grew up, what fusion of frustration, fear, and bottomless insecurity about their own humanity worked to create such instruments of cruelty, of sadism?


But the burden is not only on the guards. In a country in which the majority of men do not fear to be free—and thereby do not fear those who are different from them—the conduct of guards like these would be overwhelmingly recognized as a sickness, a terrible disease of the spirit. But, if you remember, the majority of the citizenry did not condemn the riot by Mayor Daley's police in Chicago in 1968, nor would the majority of the citizenry in Alameda County demand that these guards be replaced. The guards, after all, were savaging "hippies," and "hippies" are different, and those who are different are not human. Just as "gooks" in Asia are not human and can be the first to be obliterated by the atom bomb. And in these later years, can be napalmed. In the name of "freedom."


Make no mistake about it. This country is inside the edge of another cycle of repression. It's happened before. The Alien and Sedition Acts of 1798. The Fugitive Slave Act of the 1850's. The Red Scare from 1919 to 1923. The mass imprisonment of Japanese—Americans in concentration camps during the Second World War. Senator Joseph McCarthy in the 1950's. And now the Attorney General of the United States asks for "preventive detention." A man is innocent until proved guilty? That's for bleeding hearts. Think about it. Take the Bill of Rights, remove its identification as the Bill of Rights, and put it on the ballot in each of the 50 states for a plebiscite. Do you think the Bill of Rights would pass today?


Think about it. Think of what happens to long-haired youngsters spotted by sheriffs in small towns in Wyoming, in South Carolina. Think of what happens to blacks and Spanish-speaking people telling the police in the big cities about their "rights." Think about the dangers of participating in a non-violent peace march in Chicago.


To what purpose? Because Santa Rita is not all of America. It is not black America, or Puerto Rican America, or Mexican America, or Indian America. Nor is it the America of a huge number of the young of all kinds of backgrounds and heritages. As Eldridge Cleaver kept saying and writing, this has to be a time of coming together by all those who do not want Santa Rita to become all of America.


A time of coming together by all those who know, as Josephine Johnson writes, that "we are dying of preconceptions, outworn rules, decaying flags, venomous religions, and sentimentalities. We need a new world. We've wrenched up all the old roots. The old men have no roots. They don't know it. They just go on talking and flailing away and falling down on the young with their tons of dead weight and their power. For the power is still there in their life-in-death. But the roots are dead, and the land is poisoned for miles around."


The power is still there in the old, in Alameda Sheriff Madigan, in young guards who are already dried and old. But there is other power, life-affirming power. The kind of power underlined by the Most Rev. Ernest J. Primeau, Bishop of Manchester, N.H.: "The mature Christian is in a sense a man in a state of permanent revolution, which begins within himself but extends to the society in which he lives. In this tense Catholic education must be dedicated to training revolutionaries—men who will remake themselves and then go on to remake society."


But not only Catholic education should be that. And not only mature Christians are in a state of permanent revolution. All kinds of people in this country, most of them young, have educated themselves to become men and women who will remake themselves and then go on to remake society.


And 
A Night at Santa Rita is a profound educational experience, an educational manifesto, an epiphany. I repeat. Treat this album as you would a Tom Paine pamphlet had you been in America two centuries ago. Spread the word. The word is freedom. But the odds, aren't the odds against us? They always are. But, as Albert Camus said at Columbia in 1944: "We cannot accept any optimistic conception of existence, any happy ending whatsoever. But if we believe that optimism is silly, we also know that pessimism is silly, we also know that pessimism about the action of man among hit fellows is cowardly."
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Waiting for Immortality..... with a Thermostat in his Hand







Waiting for Immortality..... with a Thermostat in his Hand


Welded into a steel capsule, twenty-four-year-old Steven Mandell waits for immortality. Clutched in his right hand he holds a measuring device which indicates his body temperature on a dial outside the capsule. It shows minus 320° Fahrenheit.


Steven died in July while he was still a student at New York University. But he was a member of the Cryonics Society, which believes that if you are deep-frozen immediately after death it will be possible in the future to be thawed out, cured of whatever killed you and brought back to life.


So now his rock-hard body, zipped up in a plastic envelope, wrapped in tin foil, immersed in liquid nitrogen, welded in a steel container and inserted into a vacuum cylinder, waits in a red-brick building behind a crematorium on Long Island for a place in the next world. It could be a long wait-even the most optimistic cryonics don't expect Steven to be around again for at least a hundred years and many of them think it may be five centuries before he is up and about. Naturally they all expect to see him again they will either be at the opening of his capsule or they expect him to be at the opening of theirs.


Steven Mandell is the eighth prison to be deep-frozen in the United States and he is also the youngest, by far. The first body to be slid into a 'cryo-capsule' was that of Dr James Bedford, a seventy-three-year-old professor of psychology who died of cancer in California in January, 1967. Leaving nothing to chance, the professor has set aside a $200,000 trust fund to be spent on research into ways and means of bringing him back to life, Full details of Dr Bedford's pioneering demise were quickly made available to the somewhat sceptical public in a lurid book entitled 
We Froze The First Man, written by a cryonic with an eye to the main' chance.


Nine months later a woman followed Beford into deep-freeze and there were six in rapid succession early last year. Significantly Mandell is the first person to be frozen on the more conservative eastern side of the US and it indicates that the freeze-wait-reanimate concept is more than just a crackpot West Coast fad.
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Cryonics societies now exist in Michigan, California, Florida, New York, San Francisco, Kentucky, Massachusetts and Oregon. A branch has been set up at Lyons in France and there are immediate plans to establish societies in Australia and Germany. The movement's latest venture in California is the formation of the Cryonics Youth Association, aimed at interesting young people in this special way of death. A seven-shilling annual membership fee buys the teenager, among other things, a subscription to 
Cryonics News, which reports new developments in the field under headings like 'The Role of the Mortician' and 'Life Extension by Clonal Reproduction.'




Man has always dreamed of ways of cheating death. Once we used to look to the Gods but now we look to science for the answer. And while medical progress may currently have outrun our reason, it hasn't yet outstripped our imagination. The dream with all its grisly implications survives. Already there are those in the United States whose optimism, if nothing else, is eternal and whose chequebooks can put them in the deep-freeze till such time as death—they hope—becomes curable. 

Russell Miller tells how $10,000 buys them the prospect of immortality. Plenty of Americans think it is cheap at the price.



The man who can claim most credit for the birth of the deep-freeze movement is a physics professor from Michigan with thinning hair, round spectacles and the promise of an impressive paunch. Mis name is Robert C.W. Ettinger, author of 
Prospects Of Immortality, which is now the cryonics' bible.


It was Ettinger who persuaded the first embryonic organisation, Immortality Communication Exchange, to change its name to the Life Extension Society for fear that the abbreviation 
Ice would lead to accusations of deathbed levity. And from the Life Extension Society, the chain of cryonics societies was formed.


Ettinger says he got his idea for the book in 1947 while he was recovering from shrapnel wounds in an army hospital. "I had read about experiments with glycerine and frog sperm and it became clear to me then that these experiments allowed us the possibility of bridging the gap between the present and the future in human terms."


He did nothing about his theory for years because he felt it was so obvious that someone better qualified would quickly see the possibilities and take action. But by 1962 nothing had happened, so he wrote his book and published it privately. Although it was never a serious contender for a place in the best-selling lists, it did stir sufficient interest for Doubleday to publish it in 1964 and it subsequently appeared as a moderately successful paperback in a number of languages.


Crux of the book is Ettinger's belief that: "Death, like old age, can now be regarded as a disease: a very serious disease to be sure indeed, it's generally fatal but not necessarily uncurable."


The concept of non-fatal death through freezing was given an initial cold shoulder by most scientists and physicians and this was the main reason, according to the author, that the idea was slow to get off the ground.


"I had thought that within a year of the book we would have been freezing people by the dozen and would only take a few years before we would be freezing them by the thousand and the hundreds of thousands. But obviously I was wrong about that and at the present time our rate of growth is still rather slow. However, there are changes occurring in people's minds that are very real and very important and my impression is that large numbers of people are ready to change from passive to active interest."


No one views this prospect with more enthusiasm than Mr Edward Hope, a wigmaker from Phoenix, Arizona. Mr Hope is president of the Cryo-Care Equipment Corporation. He made the $1 250-a-time capsules which now contain the first eight frozen bodies and he intends, despite the imminent threat of competition, to make capsules for the hundreds of thousands of candidates that Ettinger is talking about.


Cryo-Care's future didn't always look so rosy; in fact Mr Hope's first venture into the freezing business was more slapstick than scientific. The Life Extension Society persuaded him to provide a cryo-capsule for a live dog which was then hauled off to Marts Laffal's Steakhouse in Washington, scene of the Society's third annual conference.


Marty was furious as he felt a frozen dog in his restaurant was not good for business and he insisted that it was left outside in a van which police promptly booked for parking in a non-waiting area. Then the wrath of American dog-lovers descended on Mr Hope's flinching head and the result was that he reneged on his promise to store the dog in perpetuity, claiming that he had always thought a pig should have been the victim as there were fewer pig-lovers in the US.


What eventually happened to the dog is not known, but the incident provided no more than a temporary setback to the amazing wigmaker's plans and Crvo-Care is now recognised as the leading supplier of non-death capsules. Mr Hope was last quoted as remarking: "I suppose you could say I am bringing new hope to the dead."


Ettinger insists that the chances of another life for the eight people now in 'cryonic suspension' are good. "This has been the central issue all along—how realistic are their chances? In the past most scientists have said yes, there is a chance, but this chance is only a very minute one, or a very remote one, or a vanishingly small one, or a negligible one.


"We have always insisted from the beginning that this is not true and to say so is scientifically incorrect and extremely irresponsible. It tends to convince the layman that this statement from an alleged authority is a fact when it is not. When scientists say the chances are extremely small, they are not telling you the result of any calculation. They simply don't have any measurable evidence: they can't state what the probability of revival is. They can't say it is less than fifty per cent, or less than ten per cent, or less than one per cent, or less than one tenth of one per cent, or whatever it is they are trying to suggest."


Professor N. Kurti, the Hungarian-born physicist of Clarendon Laboratory, Oxford, told the British Association meeting in August (1968) that while it was possible that bodies could be frozen and revived after long intervals—even 10,000 years-if they had been alive immediately before freezing, if the heart had stopped beating for even a few minutes before freezing revival as a normal person would be out of the question. Death, he said, meant irreversible brain damage and it is a "terrible misuse of science to persuade people that there is hope when there is none."


The cryonics refute this kind of criticism absolutely, although they admit that the chances of revival would be even better if they could freeze people before they actually die. Saul Kent, a thin young man with a sallow complexion and deep-set eyes, is secretary of the New York Cryonics Society. He says that freezing is an alternative to traditional means of burial for a person who happens to be unfortunate enough to die. "We know burial is final, but freezing might not be. And as methods of freezing and preservation improve, their chances will improve. Hopefully, within ten years or so, if the freezing process is perfected you will have a situation in which you can put people into suspended animation before they die. Then their chances would be excellent."


American funeral directors understandably blanch at this idea. Most of them saw the birth of the cryonics movement as a possible threat to their livelihoods, although they warmed to the concept later on when 
Casket and Sunnyside, one of the biggest funeral trade magazines in America, came out with an imaginative feature titled 'How Embalmers Can Serve the laving.'


Fred Horn, cheery owner of the St James Funeral Home on Long Island (where Steven Mandell was taken for freezing) says almost convincingly: "I personally would like to see all funeral directors go out of business including me. Because that would mean we had conquered death and that would also include me. So I would take my fishing pole and go fishing for the next five hundred years."


Silting behind a mahogany desk adorned with a coloured photograph of a coffin instead of his wife and kids, Fred explained the problems of his first cryonic suspension. "First we needed ice, so someone went over to a little pub across the road called the Twilight Zone and bought some from their ice machine. You could say we bought it in the Twilight Zone and used it in the final zone.


"We used a pneumatic piston operated by an oxygen bottle to depress the heart and force blood through the body to keep the (issues in a living state. Then we drained the blood and replaced it with glycerol and a salty solution to dehydrate the body. You see the human body is just a big bag of water when you analyse it, and if you are going to freeze this bag something is going to bust. That's why we dehydrated him.


"All the time we were slowly cooling the body until a point at which the body tissues no longer required oxygen and suspension took over."


After the funeral (during which Mandell was in a coffin packed with ordinary ice), the body was transferred to an insulated metal container and the New York Cryonics Society placed a regular order for dry ice with Jolly Tim's Ice Cream Servide. They spent $500 before the body could be sealed in the cryo-capsule and someone had to replenish the ice in the container every two days.


"It's a pity you weren't here two or three weeks ago," Saul Kent told me over lunch in a New York bar. "You could have seen him. We just had him in his big metal box packed all round with dry ice. I could have lifted the lid and shown him to you. And I'll tell you something: he looked better after he had been in that box for a month than he did the day after he died.


"Hopefully," he added, rubbing his hands in anticipation, "we'll have at least a dozen bodies in capsules by this time next year." Hopefully, he could have said, he won't be one of them.


"My feeling is that if Steven is left in the capsule long enough, we will reach the technical capability to bring him back to life. He might have to stay there five hundred years, it is really impossible to estimate exactly how long. It depends what is going to happen and what institutions will be evolved to protect people in his condition-whether anyone will be interested in bringing him back, or whether they will be interested in bringing certain people back and not others. I dunno. What you can say is that if he is maintained at this temperature for a very long time his chances will improve.


"We spend all our weekends at our Laboratory for Life Extension Research over on Long Island. Say, why dontya come out on



Long Island. Say, why dontya come out on Sunday?"
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The Laboratory for Life Extension Research is a garage tacked as an afterthought on to a faded green wooden house in a faded suburb called Lindenhurst. The house is taken over a weekends by members of the Cryonics Society, many of whom wear something like Fascist uniforms comprising black trousers and dark blue military shirts with the Society badge stitched on one sleeve. Some even sport wide leather belts with buckles made of the initials CS.


Not much research was going on when I arrived as a Bob Dylan record all but drowned conversation. On a mattress in one corner of the room a chubby man was drawing a plan of a multiple-body capsule for the benefit of a girl in an Indian head-band who introduced herself: "Hi, I'm a pop star."


Curtis Henderson, a lawyer who is president of the New York Cryonics, spluttered a greeting and attempted to explain the multitude of legal difficulties with which he had to cope. "My motto is freeze-wait-litigate," he sprayed. "We get a lot of hasselling about who owns the body after a cryonic dies because some of our members forget to sign the body authorisation.


"We only need two things to freeze someone—the money and the body. So all a member has to do is sign the body authorisation and take out an insurance policy. If they do these two things well freeze 'em.


"Steven has a $10,000 insurance policy to cover the cost of freezing, but I think $15,000 would be more realistic. Ideally you need enough left over after initial costs have been met to provide a trust fund that will accumulate interest over the years and will pay for the cost of an attempt to bring a person back and give him some money to start with.


"One of our biggest problems is that a lot of people with money who think they are coming back want to take their money with them. The law of perpetuity says you can't tie up funds indefinitely, but we are setting up a kind of fund which we think will get round that."


The following day we all drove out to the Washington Memorial Park where Mandell's capsule is kept in a square red-brick building alongside shelves of small cardboard boxes containing human ashes. While Paul Segall, Director of Biological Research at the Life Extension Laboratory was trying to explain to a nearby grave-digger how he could perform his own experiments with mice, Harold Waitz, Director of Engineering Research at the Laboratory, checked the capsule's liquid nitrogen level.


"Say what you like about Steven's chances," he announced suddenly, "but I tell you something—they ain't coming back for sure." He cocked his thumb at the ashes.


All the macabre events and people surrounding the death of Steven Mandell have been accepted with remarkable equilibrium by his widowed mother, Mrs Pauline Mandell. In a quiet voice she told me: "I realise of course that Steven's hopes are very slim, but I feel that if there is a particle of a chance, any flicker of hope, then I think it is worth it because that is what he wanted. Even if it doesn't help Steven, perhaps it will help someone else.


"I don't have much scientific knowledge, but my son had—he studied aeronautical engineering—and he really believed it was worth while. Will I be frozen? No, I don't think so. Quite frankly, I don't particularly want to come back at another time."


Ettinger certainly disagrees with her last sentiment. In fact not only does he want to come back with his family, but is hoping that perhaps they may never have to go. "I think there is a possibility that a simple answer will be found within decades to cure old age. But if I do die I will certainly be frozen and so will my wife and children—we have made all the necessary arrangements. I believe that any attitude other than an optimistic one towards the possibility of revival is unrealistic. Assuming of course that civilisation continues to exist and we don't blow ourselves up, and given what one might call a normal progression of events, I am extremely optimistic."


Plenty of people must agree. In California now they are building large multiple-occupation capsules, one capable of holding two dozen people and the other big enough for several hundred. At Washington Memorial Park a large warehouse is to be built behind the graveyard to store capsules of the frozen dead from the New York area. And this, Ettinger belives, is only the beginning. Eventually, he says, it will become universal.


Who knows? Maybe one day poor Steven Mandell will listen once again to the Beatles-on a tape recording of his 'fondest memories' that he took with him to his deep-frozen non-deathbead.




[image: Photograph of a man undergoing medical treatment]




[image: Photograph of a man speaking into a megaphone]










Victoria University of Wellington Library




Salient. Victoria University Student Newspaper. Volume. 33, Number 9. 25 June, 1970

The Paramilitary Right








The Paramilitary Right


When I checked in at the airport motel, DePugh was waiting for me as arranged. Tall and heavy-set, he was dressed casually in khaki slacks and a red wool pullover. His jet-black hair was receding, and he sported a luxuriant beard, "for my home town's centennial celebration"—an explanation I had no reason to doubt at the time, although I later discovered there was a different and far more practical reason.


"From what the press prints about us, you probably expected me to be waiting for you with a Thompson sub-machine gun," he said, smiling. "But I'm glad you came, and I want you to be my guest while you're here. There's a lot I have to say, and not much time to say it in."


At the time, I missed the significance of that last remark, and merely wondered how he had earned his reputation for taciturn hostility to the press.


DePugh drove me to his office in his dusty station wagon. He appeared preoccupied on the ride and chatted desultorily about his impending four-year sentence for violating the Federal Firearms Act, assuring me that the cache of machine guns discovered on his property by Federal agents was planted there as part of a "political frame-up." I asked him if he would peacefully surrender to serve his sentence when and if his appeals to the higher courts were exhausted. "I'll cross that bridge when I come to it," he replied.


DePugh's spirits seemed to lighten when we left Highway 10 and pulled into Norborne, a dusty farm community of 950 people. The Biolab Corporation, a seedy seven-room, one-story white stucco building on Main Street, doubles as Minutemen headquarters, and the front room was piled high with literature and back copies of the organization's house organ. 
On Target DePugh ushered me into his private office, a windowless room lined with floor-to-ceiling bookshelves. He slumped into the leather swivel chair behind his desk and shouted for coffee.


As we sipped our coffee, I glanced at some of the books on his shelves: Texts on guerrilla warfare by Che Guevara, General Giap, Mao Tse-tung and General Grivas of the Cypriot resistance movement adjoined H.C. Lea's three-volume occult classic 
Materials Toward a History of Witchcraft, the Department of State's four-volume 
Documents of German Foreign Policy, 1918-1945, Assault Battle Drill by Major General J.C. Fry, 
On War by Von Clausewitz and assorted volumes of Kant, Nietzsche, Schopenhauer, George Orwell and Boris Pasternak. If nothing else, DePugh's reading tastes were catholic.


He watched me cataloging his library and then smiled indulgently. "If you're looking for 
Mein Kampf, it's not there," he said. "I read and re-read it when I was a teenager. I could quote it to you from memory."


"Were you impressed?" I asked.


"I'm a compulsive reader," he said. "A lot of things impress me."


As my tape recorder spun quietly on the desk between us I asked how the caches of arms Minutemen were stockpiling across the nation would ultimately be used.


"Those stockpiles are being laid away for the time when the struggle reaches the point of armed confrontation. In the interim, we intend to continue our campaign of overt political propaganda and proselytizing."


"Do you really believe a handful of men with machine guns, mortars and homemade bombs could ever overcome the United States Army, the National Guard and local police forces?" I asked.


"First of all, we'll have a lot more than a handful of men ready to fight when the time comes. Of course, we could never overwhelm the Government's military power in conventional, set-piece battles; but the whole purpose of revolutionary guerrilla warfare is to so terrorize and demoralize the state apparatus that it'll collapse from its own internal stresses and contradictions. Castro didn't conquer Cuba militarily; at the time Batista fled into exile, the government forces still had overwhelming military superiority and could have wiped out the rebels in a traditional military battle—but Castro and Guevara blended political persuasion and terrorism with guerrilla warfare so effectively that they undermined the state's morale and its capacity to defend itself. Even after Dien Bien Phu, the French still maintained military supremacy in Indo-China and could have fought on for years against the Vietminh; but Giap's brilliant use of insurgency tactics eroded the French will to resist and they scuttled and ran. At the height of his effectiveness on Cyprus, General Grivas had only 
one hundred full-time terrorists—but by selective assassinations and terrorism and dynamic use of psychological warfare, he brought the British to their knees."


He steepled his fingers thoughtfully.


"The success of any guerrilla insurgency is predicated on two factors: discontent among the population and irresolution in the state apparatus. Ruthless exploitation of those elements by even a tiny minority of insurgents can topple a government with the strongest military force at its disposal."


I listened, absorbed. Despite his fanaticism, and the patent absurdity of his 
Weltanschauung, the man emanated a disturbing aura of power and purpose. I found an urbane, intelligent, even mildly cynical political theorist who appeared seriously to envisage the day when his followers would seize power in a nation bled dry by foreign wars and ravaged at home by racial strife and economic upheaval.


He continued: "A key factor in the U.S. is that in the crunch we could count on support from sizable segments of the Armed Forces and police; in fact, if you break down Minuteman membership into employment categories, you'll find more cops than any other single group."


"You mentioned assassination as a particularly effective method of terrorizing the opposition," I said. "Are the Minutemen prepared to liquidate their political enemies? Have they already begun to do so?"


DePugh seemed prepared for the question. "You could hardly expect me to tell you if we'd removed anybody in the past," he said. "We don't volunteer that kind of information. In fact, up till now the Minutemen have adhered to what I call the principle of deliberate delay. The past eight years have been used to marshal our strength, to train and harden our cadres for the time when we'll be dealing in bullets instead of pamphlets; any premature action such as assassination could only give the state a perfect excuse for cracking down on us, and I've deliberately discouraged it."


"Then you've refrained from resorting to assassination only for strategic reasons?" I asked.


"I have no moral qualms whatsoever about political assassination. The stakes in this struggle are too high, for both America and all of Western civilization, for us to forgo any means, however, brutal, that could tip the scales in our favor."


"You know," he went on, "one man with a telescopic rifle can have more impact on the course of history than a hundred political treatises or a dozen political parties. In any society there are certain individuals who are the keystones of the state structure—and if they're surgically removed, one by one, the whole edifice could collapse."


"Are you training Minutemen as political assassins?" I asked.


He looked through a mound of papers on his desk and tossed me a four-page mimeographed pamphlet stamped 
Confidentia. "When using telescopic sights," the paper began, "the sniper aims his rifle by placing the top of the post reticle (the cross hairs in most civilian-type scope sights) on the aiming point."


Two more pages of detailed instructions on firing distances and velocity ensued, complete with diagrams, followed by exhortations on accuracy when sniping at targets moving on foot. As I finished reading, DePugh leaned back in his chair. "That's just the basic instructions every one of our members starts out with," he said. "We follow it up with months of training and firing at moving and stationary targets. Man for man, we probably have better marksmen than the Army or Marines."


He crunched a lozenge. "Actually, you know, a rifle is a relatively crude means of killing a man. We go through damn thorough arms training, but guns are only one small element in a really modern resistance arsenal. All this stress on gun control and registration has always given me sort of a chuckle; I've often thought of writing a book called 
1001 Ways to Kill a Man Without Using Firearms."


"Would you care to name a few?"


"Well, the most lethal weapons at our disposal are chemical—and bacteriological-warfare agents. The man in the street seems to believe there's something science-fictional about these devices—that they can only be manufactured in ultra-sophisticated, top-secret Government laboratories. But the unique thing about C.B.W. agents is that they can be produced with a minimum of laboratory facilities, and at surprisingly low cost. All that's needed is a certain level of education and training and relatively rudimentary equipment: almost any competent chemist, for example, could synthesize deadly nerve gases of various types."


I knew DePugh was a trained chemist, and his Biolab facilities were far from rudimentary. "Have you ever tried to produce nerve gas yourself?" I asked.


"Yes, we've done it right here at Biolab, and elsewhere across the country."


"We have a number of our own physicians and bacteriologists working on the production of biological agents and, just as important, antitoxins to immunize our own men. I'd suspect, that some C.B.W. agents researched by us are even further developed than anything the Regular Army has; we've gone into such advanced phases of biological warfare as the selective breeding of various pathogens in order to increase or decrease their virulence and to render them resistant to antibiotics.


"When do you plan to put these biological agents to use?"


"Certainly not at this stage of the game," DePugh replied. "We'd only employ C.B.W. when the struggle had reached the final point of armed confrontation between us and the state. Right now we're essentially still in a premilitary phase, a period where terrorism and assassination may play a growing role, but not as in open, all-out struggle. For one thing, the population isn't ready to support an underground resistance movement yet; the economic and racial situations haven't deteriorated sufficiently. This is the time for the stiletto, not the howitzer. A poison that will kill one man is more valuable to us than a pathogen that can neutralize five thousand."


"Are you manufacturing poisons, too?" I asked.


"Our medical-research teams have also done exhaustive research in toxicology, and have selected a number of poisons that could be quite productive under the proper circumstances. There's really no such thing as a poison that doesn't leave a trace, you know, but there are poisons that are extremely difficult to detect in the system."


"Personally," he continued matter-of-factly, "I have a distinct preference for nicotine sulphate, a common liquid alkaloid that can be administered orally, intravenously or through direct absorption by the skin. What's so lovely about it is that it's almost instantaneously fatal and leaves no traces except in the blood stream—and even in an autopsy, it's very rare to take a blood analysis, believe it or not."


"Have you actually stockpiled any of these poisons and viruses?"


His face was expressionless. "Those—and more."


"Whom do you intend using them on?"


"On the enemies of this country," he said gravely, pushing his chair back and walking to my side. "Come in here, and I'll show you something I haven't showed any other journalist."


I followed DePugh from his office into a large room littered with old newspapers and magazines. There was no furniture other than eight steel file cabinets, each drawer securely padlocked. He stood in the middle of the room and gestured toward them.


"We're in the process of dispersing all our subversive files," he said. "What you see here is only our California records. The master files—containing over one hundred thousand names from all fifty states—have been buried underground in several places across the country, and cross-indexed lists broken down by state, county and city have gone out to local branches. In recent months, we've totally decentralized our intelligence system so that if something should happen to me or this headquarters our records will still be intact."


"We have eighteen thousand names in the California file alone. Now, needless to say, we've had -to break these down according to the importance of the individual in the over-all scheme of things and establish a set of priorities." He tapped the first drawer. "File A contains the names of the run-of-the-mill fellow travelers and parlor pinks, the types who join different Red fronts or show up on picket lines but aren't full-time operatives. They're essentially dilettantes and, although they have to be kept under surveillance and someday dealt with, they don't constitute a really serious threat." He rapped his knuckles on the second drawer. "File B here contains the cards of those who are the next step up the subversive ladder—full-time Party members, draft-card burners, civil rights agitators. Whenever we have the man power, we try to keep them under full-time surveillance, but they're still fairly small fish." His eyes narrowed, and he reached down and unlocked the bottom drawer, which contained fewer cards. "Now this is File C—the really dangerous types, the big-time operators, the most dedicated enemies of our country in this particular state. These sons of bitches we give special attention."


"If you're convinced that these people are all traitors, what action do you propose to take against them?"


He smiled enigmatically. "Effective action—when the time comes."


"Would that include assassination?" I asked.


His voice was neutral. "Anyone listed in file C has betrayed his country to the most ruthless enemies it has ever known. The penalty for treason is death, and if the execution of the sentence is left to us—well, we accept the responsibility."


"Let's go eat," he said, returning the file to the drawer and locking it. "It's been a long day."


"Are there any prominent names on the list?" I asked as we walked along Norborne's streets toward his house.


He chuckled. "There are names on that list that anybody who reads a newspaper would recognize."


"Would you care to name a few of them?"


"Why not? Secretary Robert 
Strange McNamara," he replied, hissing the middle name sibilantly, "Hubert Humphrey, William Fulbright, Bobby Kennedy and Martin Luther King. (This was early March 1968—one month before King's assassination, three months before Kennedy's.] They're the most dangerous men in America, though God knows they're not alone."


His face suddenly hardened, and he halted and gripped me by the arm. "Remember what I told you earlier about the principle of deliberate delay?" he asked. "Well, that phase of the struggle is just about over. The Minutemen are now entering the revolutionary stage of our activities, and from now on no holds are barred." He released my arm abruptly and pulled the wrapper off another lozenge. "No holds at all. We're through talking."


I asked him what had caused this sudden change of tactics, but he just shook his head wordlessly and walked on in silence. Suddenly, his eyes brightened. "Here's my place. You're going to love the wife's blueberry pie!"


After DePugh dropped me off at my motel later that evening, I was unable to sleep. Throughout dinner and during the ride back from Norborne, he had elaborated messianically on his hopes for the future, occasionally ranging off into such disparate topics as the responsibility of the existential philosophers ("the cult of nausea," as he characterized them) for modern 
Weltschmerz, and the contradictions of Keynesian economics.


The next morning, DePugh failed to keep his appointment at my motel, and no one answered the phone at his home or office. Later that evening, I learned from a friend in the Associated Press that a Seattle grand jury had issued a warrant for his arrest on bank-robbing-conspiracy charges the day before and, one step ahead of the law, DePugh had gone into hiding. I suddenly realised the real reason for the beard and, more importantly, for DePugh's uncharacteristic frankness with me: he viewed our interview as his last public appearance, his swan song before entering what he termed the "underground phase of the resistance." It may also have accounted for his statement, shortly after receiving the phone call from Seattle, that the principle of deliberate delay was a thing of the past and the Minutemen were now entering a new phase of terrorism and assassination.


In the months since our final meeting—marked by the assassinations of Dr. King and Senator Kennedy and a new spate of terror attacks on peace and civil rights advocates-DePugh has successfully eluded the police, issuing underground news bulletins to the faithful with apparent impunity. His FBI "Wanted" circular cautions that "DePugh reportedly carries a pistol and has access to other types of weapons, including hand grenades. Consider extremely dangerous."




The Minutemen are a group of American right-wing extremists who have formed an underground paramilitary organisation. Their purpose is to "save America from the international communist conspiracy". They aim to achieve this by assassination of the "enemies of American freedom", particularly prominent political figures. Despite their early public image as relatively harmless kooks, the Minutemen in recent years have increasingly translated their threats into action. The organisation is estimated to have between 5,000 and 10,000 members and 30,000 supporters. In this article, 

Eric Norden 
interviews the leader of the Minutemen, 

Robert Boliar Depugh.
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Los Angeles City Without a Soul


Through the thick brown cloud of smog the plane descends. L.A. below us. Millions of cars cross the city on web-like arteries called freeways.


From San Fernando to Newport Beach, Santa Monica to Ontario. Greater L.A. Perhaps over fourteen million people. The Valley, with two million middle class white-collar workers bringing home $$$ so they can give an allowance to their kids so they in turn can buy from the pusher. Into a stoned haze or under a junk spell. For most, a way of life. Teenagers in the Valley, or San Gabriel Valley. Floating to high school. On clouds at $10 a lid. On dime or nickel bags. $5 a cap of L. 5 whites (amphetamines) for $1. 20 reds (barb) for S5. No matter how you do it, you've got to do it because that's the bag, man.


Out of the Valley's rows of estate houses. Over the pass into Santa Monica and Venice. Rows of apartment houses. But streets here, as in most of L.A., lined with trees.


The ocean is near and on a summer weekend there are cars to the horizon. Wait for two hours and your car will be allowed in a parking lot. Another hour and you might find space for your towel somewhere on the 20-mile stretch of sand from Redondo to Malibu. The sun may even break through the smog. It's so good to be alive to live by the ocean.


Pasadena, that town of old ladies and money. You don't see the money in the people but next door in San Marino they don't let you in unless you can pay $100,000 for that house. But Pasadena has City College Number 3 behind Berkeley and Harvard in the Drug Poll. Also there is Caltech. Yes, moon probes and bio-chemists are made within its walls.


Pasadena on New Year's Day. Nearly two million people line the streets for the Rose Parade. The night before, it was car parade time. Fords and Chevys with 14 inch slicks and rears in the air. Up and down Colorado Boulevard it's a drag. Copulating with a hundred thousand other fucking couples. Waiting for the dawn and the parade of flowers.


Three hours of horses and floats and it's over for another year. Just what was that damn broad's name. Anyhow, you can always get a shot of penicillin from the Free Clinic.


The Free Clinic can: give pregnancy tests; cure VD; stop bad trips; help cure hepatitis; give you a group session hang up sure; cure the common cold . . . and it's all free. Main one is on Fairfax in Hollywood. Every night from five to midnight the people with problems arrive. Help Free Clinic with a donation and your tax gets a break.


Street people sell dope, shit and fuck indiscriminately. So they need the Free Clinic. Agnew says they're Commie bastards. Nixon likes them dead. And your local draft board will give you a free vacation in sunny downtown Saigon. And a grey box for your bits and pieces when they fly you home. Fuck the draft. Fuck the President. Fuck you. Love Santana. Dig the whiskey.


If you live near Sunset, Mr Bum Hippie, this is your life: Noon—get up. Noon & 20—out with the number or needle. 1 pm—hamburger at the Hamlet. 2 pm—sit around outside the Psychedelic Conspiracy. 3 pm—another hamburger. 3-6 pm—hit the tourists for coins. 7 pm—another hamburger. 8 pm—Whiskey, Thelmos, Gizzari's open. 8.30 pm—score, sell and repeat the noon & 20. 9 pm-1.30am—dig the music at the Whiskey. Joplin grinding the mike between her thighs. Burdon on his knees gets into the act. Lights and strobes. Tomorrow night it'll be CTA. 1 pm-back to the street. Maybe deal a little shit. Then it's crash at a pad. Fuck till 4am.




[image: Photograph of a sign with the text 'nigger getter']


Or if you're Hollywood it's parade your arse along gaytown road. The If Club may be closed but a thousand other bars allow your tendencies to bum or bitch flow free. The Gays hold a Gay Liberation Front Parade along Hollywood Boulevard. Fag in cars, on foot and in arms show their goods to the crow. Sympathetic.


California is the nut-bowl of the world and L.A. is it s stone.


Down the Hollywood freeway cruising in the Cad. Downtown like a sore. Bums on skid row at Sixth and Main. Gut-rot wine between their lips. Terminal dope freaks with the needles at their eye-balls. This is your centre, L.A.—city without a soul.


Unless ... $10,000 per annum . . . three-bedroom super delux . . . better than your neighbour's . . . house without a home ... in beautiful Anaheim . . . centre of Orange County . . . home of Disneyland . . . and thousand of never-to-be-seen-again clean-cut Mouseketeers . . . Forgotten America . . . Orange County salutes you . . can be called your soul, L.A.


Unless . . . two hours on the freeway . . . 20 miles to the office . . . stereo radio or tape . . . telephone on the seat . . . power steering ... power windows . . . power brakes . . .. leather seats . . . tinted glass . . . big V8 . . . better than last year . . . only $100 deposit from your friendly Ford dealer . . . can be called your soul, L.A.


Unless . . . one million blacks ... in South Central L.A. . . . Watts . . . barred windows . . . pawn shops . . . second hand stores . . . but even if my underwear is dirty I have a black Caddy . . . colour TV. . . don't give me no sheet, man . . . run-down houses . . . beautiful 50 years ago . . . this festering sore on your arm, America . . . can be called your soul, L.A.


Unless . . . 50,000 Italians in highland Park . . . 400,000 wogs and jews in Fairfax . . . 40,000 nips in Monterey Park . . . 2,500,000 wetbacks, beenas and Mexis in East L.A. . . . 200,000 fags in Hollywood . . . 2,000,000 dopers all over. . . 4,000,000 white collars . . . 2,000,000 blue collars . . . 1,000,000 John Birchers . . . and I . . . can be called your soul, L.A.



K.A.G
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Is it foolish to spend your money for the benefit of mankind?


People who have wealth should use it wisely, in a way that will do society the most good. They should be careful that in making supposedly charitable gifts their money will not be used to destroy or impair the American system and promote atheism.



You were a friend of the late Senator Joseph R. McCarthy. Did you ever support him financially?


No. I was reported to have done so, but I did not.



Were you in sympathy with his views?


I was very much in favor of his opposition to communism. I highly approve of anyone dedicated to opposing and fighting communism. I do not pick minor faults they may have, nor do I quarrel with their methods.



What freedoms do you feel we're losing?


We are losing the right to keep a fair share of the money we earn and a fair share of the profits we make. Wage earners pay about 80 percent of the personal income taxes and Social Security taxes collected by the Government.



President Kennedy was a firm beleiver in the necessity for a strong Federal Government. How did you rate him as President?


I rated him high enough as a prospect that I supported him. I expected Kennedy to be as constructive as the philosophy of his Catholic religion should lead him to be, and as constructive as the philosophy of his father should cause him to be.



How constructive is that?


Catholics are known for being anti-Communist. And I had never seen any evidence of fiscal irresponsibility in the Kennedy family.



Did you know that the book 
Oswald: Assassin or Fall Guy—and several other books and articles—implied that the assassination of President Kennedy was a right-wing conspiracy in which you were involved?


I have heard that. As I have said before, the assassination of President John F. Kennedy was the greatest blow ever suffered by the cause of liberty. I know of no one who is critical of communism who would have wanted President Kennedy assassinated.


In 
Oswald: Assassin or Fall Guy, 
the author, Joachim Joesten, claimed that President Kennedy intended to make you and other oil millionaires pay a gready increased amount of income tax. "With that kind of money at stake," Joesten wrote, "murder, even Presidential murder, is not out of the question." That borders on a very serious charge against you. What do you have to say about this?


Before the 1960 elections, the Kennedys were in the oil business. Congress, rather than the President, formulates the law applicable to oil products. I was never apprehensive about President Kennedy's attitude. I had never heard of Oswald. After the assassination, I heard that the Justice Department had caused previous charges against Oswald to be dropped—which made it possible for him to be available to shoot anyone he might decide to shoot.



Which of President Johnson's policies do you consider pro-Socialist?


Nearly all of his domestic policies.



Do you favor any of President Johnson's Great Society programs?


I favor the society, with its gradual improvements from July 4, 1776 up to November 22, 1963, which made this the greatest of all nations. The Great Society is expensive to the nation, and it is at variance with the constantly improving society that made America great.



You've been quoted as saying that upper-bracket taxpayers should have seven times as many votes as those in the lower 40 percent. Wouldn't that be unjust, to say the least?


This gradual suffrage you are talking about is from the model constitution in my book 
Alpaca. I have never suggested that the United States adopt this. 
Alpaca was written to stimulate people in the emerging countries to adopt a constitution whereby they would try to govern themselves instead of yielding to a dictatorship. The purpose of graduated suffrage is to persuade the landed gentry and others close to the powers that be to participate in a republic where otherwise they would not take an equal vote with the less provident. In the freedom of the USA no one needs to live in an undesirable environment; anyone can improve his living standards and place of residence whenever he wishes.



Most civil rights leaders wouldn't agree that this is true for Negroes.


Anyone can uplift his lot in life-anyone who really wants to.



How do you feel about demonstrations?


Demonstrations are not the proper way to enact laws. They should not be incited by agitators seeking power and votes.



Do you regard Martin Luther King as an "agitator seeking power and votes"?


I share J. Edgar Hoover's opinion of him.



Are you saying that you agree with Hoover that King is "the biggest liar in the United States"?


I cannot detect that King 
[
unclear: as] any regard for the truth, religion, sincerity, peace, morality or the best interest of the Negro people.



Do you think the threat of communism in America is very serious?


Yes, and I do not understand others who doubt it.



In what areas of American life do you feel the Communists are strongest?


In the most critical areas.



Such as?


Some of the most critical areas are the State Department, thhe Defense Department, the large foundations, the communications media and the entertainment field.



What makes you think they are strong in these areas?


The United States has been in charge of the world since World War Two, during which time the Communists have taken into domination one third of the world's population.




[image: "I may be a philosopher, George, but I say, if we didn't belong on top, we wouldn't be on top."]

"I may be a philosopher, George, but I say, if we didn't 
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Do you agree with the Minutemen that there is an actual threat of armed Communist invasion?


I shouldn't be asked to agree with the Minutemen. The Communists need not invade the U.S. They are already here in numbers of at least two percent and will rule unless understood and restrained and defeated.



How did you arrive at that figure?


The pro-Communist sentiment in the United States today is greater than when the Bolsheviks overthrew the Kerenski government and took over Russia, and stronger in the U.S. than in some other countries before the take-over. It has always been agreed that the percent of Communist infiltration prior to their taking over a country has been around two percent or four percent.



A number of conservatives have proposed that we destroy Red China's nuclear capabilities now, before they become a strong nuclear power. Are you in favor of this?


It might not be too bad an idea. Certainly if we had done this to Russia, as General George C. Kenney recommended—which we easily could have done in the 1950s—I feel we wouldn't have nearly as many problems as we do today in the world. Our country would be a good deal more secure. Maybe knocking out Red China's nuclear installations now would prevent China's touching off a Third World War. Five years from now, we might wish we had done it.



You wish that we had knocked out the Soviet Union's nuclear capacity?


Yes. General Kenney, who was in charge of the Air Force in the Pacific, unfolded a plan to me in 1950 that the USA should put loaded bombers over Moscow, accompanied by transport planes which could pick up and convey Russia's nuclear material out of Russia, and tell 'Joe' that we would drop the bombs unless they placed their material in our transports. At that time we had more than ten times as many bombs as Russia, and the means of conveying them. They would have been forced to surrender their nuclear equipment. This or some similar actions should have been taken then.



What do you think of our foreign-aid program?


I think that if it were put to a vote, the American people would choose to end it. You know, each billion dollars our Government wastes—and foreign aid is a waste—costs the average American family $25. So far, we've thrown about 130 billion dollars down the foreign-aid rat hole. That's enough money for each family to send a youngster through college.



How do you think the United States is faring in the Cold War?


Pretty badly. The Communists are advancing and, att least most of the rime, we are retreating. We are happy when we can say that we haven't lost any ground to the Reds in a while, or at least not very much. But we should be asking ourselves where we have advanced freedom's line, where they have lost territories to the free world, where we have liberated people held in Communist slavery. The answer is that our victories are very few, and theirs are plentiful. We are losing the Cold War.



Do you think that there is any likelihood of our reaching a peaceful accommodation with the Soviet Union?


Let me say this: If we do, we're pone. If we reach an accommodation with the Soviets, it will be for the benefit of the Soviets and to our detriment. The Soviet leaders have repeatedly explained this to us for more than 40 years. As far as I'm concerned, this so-called peaceful co-existence means that we are peaceful while they try to do us in. It's nothing more than surrender on the instalment plan.



Could you be happy without a fortune?



Yes, I could give it all up—though perhaps not gladly. But there is little happiness, and a lot of trouble, in possessing a fortune. Happiness comes from pride of accomplishment. That's the great joy, and it can be realized by a very small entrepreneur or by a wage earner, large or small. This is the reason that private enterprise is so highly preferable to socialism and communism. So long as individual initiative is not sadly hampered with unnecessary regulations and restrictions, communism has a poor chance to win and take over.




Haroldson Lafayette Hunt, an ultra-right-wing Texan, is probably the richest man in the world. "It isn't just that Hunt is to the right of McKinley," it has been said, "He thinks communism started in this country when the Government took over the distribution of the mail"



"The Communists need not invade the United States," says Hunt. "Pro-Communist sentiment in the U.S. is already greater than when the Bolsheviks overthrew the Kerenski Government and took over Russia."





Of course, America had often been discovered before Columbus, but it had always been hushed up.—

Oscar Wilde.
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And 50 Years of (American) Capitalism



The following is excerpted from a 
Time Essay (17 November, 1967) entitled 'And 50 Years of Capitalism'. Later in the essay it is said "The material rise is only part of the story. There have been cultural gains as well. With paperbacks in every drug-store, reading has soared."


Compare an imaginary middle-class Mr. U.S. in 1917 with his counterpart today. After breakfast cooked on a cast-iron stove, Mr. U.S. of 1917 wrapped himself against the early autumn chill, went out to his open Model T, hand-cranked the engine into ear-splitting action, and headed for the office at the blazing 15 m.p.h. demanded by the bumpy, unpaved road. Back at the house, his wife kneaded the dough for the day's bread, then took soap and dishcloth to wash the Mason jars in which she was about to preserve apple butter. When she hurried out to get provisions, it meant going to the grocer, the butcher, the druggist, and the hardware store to get all the items on her list. By the time she got home, it was far too late to stop by for a chat with her neighbor, Gladys, five blocks away; nor could she phone to explain, for in those days there was only one telephone for every ten people, and someone was always using the party line. Besides, she had to face the laundry stacked beside the hand-powered washing machine. That evening, Mr. US. got home to find his wife so exhausted that she fell asleep after supper while listening to the tenor of John McCormack scratching out of the Victrola that stood in the light of the flickering gas lamps in the living room.


Today, Mr. U.S. finishes his breakfast of frozen orange juice and diet-bread toast, pops a vitamin pill into his mouth, steps into his fastback Barracuda, punches the tape deck button for swing or symphony, and heads for the freeway. The six-lane concrete strip lets him proceed at 65 m.p.h. toward his office in town—except when there are so many other cars going the same way that he can listen to all of Beethoven's 
Ninth. By the time he gets to the office, his wife has already called—from the pink, push-button Princess extension in the kitchen—to ask him to stop by the shopping center on the way home and pick up the washing there. She and Mabel next door are going to a theater matinee in the Mustang, but she will be back in plenty of time to take the lamb chops out of the freezer and fix dinner. And they will get the dishes into the automatic washer before 7.30 so they can watch 
The King and I in color.










Victoria University of Wellington Library




Salient. Victoria University Student Newspaper. Volume. 33, Number 9. 25 June, 1970

Love is all You Need







Love is all You Need


The Attorney General, John Mitchell, is reputed to be Nixon's closest adviser on internal issues Mitchell's wife, Martha, painted this delightful picture of her husband's political views in an interview at the end of last year: "As my husband has said many times, he'd like to take some of the liberals of this country and change them for Russian Communists."


Mrs Mitchell herself has "emerged as one of the dominant figures on the Washington scene, and her tart tongue has enlivened a lot of cocktail parties" (said 
Time). Samples of her political philosophy: "Any time you get somebody marching in the streets, it's catering to revolution. It started with the coloured people in the South. Now other groups are taking to the streets. We could have worked out the integration battle without allowing them to march. My family worked for everything we had. We even have a deed from the King of England for property in South Carolina. Now these jerks come along and try to give it to the Communists ... Man has been given his freedom to a greater extent than ever, and that's quite wrong. Adults like to be led. They would rather respond to a form of discipline. People say they want freedom: yet they tie themselves up completely on drugs ... For 20 years, there has been no discipline of children. You don't inhibit them even if they are threatening to break up the whole house. Now we are reaping the results. Margaret Mead caused a lot of the trouble. She advocates taking drugs and early marriages She and those other spooks just want to get their names in the papers. A few years ago, if you did something wrong, you were sent to the Principal's office."




[image: "When I pass my prime I only hope I have the good sense to grow old gracefully."]
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In this article, 
Dennis Altaian, examines some of the elements which go to make up the American Dream and looks at the future of the myths which bind Americans to their country.


The United States', Lyndon Johnson has said, 'was the first nation in the history of the world to be founded with a purpose. The phrases of that purpose still sound in every American heart. North and South: "All men are created equar—"Government by consent of the governed"—"Give me liberty or give me death". These are not just clever words or empty theories. In their name Americans have fought and died for two centuries and today are risking their lives.'


In saying this Johnson was reaffirming a belief of tremendous importance for most Americans, a faith in the Constitution as an expression of the national purpose rather than merely a set of institutional arrangements. Nor has this belief been confined to the national boundaries. In the first of the 
Federalist Papers, written to urge the adoption of the Constitution, Hamilton wrote: 'It has been frequently remarked that it seems to have been reserved to the people of this country, by their conduct and example, to decide the important question whether societies of men are really capable or not of establishing good government from reflection of choice ... A wrong election of the path we shall cut, may, in this view, deserve to be considered as the general misfortune of mankind.' Which was echoed by Jefferson, who wrote: 'It is impossible not to be sensible that we are acting for all mankind; that circumstances denied to others, but indulgent to us, have imposed on us the duty of proving what is the degree of freedom and self-government in which a society may venture to leave its individual members.'


Americans have always had this sense of nationalistic utopianism. It has been accompanied by, indeed has risen out of, a faith in themselves, a belief that America is indeed, as S.M. Lipset wrote: 4the good society itself in operation'. Out of this faith, as much as any physical advantages, has come the tremendous dynamism and energy that have made America the most hated, loved, feared, despised, admired, envied, analysed, emulated and sought after nation in the world. To Americans and non-Americans alike, from Crevecoeur and Goethe to the Puerto Rican immigrants of 
West Side Story, the United States is as much a symbol of certain ideals as it is a country, one among numerous units on the international scene.


In recent years America has impinged on us to the extent that we are more familiar with the family life and foibles of its distinguished citizens than our own. For our conservatives it appears to provide the surrogate father figure necessary since Britain's abdication. For our radicals it provides an identifiable target on which to vent their frustration. Yet, oddly enough, it is the strongest adherents to America politically who often display an Anglophilic dislike of American society, while those politically anti-American find their inspiration in the writings, speeches and actions of Americans. One may feel as one likes about America, it appears, but about it one can never be neutral.


Perhaps it is because of this that we remain so unable to comprehend America, while at the same time being so aware of it. It is, at once, both the most familiar and the most foreign of countries. Familiar because we read its magazines, watch its films and television, and follow its politics. Foreign because we fail to understand the 'yearning for high-sounding moral purposes' that are seen as uniquely American, and thus have an image of America that misses that most elusive, and most significant, of dimensions. Yet without this dimension we cannot understand the great moral crisis through which America is now passing.


The surface manifestations of this crisis have been increasingly apparent with the emergence of violence as the norm, rather than the exception, in much of American life. Only the respite brought about by peace feelers made it possible for the President of the United States to move again about his own country as other than a fugitive, in secretive helicopter flights to carefully selected gatherings. But this respite coincided with the assassination of Martin Luther King—only, one might add cynically, another casualty in the death toll in the Civil Rights battle—and the outbreak of urban violence throughout the country before even the last snow had melted. Today American police forces are laying in sophisticated weapons in preparation for major battles during the Summer, while middle-aged housewives and embittered youths are forming themselves into private vigilante armies.


These are not isolated cases, but the symptoms of a deep-seated malaise that threatens to tear American Society apart. Nor is it sufficient to say that violence has always been a part of the American heritage, although this is undoubtedly true. This however is not the lawlessness of Al Capone or 
Bonnie and Clyde; today's lawlessness is collective rather than individual, rebellion rather than crime. When Johnson spoke of the need, to preserve national unity this was not mere political rhetoric. It was the expression of a real fear that America has been overtaken by a series of crises it is not within her power to control, and, most importantly, that it no longer believes it can control.


For the purpose to which Johnson referred is no longer clear, nor is it any more the shared purpose of all Americans. The disillusionment with the American Dream expressed by Albee and Mailer in works of that name has now spread to large sections of the country, in particular to the strange alliance of privileged, white, middle-class students and underprivileged, black, proletarian Negroes which Robert Kennedy had been courting. And while the internal conflict is the more significant, it is the souring of the dream abroad that provided the catalyst for the present crisis.


Whatever the motivation for certain aspects of American foreign policy, its guiding principle over the past twenty years has been the containment of Communism. This could be defended both in terms of the national interest (the need to check rival great powers) and idealogically (the need to combat alien and evil doctrines). The latter was as important as the former, and, unlike Australia, America's Cold Warriors were often men committed domestically to liberal social reforms. It is ironical that a country which sanctifies pragmatic politics approaches foreign affairs with an ideological fervour, with Dulles like Torquemada, or Rusk, like Billy Graham, preaching the faith throughout the globe.


Vietnam, however, shattered the faith for many millions of Americans. No longer was it possible for them to believe that their country was defending that freedom and self-government that Jefferson thad proclaimed the essential purpose of America. The war in Vietnam has cracked the consensus that once existed on the need to contain Communism, wherever and however it might appear, and as yet no satisfactory alternative purpose in foreign policy has appeared. Not only is talk of victory in Vietnam no longer credible, the belief that made such talk relevant no longer exists. The extent to which America is disillusioned by the failure of her mission in Vietnam, as reflected in the sombre editorialising of 
Newsweek and the 
Wall Street Journal, has little counterpart in Australia, for we did not need to rationalise the war to ourselves in terms of moral absolutes. (Many American opponents of the war, men like Fulbright, Aiken, Kennan and Lippmann, had opposed it, of course, precisely because of their distrust of the evangelical in foreign policy.)


Yet the beliefs of a generation die hard, and whatever the outcome in Vietnam it will continue to create internal turmoil within the United States. It is doubtful whether the country has the will to escalate any further, and probable that the Administration—any Administration—will eventually settle for some major role in a



new Saigon Government for the National Liberation Front. By so doing they will, in effect, be accepting their inability to combat Communism in Vietnam, to win the 'honourable peace' to which Mr Nixon has referred. One shudders to contemplate the effect on a country that has committed 600,000 men to a war that, unlike Korea, cannot even end with the restoration of the 'status quo ante-bellum'. Just as the French defeat in Indo-China sixteen years ago had a long-range effect on her future political life, so an eventual settlement in Vietnam will bring cries of treachery and disloyalty that could prove even more divisive than have the protests of the anti-war movement.


Bound up with, indeed both cause and effect of, the collapse of the myths that made Vietnam possible is the situation in the cities that makes virtually every metropolitan centre in the United States the scene of potential warfare. The assassination of Dr Martin Luther King was almost too perfect a symbol—what dramatist would have dared concoct it? For King was the outstanding representative of the traditional Civil Rights Movement with its Pete Seeger songs, heroic defiance of cattle prods and clergy-led marchers, whose ends were integration and means a non-violent appeal to the conscience of White America. After his assassination what Negro can believe, as King, a true Jeffersonian liberal believed, that there is a non-violent road to a better and more humane America?


King too believed in the purpose of which Lyndon Johnson spoke: 'Even though we face the difficulties of today and tomorrow,' he said, 'l still have a dream. It is a dream chiefly rooted in the American Dream. I have a dream that one day this nation will rise up and live out the true meaning of its creed: We hold these truths to be self-evident, that, all men are created equal.' For the embittered militants of Watts and Hough and Harlem and West Side Chicago, however, the Young Negroes of whom Stokely Carmichael and Rap Brown are only the most articulate, these words no longer have any meaning. Negroes in the ghettoes no longer sing 'We Shall Overcome'; they build Molotov cocktails. Unlike other ethnic groups the Negro finds that automation and prejudice deny him the bottom rungs of the ladder that the American myth says lead to middle-class respectability. Unlike the workers who, encountering bitter resistance in their struggle to unionise, still clung to the ideology of Horatio Alger and 'log cabin to White House', increasing numbers of Negroes no longer feel any identification with the American creed of individual perfection.




[image: Photograph of a man in a prison cell]


The cry of Black Power is not, in itself, a repudiation of America; a convincing case can be made for an interpretation of Black Power that places it in the tradition of group solidarity as a part of the continual coalition building that is the essence of American politics. But however convincing Stokely Carmichael may be when addressing White liberals, the Civil Rights Movement has been transformed from a revolutionary affirmation of American values to a resolutionary denial of these values, and a demand for a new type of society, one that traditional politics seem unable to create.


It is in revulsion at the war and violence in the cities that the crumbling of the old American beliefs are most obvious. There are other symptoms too. It is a truism that art reflects social pressures; the last decade has seen a tremendous outpouring of artistic creation that has been increasingly typified by violence, disharmony and disillusionment. In art the constant search for a way of depicting modern society has produced a rapid succession of modernistic fads, just as the collapse of liberalism in Europe expressed itself in Dadaism and Surrealism. In music not only pop music speaks the language of rejection of traditional values; so-called 'serious' composers (though the Beatles are no less serious for being popular) are turning to new forms and techniques that display the inability of conventional approaches to convey their emotions. On the stage, influenced by a number of London imports, American playwriters are offering an increasing number of plays, happenings and events that reject the schmalz of Broadway musicals and family comedies. In literature the cult of Black Humour, which makes sense of American society only by making it macabre, has influenced many of the most interesting contemporary authors (Joseph Heller, John Barth, James Purdy, Thomas Pynchon etc.); it is accompanied by a new realism, individual rather than social in its focus, which is expressed in the attempts to shock and disgust found in books like Burroughs' 
The Naked Lunch, Blechman's 
Stations and Le Roi Jones' 
The System of Dante's Hell. Even films, so long the citadel of complacency, are beginning to echo a new awareness of the underside of American life, as in 
The Pawnbroker and 
Bonnie and Clyde.


America has always been a society with tremendous centrifugal forces, regional and ethnic. To hold the country together has posed problems unknown in a small and homogenous society. American unity has been very much the product of the shared belief in the American Dream, however varied the interpretations might be, and a faith in America that has made it possible, for example, for a country with enormous class divisions to deny these in its political behaviour. (One should not forget the enormous importance of pledges of allegiance and civics lessons in the public schools, where millions of immigrants were imbued with the American Dream. Writing of the task of the schools at a time when the Dream was also under challenge, Charles Beard said: 'Once more, as in the early days of the Republic, the terms, conditions, and methods appropriate to the maintenance of democratic society swing into the centre of educational interest.')


Today, as periodically in American history, the sufficiency and the relevance of the American Dream are being questioned. The questions take many forms. Polite doubt as to the universal validity of American ideals is expressed in Congressional committee rooms. Frustration with the application of these ideals has led to student unrest on most of the large American campuses, often among the academic elite of the country's five million students. In the urban ghettoes men talk, and act, revolution. The great bulk of Americans do not share the feeling of Berkeley or Harlem. They do however sense that the old ideals no longer provide an answer to contemporary problems, that new problems, at home and abroad, demand new ideals and new purposes.


Lyndon Johnson's Presidency will probably be seen in history as marking the end of the Roosevelt era (the New Dead) at home and the Truman era (of containment) abroad. Many of Johnson's domestic reforms, important as they were, were first mooted during the 'thirties. The Civil Rights legislation of his Presidency, though more important than the legislation of any, and all, of his predecessors since Lincoln, has failed to cope with the problems of housing and jobs and education which demand far more than integration into the existing social structure. His actions abroad were responses conditioned by the last twenty years of Cold Warfare, and no longer adequate. What Rovere said of foreign policy applies with equal force to domestic politics:



The policies we are applying were not meant to endure forever but merely to tide us over, to bring us safely into the present age. We have arrived, by no means safely but more or less intact, and it is incumbent upon us to look on this new age and seek new ways-if new ways are required and it seems to me perfectly clear that they are most desperately required—of dealing with it. Instead, our leaders and many of their most eloquent critics are locked in debate over who is and who is not being true to a bygone age.


It may be that in the end America will find the resources within her own traditions to meet the new challenges. The American Dream has become for many a symbol of complacency, a belief that American society is essentially good and requires only a little bit of tinkering to make it perfect. Yet the Dream was in its time a revolutionary one, expressing the belief that it was in the power of men to completely remake their society. This is the essence of the Dream, not a particular set of political and economic arrangements.


Even the most militant adherents of Black Power express ideas that would not have seemed alien to Jefferson, in their claims for local control and freedom from a welfare bureaucracy. In the days of the American Revolution, however, 'Life, Liberty and the Pursuit of Happiness', to quote Jefferson's version of Locke, could be attained by leaving men alone. In modern, urban, post-industrial America this is no longer sufficient. The great challenge America now faces is to find a way of re-allocating her grossly mis-distributed resources, which can only be done by government action, without merely enlarging the massive bureaucratic state which already administers her inadequate social services. Without this the American Dream can only become the American nightmare.




[image: "You can't have it both ways, kid."]
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Source: 
Newsweek




Yale Strike: Yale University goes out on a sympathy strike for Bobby Seale and seven other Black Panthers on trial in New Haven (Connecticut) for murder and kidnapping. About 200 students—"sporting clean jeans and neatly trimmed heads"—worked their way through New Haven to solicit support from citizens for the Yale strike. The "teach-out" met plenty of resistance. A woman in a kimono thrust her head out an apartment door and shouted, "Communists!"




Neutral Forces: The magazine 
The Washington Monthly in January exposed the American Army's action in maintaining a force of about one thousand Army officers whose function was to compile a black list "of potential U.S. enemies on the homefront." A national Teletype network linked the agents to every major Army command. The programme had been established in 1965, "mushroomed after the disastrous 1967 ghetto riots and soon was collating data from police and FBI reports, campus newspaper dippings and the Army's own operatives posing as newsmen, students . . ."


The American Civil Liberties Union took up the matter and, at a news conference towards the end of April, the ACLU produced its star witnesses—two Army non-commissioned officers who had participated in the Army's investigation. One was ex-Cpl. Oliver Peirce, 25, who said his 
Co at Fort Carson, Colo., had ordered him to infiltrate a program to help emotionally troubled young people, organized by local church groups, a ski club and the Young Democrats. The sin: one of the sponsors had been active in antiwar demonstrations. Witness No. 2 was former Sgt. Ralph Stein, 26, who said he got his marching orders three years ago from the "Left Wing" desk at Army counterintelligence. In a little over a year, said Stein, his desk (plus the "Right Wing" and "Racial" desks nearby) had collected and microfilmed data on A whole Who's Who of protesters ranging from Communist theoretician Herbert Aptheker to folk singer Joan Baez. Among the assignments: A request from a general for A full report on SDS—to send to his daughter at an exclusive Eastern women's college.




Earth Day: The organiser, Denis Hayes, was reported as follows: "Things as we know them are falling apart. Even if the war stopped tomorrow, we would still be destroying our planet. The businessmen and the politicians haven't come to realize that we want to live in this country 30 years from now. Some things are wrong. The poor have known it for a long time. Now all of society is starting to realize that."


That leaves room under the ecological umbrella for just about everyone except the everlastingly endearing Daughters of the American Revolution, who resolved that Earth Day was "subversive" and that reports of an environmental crisis were "distorted and exaggerated." In similar spirit, Georgia State Comptroller James L. Bentley, now seeking the Republican nomination for governor, sent out $1,600 worth of telegrams at taxpayers' expense pointing out that Earth Day fell suspiciously on Lenin's birthday.




Dear Sir: The Administration's communications gap with youth was first pointed up last week by one of the Cabinet's least-heralded members: Interior Secretary Walter Hickel, 50, an independent-minded, self-made millionaire (and the father of six sons). In a personal letter somehow leaked to the press at the same moment it was delivered to the White House, Hickel took the President gently but unmistakably to task for cutting himself off from the nation's youth—and from his own Cabinet. "I believe this Administration," he wrote, "finds itself, today, embracing a philosophy which appears to lack appropriate concern for the attitude of a great mass of Americans—our young people."


Hickel cited the example of the youthful leaders of the American Revolution. "Their protests fell on deaf ears and finally led to war. The outcome is history. My point is, if we read history, it clearly shows that youth in its protest must be heard." The Vice President's attacks on the young, Hickel went on, only served to seal off the channels of communication. And the President himself, suggested the Secretary (who has managed to see Mr. Nixon privately only twice since taking office), might do well to meet individually with members of his Cabinet: "Perhaps, through such conversations, we can gain greater insight into the problems confronting us all and, most important, into the solutions of these problems."




Everyone's Vp: Spiro Agnew chimed in with a few words on the continuing Yale Strike. Kingman Brewster, President of the University, had expressed his public doubt that black revolutionaries like Bobby Seale (one of the Chicago Seven) "could get a fair trial anywhere in America." Agnew fired back a demand for Brewster's removal.




Cambodia & Student Bums: Richard Nixon's decision on Cambodia was clearly the most important—and the most agonizing—of his fifteen months in office. For the President had gambled his own fortunes—and those of his party and his nation—on tactics that were perilously unsure of success. And the Republican President who had once promised to bring Americans together had, by word and deed, pulled them further apart. (The day after his speech, during a visit to the Pentagon, he scraped a little more oil off the troubled waters by denouncing student radicals as "these bums . . . blowing up the campuses.") "Whether my party gains in November is nothing" Nixon asserted, "compared to the lives of 400,000 brave Americans fighting for our country and for the cause of peace and freedom in Vietnam. Whether I may be a one-term President is insignificant compared to whether, by our failure to act in this crisis, the United States proves itself to be unworthy to lead the forces of freedom in this critical period".




Kent State—Rhodes: The Mayor of Akron, Leroy Satrom, had earlier persuaded Ohio State Governor James Rhodes to call in the National Guard. The Governor, who had made campus disorder a key issue in his tough campaign for the Senate, agreed. He said that the students involved in violence at Kent State were "worse than the 'brown-shirts' and the Communist element and also the night-riders in the vigilantes... the worst type of person that we harbour in America... We are going to eradicate the problem. It's over with in Ohio."




Cincinnati & Philadelphia: At the University of Cincinnati, about 1,000 people marched downtown from the campus for a 90-minute sit-in. Police eventually dispersed the crowd but not before arresting 145 demonstrators. Students at Union College in Schenectady, N.Y., burned Mr. Nixon in effigy, blocked downtown traffic, then marched to a local General Electric Co. plant and denounced it as part of the "war machine." And in Philadelphia, Temple University students co-opted a National Guard tank, which had stalled on Broad Street, and used it as a background for antiwar rally.




Kent State—35 rounds in all: About 25 minutes after noon, as the smaller detachment marched back up to join the larger group, guardsmen thought they heard a single shot. Almost instantly, there was a salvo from troopers on the knoll that lasted at least three seconds. No warning had been issued and few students knew the guardsmen's rifles were even loaded. 'They're firing blanks," said one student to another, "otherwise they would be aiming into the air or at the ground." And, indeed, some of the sixteen or seventeen guardsmen who fired about 35 rounds in all may have done just that; others, unbelievable as it seemed, had fired right into the crowd of students. The shrieks and moans that quickly filled the air foreshadowed the toll: four dead, ten wounded, including a youth paralyzed from the waist down by a bullet in the spine. Ignoring cries for help, the guardsmen marched away.




Just Desserts: The President's first comment on the Kent State killings, as reported at a news conference by Nixon's press secretary, was "when dissent turns to violence it invites tragedy."




Kent State—"Coming for their guns": "They didn't go to Kent State to kill anyone," cried the wife of one of the men who fired at the students. "I know he'd rather have stayed home and mowed the lawn. He told me so. He told me they didn't fire those shots to scare the students off. He told me they fired those shots because they knew the students were coming after them, coming for their guns. People are calling my husband a murderer; my husband is not a murderer. He was afraid."


"I am satisfied that these troops felt that their lives were in danger," said General Canterbury, 55, who was in charge of the troops. "I felt I could have been killed out there ... Considering the size of the rocks and the proximity of those throwing them, lives were in danger ... Hell, they were 3 feet behind us ... I do think, however, that under normal conditions, an officer would give the order to fire."


Some guardsmen on campus evidence little if any regret over the killings. "It's about time we showed the bastards who's in charge," said one. And many of the townspeople of Kent shared the same sentiment. "You can't really help but kind of think they've been asking for it and finally got it," said a motel clerk.




The Universities: Moderates take over: Professors, students and school officials—from presidents to janitors—who had never participated in antiwar efforts not only signed up for the duration but, more important, took control. Instinctively, these "moderates" and "conservatives" moved to seal off violence.




Communist Conspirators Shot in the Back: Augusta, Georgia, has 30,000 Negroes (out of a population of 70,000) living in angry poverty and isolation in a ghetto called simply "the Terry" (for territory). Last week, the blacks tried to burn the Terry down in a day-and-night-long spasm of rage, firing fifteen buildings, smashing countless cars and injuring 60 blacks. When it ended, there were also six Negroes dead—every one of them shot in the back with double-buckshot, and every one of them apparently shot in the back by policemen.


Georgia's Governor, Lester Maddox, announced over a local radio station that he was sending 1200 National Guardsmen and 150 state troopers into Atlanta to stop "the Communist conspiracy" that was "trying to bring this country to its knees."




Cambodia Protest: The National Guard was called out in Illinois, Maryland, New Mexico, Wisconsin and Kentucky as well as at Kent State in Ohio. More than 200 colleges and universities shut down for at least one day in protest against the U.S. action in Cambodia and the Kent State affair, and at least eight (including Princeton) closed for the rest of the semester. The one main group missing with the blacks, who stayed aloof from the turmoil all week long. "A black kid got killed at Greensboro a year ago and nobody got upset," said a black student at North Carolina A&T College in Breensboro. "Now some white kids get killed at Kent State and everybody wants to march."




Nixon's Integration Policy—Fire integrationists: Southern congressmen have been assured by a high White House aide that "it's only a matter of time" before Dr. James E. Allen Jr., the U.S. Commissioner of Education, will be fired. The reason: Allen's resistance to President Nixon's softer school-desegregation policy.




Public Relations Man: Shortly after Hickel's letter arrived at the White House, a top aide (reportedly Presidential domestic-affairs specialist John Ehrlichman) told the Interior Secretary: "Cool it, Wally, this will blow over in 24 hours." And last week, Mr. Nixon's director of communications, Herbert Klein, encouraged Hickel to attack dissenters and the press in a unity speech to be given in San Francisco. Hickel refused.


On top of all this, some White House aides were confident enough that the Hickel affair had blown over to contemplate the public-relations bounty of the episode. "It was good for us," said one close to the President. "Hickel will be a very good speaker at universities."




Keep it Peaceful: Later that night, the President tried a remarkable new venture in communication. Unable to sleep, he arose at 4 a.m., roused his valet and asked him whether he had ever visited the Lincoln Memorial at night. He found about eight young people on the Memorial steps and engaged them in an hour-long conversation about world problems and his difficulties at home. "I told them," he said later, "that I know you think we are a bunch of so-and-sos—and I used a stronger word." Mr. Nixon was clearly making a special effort to establish rapport, but it was not entirely successful. "I hope it was because he was tired, but most of what he was saying was absurd," said Joan Pelletier, a Syracuse. University sophomore. "Here we had come from a university that's completely uptight—onstrike—and when we told him where we were from, he talked about the football team."


By the time his impromptu visit ended, the sun had risen and the crowd had grown to about 50. "Sure, you came here to clamor and shout your slogans," the President told them, "that's all right. Just keep it peaceful. Remember I feel just as deeply as you do about this."




Getting Things into Perspective: In the Justice Department, in an audience with Duke University law-school students, Attorney General John Mitchell caustically expressed his aversion to the whole student protest movement. One Justice Department insider explained the AG's performance this way: "Mitchell feels the students are abysmally ignorant of the facts of the problems they are complaining about. He thinks they are filled with notions based mainly on the superficial coverage of the media and he thinks they seem totally unable to place what is happening now in a historical perspective."




Long on Patriotism: In the middle of the Manhattan financial district last week, battalions of police poised behind grey barricades—looking for all the world as if they were about to defend the palaces of capitalism and the Establishment from the ravages of some proletarian mob. In fact, the cops' mission was to restrain an angry portion of the proletariat—brawny construction workers in the main—from smashing the heads of fellow citizens in a zealous, flag-waving display of their affection for capitalism, the Establishment and President Nixon's Indochina policy.


The problem arose a fortnight ago when the construction workers disrupted city-sponsored memorial activities for the four students killed by National Guardsmen at Kent State University. Pouring down from nearby building sites at lunchtime, 200 laborers waded into peace protesters, mostly students, outside the old Sub-Treasury Building on the corner of Wall and Nassau streets, and bashed them with fists, metal hard hats and heavy tools. Even passers-by who seemed too long on hair and too short on patriotism were punched and kicked, while Wall Street clerks and secretaries cheered on the mob. Later, the workers marched on City Hall, where they forced staffers to raise the American flag from its half-staff memorial position—and then chased students of nearby Pace College into their building, battered some young people and smashed glass and furniture. In all, 70 persons were hurt, including many women. Four policemen were also among the injured, but in the aftermath some officers were reported to have stood by and in a few cases reported to have shown sympathy for the construction workers. There were only six arrests.


Many of the construction workers and their allies among the clerks and blue-collar workers around Wall Street shared a high sensitivity to the symbolic acts of defiance that are the protesters' stock in trade. "They spit on the flag," said one worker, "and that's aggression against the U.S."


Three separate investigations are under way into the first outbreak of violence. Of prime interest to the invesigating authorities were charges that the 'spontaneous' attacks on peace demonstrators had been planned at various construction sites in the area and that the plans had been disseminated by roving union shop stewards who encouraged their men to go out and "knock heads." Where the men got their American flags and their professionally printed signs was also a question. And so was the conduct of the police department. Even before the questions raised by past demonstrations could be dealt with, the hard hats scheduled their biggest rally of all for this week.




Jackson State: "We've got some niggers dyin' ": Without so much as A word of warning, the front rank of police and highway patrolmen scattered, dropped to their knees and loosed A fusillade of pistol, rifle and shotgun fire that lasted for nearly 30 seconds. Later, at least 230 bullet holes were counted in the building and all the window panes in the area of the firing were blasted out or shattered. (The TV tape recorded no specific orders to fire.) As coeds screamed and male students cursed, A highway-patrol radio dispatcher could be heard to say: "Well, I guess you'll need some ambulances." Replied a patrolman: "Yes. We've got some niggers dyin'."


The dead—both apparently innocent bystanders—were pre-law student Phillip Lafayette Gibbs, 21, of Ripley, Miss., married and the father of an eleven-month-old son; and James Earl Green of Jackson, a 17-year-old senior at Jim Hill High School who was on his way home from a part-time job across the street from the JSC campus when cut down by the fusillade.




Into Cambodia?: Both Secretary Laird and Secretary of State William Rogers insisted last week that the Nixon Administration intended to withdraw all U.S. ground troops from South Vietnam by mid-1971, except for base-security forces.


Sitting in a TV Lounge, Eating a TV Dinner, Watching a TV War
 . . .


"Today it is technically feasible to provide live televsion coverage of a strike against the Communists in Viet Nam from a 7th Fleet carrier in the South China Sea," Navy Secretary Paul H. Nitze said Thursday.



"It is not too far in the future that the so-called 'armchair strategist' will be able to watch a war actually being fought from his chair in the living room," he said.



Nitze said such coverage depends upon "whether or not society is ready for it."—
Memphis (Tenn.) Press-Scimitar.



And whether the colour compares favourably with "Bonanza".




Reprinted from the 
New Yorker, 4 March, 1967.





The Americans, like the Russians, are a nation of pious peasants.—


—

Bertrand Russell.
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A knowledge of the history of his language has been a great help to the English scholar, but even if you are not English, you still ought to know something about it. You may then pursue your own researches, and become an amateur expert, as I did. You will learn that "amateur" comes from the Latin—amat, he loves; err, the blunder. The true amateur will trace English back until it no longer exists, and by studying it in depth, come to know everything about nothing, a feat usually reserved for philosophers.


In the days when English wasn't, Latin was, and this period is called the 'Zeroth Influence' after Zero Mostel, a drunken actor in 
A funny thing happened on the way to the forum. These are the glorious days of early Britain, brought down to us in the tales of King Arthur's Court. Little is left of that era, but some names continue, especially of those towns named after court jesters,—Worchester, after the disreputable whore jester, and Winchester, after the weak joke expert, the wince jester.


Meanwhile, deep in the Black Forest, the natives were restless, even though they were German. Roman rumours had it that they talked peculiar, and this made the Germans nasty. The nasty bits are recorded in 
Grimm's Fairy Tales, but the technical details are to be found in his monumental classic, 
Grimm's Lore. Changes from g to k and k to h, b to p, p to f, and so on altered the entire outlook of the Germans. Where the Roman said "Gremlin buddy", the German now said 'Kremlin putty', and the 'god of the bogs' became the 'cot of the pocks', none of which were funny when a Roman army was dispatched to dispatch you. This wasn't really fair when one considers that a rather aspirate 'Nero piddles' became 'Nero fiddles'—although the Romans may have thought this ambiguous. The Germans moved out, and headed for Norway and Sweden, which had liberal immigration policies towards well-armed hordes. Some of these later became the Angles and the Saxons, who had the honour of being a successful invader of Britain.


The first Anglo-Saxon invader was a minor chieftain, Bumnav, who set sail for Glish near Istanbul, but on misdirecting his boat to Britain, still insisted to his crew that he was right. "We are now in Glish", he said, and Inglish they remained. Anglo-Saxon words can be recognised as hard-sounding (e.g. "hard") and monosyllabic, (a word which echoes, and re-echoes, and re-echoes . . . and re-echoes its meaning—good poetry.) The Anglo-Saxons were not good poets, because they were not civilized. A man was judged civilized in those days, by whether he used a po or tree. Anglo-Saxons used a tree, but poetry has continued as a criterion of civilization, although its meaning has become more abstract. Changes in meaning are common, and words like "head" acquired many meanings, such as the nautical-head, a toilet, discharging into the sea. Hence, 'Wellington Heads .


The next invasion was by monks, who, in a clever pincer movement, captured the minds and morbidity of Anglo-Saxon religionists. They altered the names of the week, spelling Munday "Monday", since munk was spelt monk. A love of food (all the greater for fasting) created Chewsday and Fryday, both also misspelt. Wednesday, (Winny's day) was named after St Winny the Pooh, who had been cooked over a slow fire. (Later, the martyr was renamed St Winifred, since "Winny fried"). The land was divided into bishopries, or sees, and each bishop named his own see. Mercy see (Mersey), Angel's see (Anglesey) and Guerre's see (Jersey) are examples. Soon there were more sees than saws, so the bards wrote in protest, "Suffix by the see". The bishops replied ironically to this by naming one county Suffix and another, right next to the first, Surrey, since they weren't in the least bit surrey.


The Cells, meanwhile, retreated either into Wales, where all names were written in a code, or to Scotland, where began the first of the clans. These were registered by an old Scots monk with a lisp. The first of the Clydes was "Firth of Clyde" and so on for the "Firth of Tay" and others. The Fourth clan ("Firth of Forth") were so named because they were the fourth registered but didn't have a clan name at that time. The monk even named a town after his purse—"Perth.'


Then came the Normans, and with them came the peculiar garlic (or is it "Gallic"?) flavour to our native tongue. The name "Norman" came, as had "English", from the mouth of the conqueror, who shouted in victory, "Nay best, nor man will ever conquer England again" which was understood by the English as "No beast Norman . . .", and the two races could agree from the beginning. The French suffix -ette, meaning little, became -et. Thus to occupy a house as William occupied the country was to be a little Bill,—billet. The Saxons replied with such words as "gourmet", a little guorm, or in the Norman dialect, the cognate "worm" (i.e. guorm).


The races got on like a house on fire (or a mansion in flammes) and by the sixteenth century, the renewed study of Latin enabled them to get on like an establishment in a conflagration. This was also the age of the suffix and prefix, used with daring innovation and admirable scholarship. A simple comparison, male-female, gave the trivially obvious-fe; non. However, one could now explain such words as:


February (non Brewery—Breweries once had their annual holidays in February, when the Christmas hangover had settled),


Fecund (non cund. Cund is related to the word cunctation-cautious delaying)


Felon (non-Ion (innocuous) after Sir Keith Ramble-Lon, a superficially innocuous politician).


It was during these centuries that the Great Vowel Shift took place, when accents similar to Coronation Street were modernised. The reasons for the changes are obscure, but one hypothesis by the Rev. Staunchley of Raddical is that there were great religious changes in this period, and the change is better called the great Avowal Shift. This view has been severely criticized by Colonel Witherby-Snipe of Raveon-on-Avon who points out that a change in food supply due to foreign imports from America caused a wave of indigestion, and the movement is better named the Great Bowel Shift. There is still considerable debate, but as both men are in their nineties, a final solution is likely before long.


This brings US to the modern period, when words are becoming redundant. "The", "a", "an" and suffixes like "-ly" are disappearing quick. Road signs such as "slow men at work" or "Road works" are no longer taken to imply that the men are slow, or that some roads don't work. Even worse is the American tendency to replaces phrases with suffixes (which are abominable, literary wise) or with letters,



Eva: Extra Vehicular Activity (Latin thrice confounded)



Lem: Lunar Excursion Module



Snoopy: A Society Numerically Optimizing Orbiting Pollution Yearly


These and others repeatedly fouled the ether for the entirety of the moon mission. It is sincerely hoped that this trend will not continue. As secretary for the Foundation for the Advancement of Research into Trivialities, I can assure you that we are doing our utmost to oppose this.


It has even been known for essays to be written without a single quote from Shakespeare (Alas! Poor flourish, I knew it well.) I exhort you to study your language, while you yet have a language to study.


By 
Anton Erasmuson
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Joseph Losey, Director of 
Boom.





Boom, a film that can affect in many ways, produces two divergent reactions (rather like Wagner, if I may be forgiven the pet reference): people either recoil and walk out halfway through, in ignorance or fear, or stagger out at the conclusion, stupefied and muttering imprecations. The film did not find in me, a totally willing response at either pole, although I did admit that sitting out the preceding 
Scales of Justice in the nearest hostelry may have exacerbated my already unresponsive mood. It is not often considered, but is nevertheless significant, that films, or, I suppose, any other form of communication or expression, very often catch one on the wrong foot. A work that might be adjudged great when experienced on Thursday might be viewed as something less startling if seen on Friday instead. The influence of mood, disposition, or what you will, cannot be underestimated, especially in the cinema where each fleeting two hours worth may be an experience never to be repeated. In this snort lime we demand of ourselves an acceptable response, or at the very least the faculty of being open to suggestion and influence. To clam up when prodded, and express boredom or distaste, is the easy way out if the mood is not right, and even overt hostility often arises out of this conflict between the pressures of the film and the resistance supplied by the viewer's inappropriate frame of mind.


Having come this far, I will pursue the matter. An initial "this is great stuff" reaction to a movie often looks distinctly shallow second lime round. (My current apperceptions of 
Hiroshima Mon Amour, Blow Up, and 
Wild Strawberries are of this order.) The probable explanation is that in the first instance one is attuned to an extent where the positive response is an effluence of the way one is feeling at the time as much as of the film. Another viewing will reveal whether or not the film has the capacity to stand a change in the emotional disposition of the viewer. My own opinion is that the best films are capable of being seen many times, since their particular impact is independent of changing fashions in techniques, or temporary titillations like plot twists and so forth. How else to explain my being able to sit through 
Citizen Kane three times in one day, a certain Western 13 times in ten years, or a number of other favourites to a comparable degree? Here are cases where a film's strengths are sufficient to override momentary vagaries of temperament. This persistent satisfaction may cynically be ascribed to infatuation rather than thoughtful apprehension, but it exists whatever explanations are offered.


These prefatory remarks express my disappointment at being not as appreciative of 
Boom as I feel I perhaps ought to be, or as visibly moved as have been most of my friends. One must be wary, however, because this approach is beginning to veer dangerously towards the state of affairs where aesthetic 'truths' are attained by counting heads. There may, after all, be very good reasons why one should not be so overwhelmingly impressed by the film. My own prejudice is against the Grand Allegory approach, which I have always found wearisome. Presumably, though I may be wrong, part of the impact of 
Boom derives from the implication that the events depicted are related in some way to our lives and secret fears. I find it difficult to jump the abyss between Isola Goforth's craggy redoubt and RB's psyche. Since the Angel of Death and his victim do not trigger the appropriate archetypal response, I am left in vacuo with a bizarre fantasy. The setting is splendid and the technique superb, but stripped of psychological relevance there is unsufficient dramatic content to 
[
unclear: so] stain a high degree of involvement.


The film nevertheless inspires a detached kind of interest throughout, and is at times quite exciting. Joseph Losey's directorial style is fascinating, even in those films where he has to prevail over wild and woolly scripts. In 
Boom! as in 
The Servant, he has a ball manoeuvring his camera and actors about amidst the decor, producing a kind of prowling sensation which is mildly hair raising. Douglas Slocombe is one of the world's best lighting cameramen, which status his incredible colour photography in 
Boom bears witness. Without these two fine artists the film would have been a flop, worthy only as an excuse for the brief, extraordinary appearance by Noel Coward (invited by Tennessee Williams, rumour has it, to improvise at will).




[image: Photograph of a woman wearing a hat]


Richard Burton enunciates his lines as beautifully as ever, and although I generally find his particular brand of pedantry irritating I must concede that Burton is impressive, especially when the script requires him to make obvious to the shrinking Mrs Go forth his role as harbinger of ultimate tidings. I am never quite sure whether Elizabeth Taylor is brilliant or atrocious, always excepting 
Suddenly Last Summer, in which she matched the great Katherine Hepburn with a virtuoso performance. In 
Boom Taylor is haggard, overripe, slightly rotting even. This physical presence is perfect, whatever one might wish to say about her screechy delivery and flouncing hysterics. I think the performance becomes more believable as the film progresses, and her last scene with Burton is the best in the film. Apparently vast liberties were taken by Williams when adapting his play 
The Milk Train Doesn't Stop Here Anymore for the screen. The action bears his seamy imprint from beginning to end, but whether this is a help or a hindrance I cannot say.


An analysis as perfunctory as this cannot possibly do justice to such a complex work. If my initial assumptions are correct, a second viewing should decide the matter for me. Until then I shall have to regard 
Boom as a marvellous technical exercise (and worth seeing again for just that reason), but one devoid of the emotional tone I invariably respond to. Having waited so long to see this film, perhaps now we will be allowed the pleasure of Joseph Losey's 
Accident, as yet unreleased in Wellington. The management of the Princess might continue their sterling work of the last five years by inquiring whether or not 
Accident is available for screening. Given the undoubted stupidity of the distributors, this reputedly great film has probably left the country for good.



Elvira Madigan, more than most films, is subject to the kinds of temperamental influences I have been discussing. I came out of this film awash with melancholy and mostly impressed by what I had seen. But further reflection began to reveal flaws in the film's style and structure, until I am now at the stage where I think it was only the events of the few hours preceding my going into the theatre that made me receptive to the story and its ill-fated characters. I ask myself, for example, why the two lovers committed suicide in the first place. An inspection of the film reveals little in the way of motivation, and since the narrative is said to be based on an historical incident there can be no falling back on the explanation that the relationship is a mythic one, doomed to extinction by nothing less arbitrary than a decree of the gods.


The plot has it that the lovers kill themselves because" they are starving. They are starving because they have no money, and there is no hope of improving their lot because it is impossible for them to get work. This tragic progression would be convincing if the film provided some reason for their not being able to find employment. There is the barest hint when a motley peasant assures our hero that manual work is not for the likes of him. But this, surely, is not enough. Something more substantial is needed to explain the fatal pessimism that grips the characters, since this pessimism pervades the film and is the very essence of its appeal. If less time had been spent on lyrical photography and more on providing a reasonable explanation of events, the film would have been a consistent dramatic entity. I don't think this attitude is unduly sceptical. 
Elvira Madigan builds up to the tragic act of suicide, and although the moment itself may be intensely moving, one can feel only deflated when thinking about the film later on. A more than usually convincing motivation must be found for this course of the narrative-two people killing themselves is, one need hardly point out, not a trivial affair.


There is a line in the film that goes roughly something like this: "If you lie with your eye close to a blade of grass, the grass can be seen clearly, but you can't see what's behind it. The rest of the world is blurred." This metaphysical tit-bit reflects accurately, it seems, the working philosophy of Widerberg and his photographer Jorgen Persson. Their over-reliance on the telephoto lens, with exactly that visual surface unwittingly described by the character, is a heavy strain on the viewer struggling to find something in the film he can get his teeth into. The use of the long lens is fine in short doses, and has been used in this manner to good effect in other films, but when the technique is employed for lengthy periods the resulting 'lyricism' ceases to be poetic, and becomes eventually superficial gloss, exquisitely boring.


Another aspect of the film that I object to is the music. At every moment of portentous implication, at every morsel of bump and grind, a little piece of Mozart soars over the soundtrack, as if to remind us that something significant is going on. The device is unworthy of this level of film making, and is about as piddling as canned laughter in TV shows. I appreciate, on the other hand, the way in which the film states at the outset what is going to happen. At first I thought this a misguided tactic, in that it would deprive the plot of a considerable measure of its impact. I became gradually convinced, however, that this was precisely the point, that the film eschewed dramatic surprises and attempted instead to engage our sympathies in spite of our foreknowledge. Countering this, though, is the suspicion that the paucity of properly stated motive may have been even more apparent if the final deed had been sprung on us without the forewarning.


Having made these several remarks, what am I left with? Some nice colour, very fine acting, and a sequence here and there that is genuinely effective. This does not seem to me to be enough, and I now think of 
Elvira Madigan as only a partial success, despite my initially favourable reaction.


Rex Benson
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More than once during the short life span of this column I have suggested that the NZBC would produce much more satisfying material at the local level if it were to recognise its technical limitations and present its viewers with compactly-packaged shows using the very best talent 'in closeup' as it were. After all, the 'cool' intimacy of TV has been recognised by most of the top networks of the world so why not follow suit and perhaps save money in the process? Well WNTV-I did just that when the first drama production of the year arrived in the shape of 
The Genuine Plastic Marriage replete with two fully accredited Downstage personnel. The author had previously won a Feltex award for his play 
Green Gin Sunset and with quite a few stops being pulled in studio arrangements all boded fair. Why then was the result bad enough to warrant inclusion in Sunday's religious programmes? Clearly the answer must be that all the approach work and good intentions in the world will go for nought if there is a basic misunderstanding of the medium in any of the organising departments. Here the fault lay in using theatrical techniques at the personal level while the probing electronic eye of the TV camera was allowed to dwell on every facial and verbal histrionic exposing it as yet another pimple on an already blotchy complexion. It goes without saying that under these circumstances the last thing that the main characters needed was a script which could be described as early 
Peyton Place with a sprinkling from the 
Penguin Book of Cliches. Direct confrontation with the camera is fine, provided one has some ammunition in the way of dialogue or personality. Eric Wood, however, floundered simply because his one-dimensional role didn't even have the odd aphorism or epigram—let alone credibility—to keep it alive (references to artificial butterflies on the porch having officially gone out with Extrav '52). So TV drama slips back another notch till next time, which won't be very long apparently. 
Plastic Marriage passes away leaving only a fading memory of Eric Wood fumbling at Glenys Leviston's right boob. Unfortunately it wasn't the only fumble and nor was it the only boob.



Sportsview came good for five minutes last week with some exquisite filming of our national gymnasts. Slow motion shots tastefully coupled with appropriate music and an intelligent voice-over went some way towards erasing the clumsiness of the past and proving that all good sports should have as much art as science in them.


Not since Manapouri and the decimal coin design fracas has such a flagrant disregard of public opinion been shown. Once again the programme planners in their ivory towers have demonstrated that their understanding of the average NZ adult has been computerised out of them. The Minister of Broadcasting should take the only honourable course open to him and resign. Any political party undertaking to put 
The Basil Brush Show on in the evenings will certainly get my vote!


Good TV 'front men' are worth their weight in cannabis and Dirk Bogarde is very good. His raising from the dead of Charles Laughton and Emelyn Williams in 
I Claudius was a resurrection even Professor Geering would have approved of. The painstaking research and the resulting annotation of the rushes of this aborted epic movie made a viewing experience more lasting in impact than perhaps would have been the case had the film been completed and shown intact.


The 
Gallery interview with the P.M. had been falling into a bit of a rut (
I think Mr Smith means "runt"—Ed.) over recent years but with the advent of "Sir Keith" a new perversion presented itself. Brian Edwards set out to find the real man inside the built-up shoes. After twenty minutes of pretty gruelling stuff (15 choruses of "I'm an ordinary man") Mr Edwards clearly would have created more headlines had he given in to his natural inclination to leap up and smash this cloying dwarf round the face (both of them).
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Stravinsky—88th Birthday. Concert. Excerpts from The Rake's Progress'—Emily Mair and George Metcalf with Bruce Greenfield (piano); Elegy for Solo Viola Gavin Saunders; Mass—Bach Choir and members of the NZBC Symphony Orchestra. Reviewed by 
Gordon Burt.




[image: Stravinsky—88th Birthday. Concert. Excerpts from The Rake's Progress]


Stravinsky is 88. From 
Firebird to 
In Memoriam J.F.K. probably the most "assessed' composer in history. (Bach and Beethoven are no longer assessed, merely enshrined). A victorious 88 at that, resident in New York (Beverly Hills that is—can't have been all that accommodating—which may tell us something about the aforementioned 
In Memoriam J.F.K.) outrageously sniping for 
Harper's magazine at The Performing Arts ('. . . Beckett's prize . . . should at least make people look at ashcans with a thought for who might be in them...')


Unendingly vitriolic (on Britten's 
Requiem—nothing fails like success') he might have had a field day at the V.U.W. Music Society's celebration concert. Stravinsky's view of the Mass is grand, Byrantine, but above all dramatic and ceremonial: with apologies to Fred Delius of television fame, one might say there was too much Jesus in thin performance. (Moral? Yes. Fred said it of English music too.) Gavin Saunders' reading of the viola—
Elegy beautifully centigraded but a degree or two below at times. Ex-spurts from 
The Rake's Progress too—unfailingly tatty music—brilliantly tossed off by George Metcalf and Emily Mair abetted by Bruce Greenfield at the swaying piano.


One penetrating thought however: perhaps the most truly 'twentieth-century' composer in that (like Picasso) he has had a go at just about everything—a global villageois perhaps. Play on, maestro.
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Drama Review



The Dark Lady of the Sonnets



by G.B. Shaw. Presented by Drama II students.




[image: Photograph from The Dark Lady of the Sonnets]


A Lunchtime one-act play providing humour and an insight, dare George Bernard say it, into the origin of some of Shakespeare's memorable lines, was presented in the Common Room. 
The Dark Lady of the Sonnets, despite its forbidding title, showed spontaneity and fresh though brief action.


Director John O'Leary's expanded use of an almost barren end of the common room gave the whole a spacious effect, and the play did not suffer from lack of sets. Emphasis was on the witty script and on actors' ability.


At the Wednesday performance. Will Shakespeare (Paul Holmes) muffed his lines, one one or two occasions, but few in the audience noticed this. His experience overcame any detrimental effect. However his opening exchange with the Beefeater (Roy Middleton), who took the part at short notice and played it well, was not entirely clear.


Elizabeth I (Jane Cole) certainly showed an elegant austerity. Surprisingly she had great tolerance for Will's impudence. Kate Jason Smith (the 'Dark Lady') has an admirable range of facial and verbal expression, which failed to introduce any serious contrast to a predominantly funny script. Perhaps she was supposed to be nothing but an hysterical woman to be laughed at too, but we were otherwise occupied, chiefly with Will's retorts.
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Folk Review


The third Folk Club concert for 1970 was held in the upstairs common room on 12 June and featured special guests Phil Garland from Christchurch and Declan Affley from Australia. To a certain extent, the music was overshadowed as the unfortunate news of the evening's anti-Tour demonstration filtered through and the demonstrators themselves arrived.


The evening got away to an uncorrupted start with well known traditional material performed strongly by Richard Doctors, Dave Brannigan and Bob Silbery. Richard Doctors also gave his characteristically high standard of individual performance.


A promising new group called Godot led by Martin Fisher and featuring guitar, cello and flute performed contemporary and traditional material. Their sound had potential dignity in chamber music style but was marred by lack of sureness and monotonous arrangements. A contrasting certainty showed in the experience of Max Winnie, Graeme Nesbitt and Colin Heath. They gave a polished performance in the American idiom, and as was expected, were particularly impressive in the blues they did—
Corina and 
Drop Down Mama.


Phil Garland's bracket included contemporary as well as peculiarly New Zealand material. His particular thing is to eke out folk lore at the grass roots, and he is endeavouring to keep it up full time while his contacts are still alive. In this respect one of his best songs was a poem, 
A Country Road I Know, by Sandy McMillan—an old gentleman who lives in Central Otago. Phil set it to music.


One of the most interesting developments on the contemporary New Zealand folk scene recently has been 
Tamburlaine—an aggregation of talented individual musicians that achieve a surprising degree of musical 'togetherness'. Their line-up includes Steve Robinson and Denis Leong on guitars, with Simon Morris on electric bass and Penny Evison on flute. 
Tamburlaine claim to play music—nothing more, nothing Jess, and their claim is not unreasonable. Their problem does not seem to be performance, but what to perform. The Moody Blues number, 
Legend of a Mind, demonstrated their musical ability best, but their material is divergent and they do not seem very sure where they are progressing to. It is to be hoped they get their bag together soon.


Declan Affley has a large Australian reputation, recently enhanced by his part in the musical direction of the Ned Kelly film. He lived up to expectations, with a fine voice and an economical and effective guitar backing. Unfortunately the mood of the audience was somewhat restless by this time, and he recognised it by concluding the evening with 
We Shall Overcome, accompanied by appropriate gesture.


Some of the performers remained to entertain those participating in the sleep-in.
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Record Review



Concerto for Pop Group and Orchestra featuring 
Deep Purple and the Royal Philharmonic Orchestra conducted by 
Malcolm Arnold (EMI Harvest 
Shvl 767).


Reviewed by 
Don Hewitson.






[image: Album cover of Deep Purple]


Feature track on 
Deep Purple (Parlophone PCSM 6083) was 
April—a three part mini-concerto written by organist Jon Lord. At timet on other records Lord had shown an aptitude for adapting classical structure to group compositions but this was his first complete effort-piano, organ, accoustic and electric guitar, bass guitar and drums combining with a string quintet and seven piece wind section. 
April required up to eleven different tracks so it was basically a recorded concerto, not devised to be presented live. Lord's next effort is a much more important step forward.


At times the 
Concerto for Pop Group and Orchestra sounds like a modern day Vaughan Williams piece but this derivative nature is of little consequence. The first movement has its fair share of awkward moments—Lord has written for orchestra and group as separate entities and this has led to serious problems with balance and integration. The beginning is a lengthy orchestral introduction built around a theme introduced by the clarinet; tension mounts but it is shattered by the awkwardness of the entry of the brass section. Finally the group enters and it seems incongruous as Ritchie Blackmore's lead cuts an electronic swathe through the orchestra. Everything is much more unified once the group gets into the theme and leads up to the guitar cadenza but it is obvious that Lord has not quite mastered the task of presenting the group and orchestra as separate antagonistic forces.


The second movement is built around two evocative tunes introduced by the cor anglais and flutes. By this stage the composer is writing for orchestra and group together and the whole effect is much more relaxed and satisfying. The idea of using a vocalist in a concerto seemed rather out of place to me but Ian Gillan's tasteful lyrics sung in a sensitive manner blend well with the mood created by Lord. This movement is undoubtedly the highlight of the concerto—a memorable effort by Lord, orchestra and Deep Purple.


Loud brass chords over syncopated strings introduce the third movement. The percussion section is featured in 6/8 rhythm and is joined by drums and bass guitar and then by the whole group. This time there is no hesitancy as group and orchestra play at full blast. Blackmore introduces the allegro theme playing it in a straightforward classical manner then restates it in the typical Deep Purple style with plenty of syncopation and sliding into the notes. Drummer Ian Paice has always been kept in the background on previous records and he obviously revels in his lengthy drum cadenza which builds up and then allows the orchestra to take over and revert to the original theme. Most of the problems so apparent in the first movement have been solved and the balance in the finale, with brass and group fighting it out, is very good.


My overall impressions of this performance are most enthusiastic The individual work from group members is excellent and on the whole co-ordination with the orchestra is good. The work is obviously only a beginning for Lord. He is happiest when writing for the wind and string sections but no doubt he will master the rest. The 'live' recording in the Albert Hall has had its problems but the quality has not suffered too much.







Chicago


Blood, Sweat and Tears started it all. Critics and the public jumped on the bandwagon and heralded a new era in pop music. Unfortunately the mass adulation that heralded the second BS&T album completely ignored other worthwhile groups. I still get annoyed with the blase manner in which most people ignore Chicago, who offer a much more exciting, inventive approach towards Big Band Rock. They have put out two double LP sets, both retailing at a special low price of $7.65. These are 
Chicago Transit Authority (CPS SBP 473676) and 
Chicago (CBS 473753).


The group's seven piece line-up is: Terry Kath—lead guitar/lead vocals; Peter Cetera—bass guitar/lead vocals; Daniel Seraphine—drums; Lee Loughanne—trumpet/flugelhorn/background vocals; James Pankow—trombone; Walter Parazaider-saxophone/clarinet background vocals; and Robert Lamm—pinao/lead vocals.



Chicago Transit Authority was a fantastic effort for a first record. It spotlighted the powerful, compact brass sound supported by swinging big band drumming and superb bass lines "establishing a melody of their own without detracting from the driving rhythms laid down by Kath and Seraphine". BS&T often tend to act as a mere backing group for vocalist David Clayton-Thomas plays uninteresting brass lines whereas Chicago's James Pankow's scorings allow much more scope for individual musicians. The only disappointments on this set are the uneven vocals and 
Free Form Guitar—minutes of Kath's feed-back efforts on a Fender Stratocaster which is as disastrous as the Beatles' 
Number Nine.



Chicago is a further extension of the promise shown on the first record. This time all the tunes were written within the group, the majority by Pankow. My favourite tracks are those written by Lamm. He appears to realize Chicago's potential best of all and 
Poem for the People. Fancy Colours and 
25 or 6 to 4 highlight the group's versatility. Kath contributes 
Prelude. A.M. Mourning, P.M. Mourning and 
Memories of Love which have a very lyrical classical structure featuring strings and a sensitive cohesion between Parazaider and Pankow.


The main feature of the performances is a much more evenly balanced sound than on the earlier record. There is not so much flashy work by Kath, his leads are now a much more integral part of the total group sound, a good example is the tasteful use of the wah-wah pedal on 
Fancy Colours. The brass is even tighter and the reed work is given more scope. The vocals have improved enormously with all three lead vocals taking solos and harmonizing well. The vocals on the ballad-style numbers 
Poem for the People, Memories of Love and 
Colour My World illustrate just how great the improvement is.


All in all 
Chicago is the best Big Band Rock album ever released. At times it seems incredible that these musicians never double-track. Presumably we can believe the American and English critics who claim that Chicago are as good live as on record.
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[image: B.C.A. Graduates And Commerce Students We Are Currently holding discussions with students who have reached an advanced stage of the B.C.A. course and who are looking to a challenging professional career at the end of the current university year. We are able to offer experience in all fields of accountancy which is supplemented by extensive personal development and training programmes. After initial training and experience a comprehensive review of performance is undertaken and for suitable persons the opportunity will be given to choose a specialization for advanced training which will be either in New Zealand or in an overseas office of our internationally associated organization. Your progress and remuneration are dependent only on your qualification, ability and experience. Graduates who have completed the accountancy professional course can expect to commence at a minimum salary of $3,000. We look forward to discussing your future career plans with you and for this purpose please telephone our staff partner: Wilberfoss & Company Chartered Accountants P.O. Box 347 Tel. 70-566 Wellington.]
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Feature track on 
Deep Purple (Parlophone PCSM 6083) was 
April—a three part mini-concerto written by organist Jon Lord. At timet on other records Lord had shown an aptitude for adapting classical structure to group compositions but this was his first complete effort-piano, organ, accoustic and electric guitar, bass guitar and drums combining with a string quintet and seven piece wind section. 
April required up to eleven different tracks so it was basically a recorded concerto, not devised to be presented live. Lord's next effort is a much more important step forward.


At times the 
Concerto for Pop Group and Orchestra sounds like a modern day Vaughan Williams piece but this derivative nature is of little consequence. The first movement has its fair share of awkward moments—Lord has written for orchestra and group as separate entities and this has led to serious problems with balance and integration. The beginning is a lengthy orchestral introduction built around a theme introduced by the clarinet; tension mounts but it is shattered by the awkwardness of the entry of the brass section. Finally the group enters and it seems incongruous as Ritchie Blackmore's lead cuts an electronic swathe through the orchestra. Everything is much more unified once the group gets into the theme and leads up to the guitar cadenza but it is obvious that Lord has not quite mastered the task of presenting the group and orchestra as separate antagonistic forces.


The second movement is built around two evocative tunes introduced by the cor anglais and flutes. By this stage the composer is writing for orchestra and group together and the whole effect is much more relaxed and satisfying. The idea of using a vocalist in a concerto seemed rather out of place to me but Ian Gillan's tasteful lyrics sung in a sensitive manner blend well with the mood created by Lord. This movement is undoubtedly the highlight of the concerto—a memorable effort by Lord, orchestra and Deep Purple.


Loud brass chords over syncopated strings introduce the third movement. The percussion section is featured in 6/8 rhythm and is joined by drums and bass guitar and then by the whole group. This time there is no hesitancy as group and orchestra play at full blast. Blackmore introduces the allegro theme playing it in a straightforward classical manner then restates it in the typical Deep Purple style with plenty of syncopation and sliding into the notes. Drummer Ian Paice has always been kept in the background on previous records and he obviously revels in his lengthy drum cadenza which builds up and then allows the orchestra to take over and revert to the original theme. Most of the problems so apparent in the first movement have been solved and the balance in the finale, with brass and group fighting it out, is very good.


My overall impressions of this performance are most enthusiastic The individual work from group members is excellent and on the whole co-ordination with the orchestra is good. The work is obviously only a beginning for Lord. He is happiest when writing for the wind and string sections but no doubt he will master the rest. The 'live' recording in the Albert Hall has had its problems but the quality has not suffered too much.
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Chicago


Blood, Sweat and Tears started it all. Critics and the public jumped on the bandwagon and heralded a new era in pop music. Unfortunately the mass adulation that heralded the second BS&T album completely ignored other worthwhile groups. I still get annoyed with the blase manner in which most people ignore Chicago, who offer a much more exciting, inventive approach towards Big Band Rock. They have put out two double LP sets, both retailing at a special low price of $7.65. These are 
Chicago Transit Authority (CPS SBP 473676) and 
Chicago (CBS 473753).


The group's seven piece line-up is: Terry Kath—lead guitar/lead vocals; Peter Cetera—bass guitar/lead vocals; Daniel Seraphine—drums; Lee Loughanne—trumpet/flugelhorn/background vocals; James Pankow—trombone; Walter Parazaider-saxophone/clarinet background vocals; and Robert Lamm—pinao/lead vocals.



Chicago Transit Authority was a fantastic effort for a first record. It spotlighted the powerful, compact brass sound supported by swinging big band drumming and superb bass lines "establishing a melody of their own without detracting from the driving rhythms laid down by Kath and Seraphine". BS&T often tend to act as a mere backing group for vocalist David Clayton-Thomas plays uninteresting brass lines whereas Chicago's James Pankow's scorings allow much more scope for individual musicians. The only disappointments on this set are the uneven vocals and 
Free Form Guitar—minutes of Kath's feed-back efforts on a Fender Stratocaster which is as disastrous as the Beatles' 
Number Nine.



Chicago is a further extension of the promise shown on the first record. This time all the tunes were written within the group, the majority by Pankow. My favourite tracks are those written by Lamm. He appears to realize Chicago's potential best of all and 
Poem for the People. Fancy Colours and 
25 or 6 to 4 highlight the group's versatility. Kath contributes 
Prelude. A.M. Mourning, P.M. Mourning and 
Memories of Love which have a very lyrical classical structure featuring strings and a sensitive cohesion between Parazaider and Pankow.


The main feature of the performances is a much more evenly balanced sound than on the earlier record. There is not so much flashy work by Kath, his leads are now a much more integral part of the total group sound, a good example is the tasteful use of the wah-wah pedal on 
Fancy Colours. The brass is even tighter and the reed work is given more scope. The vocals have improved enormously with all three lead vocals taking solos and harmonizing well. The vocals on the ballad-style numbers 
Poem for the People, Memories of Love and 
Colour My World illustrate just how great the improvement is.


All in all 
Chicago is the best Big Band Rock album ever released. At times it seems incredible that these musicians never double-track. Presumably we can believe the American and English critics who claim that Chicago are as good live as on record.
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It's All... Nearly all ...in the Dominion



The 
Dominion caption to this photograph read "Police struggling with one of the demonstrators involved in the melee which broke out as the All Black rugby team left a Government reception at Parliament last night."



As you can see from a comparison of the 
Dominion front page (for Friday, 12 June) and the photograph below, the policeman's handful of hair was carefully excised from the photograph—undoubtedly to preserve the sensibilities of the mothers of ten who this week have been complaining about rat-bag students who beat up cops.
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